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PREFACE 


THE ESMONDS OF VIRGINIA, 

The estate of Castlewood, in Virginia, which was given to out' 
ancestors by King Charles the first,- as some return for the sacri- 
fices made in his Majesty’s cause by tho Esmond family, lies in 
Westmoreland county, between the rivers Potomac and Rappa- 
liannoc, and was onco as great us on English Principality, though 
iu the early times its revenues were bub small. Indeed, for near 
eighty years after our forefathers possessed them, our plantations 
were in tho hands of factors, who enriched thomselvos one after 
another, though a few scores of hogsheads of tobacco were all the 
produce that, for long after the Restoration, our family received 
from their Virginian estates. 

My dear and honoured father, Colonel Henry Esmond, whose 
history, written by himself, is contained in tho accompanying vo- 
lume, came to Virginia in the year 1718, built his house of Castle- 
wood, and here permanently settled. After a long stormy life iu 
England, he passed the remainder of liia many years iu peace and 
honour in this country; how boloved and respected by all his 
fellow-citizens, how inexpressibly dear to his family, I need not 
say. His whole life was a benefit to all who were connected with 
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him. He gave the best example, the best advice, the most boun- 
teous hospitality to his friends ; the tenderost care to his depen- 
dants; and bestowed on. those of his immediate family such a 
blessing of fatherly love and protection, as can never bo thought of, 
by us at least, without veneration and thankfulness ; and xny son’s 
children, whether established here in our ‘Republic, or at home in 
the always beloved mother country, from which our late quarrel 
hath separated us, may surely he proud to bo descended from one 
who in all ways was so truly noble. 

My dear mother died in 1736, soon after our return from Eng- 
land, whither my parents took me for my education ; and where I 
made the acquaintance of Mr. Wai’rington, whom my children 
never saw. Whon it pleased Heaven, in the bloom of his youth, 
and after but a few months of a most happy union, to remove him 
from me, I owed my recovery from the grief which that calamity 
caused me, mainly to my dearest father’s tenderness, and then to 
the blessing vouchsafed to me in the birth of my two beloved boys. 
X know the fatal differences which separated them in politics never 
disunited their hearts ; and as I can love them both, whether 
weaving the King’s colours or tho Republic's, I am sure that they 
love me, and one another, and him above all, my father and theirs, 
the dearest friend of their childhood, tho noble gentleman who 
bred them from their infancy, in the practice and knowledge of 
Truth, and Love, and Honour. 

My children will never forget the appearanco and figure of their 
revered grandfather ; and I wish I possessed the art of drawing 
(which my papa had in perfection), so that I could leave to our 
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descendants a portrait of one who was so good and so respected. 
My father was of a dark complexion, with a very great forehead 
and dark hazel eyes, overhung by eyebrows which remained black 
long after his hair was white. His nose was aquiline, his smile ex- 
traordinary sweet. How well I remember it, and how little any 
description I can write can recall Iris image ! He was of rather 
L >,.w stature, not being above five feet seven inches in height ho 
u to laugh at my sons, whom he oalled his crutches, and say 
■ they were grown too tall for him to lean upon. But small as he was 
he had a perfect grace and majesty of deportment, such as I have 
never seen in this country, except perhaps in our friend Mr. 
Washington, and commanded respect wherever he appeared. 

In all bodily exercises he excelled, and showed an extraordinary 
quickness and agility. Of fencing he was especially fond, and made 
my two boys profioient in that art ; so much so, that when the 
French came to this country with Monsieur Bocliambeau, not one 
of his officers was superior to my Henry, and he was not the equal 
of my poor George, who had taken the King’s side in our lament- 
able) but glorious war of independence. 

Neither my father nor my mother ever wore powder in their 
hair ; both their heads were as white as silver, as I can remember 
them. My dear mother possessed to the last an extraordinary 
brightness and freshness of complexion; nor would people believe 
that she did not wear rouge. At sixty years of age she still looked 
young, and was quite agile. It was not until after that dreadful 
siege of our house by the Indians, which left me a widow ere I was 
mother, that iny dear mother’s health broke. She never recover- 
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' ed her terror and anxiety of those days, which ondod so fatally for 
me, then a bride scarce six months married, and died in my father’s 
arms ere my own year of widowhood was over. 

From that day, until the last of his dear and honoured life it 
was my delight and consolation to remain with him as liis com- 
forter and companion ; and from those little notes which my 
mother hath made here and there in the volume in which my 
father describes his adventures in Europe, I can well understand 
the extreme devotion with which she regarded him— -a devotion so 
passionate and exclusive as to prevent her, I think, from loving any 
other person except with an inferior rogard ; her whole thoughts 
being centred on this one object of affection and worship. I know 
that, before her, my dear fathor did not show the luvo which ho 
had for his daughter ; and in her last and most sacred moments 
this deal 1 and tender parent owned to mo her ropentimeo that she 
had not loved me enough : her jealousy oven that my father should 
give his affection to any but herself; and in the most fond and 
beautiful words of affeotion and admonition, she bade me never to 
leave him, and to supply the place which she was quitting. With 
a clear conscience, and a heart inexpressibly thankful, I think I can 
say that I fulfilled those dying commands, and that until his last 
hour my dearest father never had to complain that his daughter’s 
love and fidelity failed him. 

And it is. since I knew him entirely, for during my mother’s lifo 
he never quite opened himself to mo-smeo I knew the value and 
splendour of that affection which ho bestowed upon me, that I have 
come to understand and pardon what, I own, used to anger me in 
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my mother’s lifetime, her jealousy respecting her husband’s love. 
’Twas a gift so precious, that no wonder she who had it was for 
keeping it all, and could part with none of it, even to her daughter. 

Though I Dover hoard my father use a rough word, ’twas extra- 
ordinary with how much awe his people regarded hiru ; and tho 
servants on our plantation, both those assigned from England and 
the purchased negroes, obeyed him with an eagerness such as the 
most severe taskmasters round about us could never get from their 
people. He was never familiar, though perfectly simple and 
natural ; he was the same with the meanest man as with the 
greatest, and as courteous to a black slave-girl as to the governor’s 
wife. No one ever thought of taking a liberty with him (except 
once a tipsy gentleman from York, and I am bound to own that 
my papa never forgave him) :■ he set the humblest people at once 
on tlieir ease with him, and brought down the most arrogant by a 
grave satiric way, which made persons exceedingly afraid of him. 
His courtesy was not put on like a Sunday suit, and laid by when 
tho company went away ; it was always the same ; as he was al- 
ways dressed the same whether for a dinner by ourselves or for a 
great entertainment. They say he liked to be the first in his com- 
pany j but what company was there in which he would not be first 1 
When I went to Europe for my education, and we passed a winter 
at London with my half-brother, my Lord Oastlewood and bis 
second lady, I saw at her Majesty’s Court some of the most famous 
gentlemen of those days ; and I thought to myself none of these 
are better than my papa y and, the famous Lord Bolingbrolce, who 
came to us from Hawley, said as much, and that the men of that 
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time were not like those of his youth : — “ Wcro your father, 
Madam,” he said, “to go into the woods, the Indians would elect 
him Sachem; ” and his lordship was pleased to call mo Pocahontas. 

I did not see our other relative, Bishop Tusker's lady, of’ whom 
so much is said in my papa’s memoirs — although my mamma went 
to visit her in the country. I have no pride (as I showed by com- 
plying with my mother’s request, and marrying a gentleman who 
was but the younger son of a Suffolk Baronet), yet I own to a decent 
respect for my name, and wonder how one, who ever boro it, should 
change it for that of Mrs. Thomas Trnher. I pass over as odious 
and unworthy of credit those reports (which I heard in Europe, and 
was then too young to understand), how this person, having left, her 
family and fled to Paris, out of jealousy of the Pretender betray- 
ed his secrets to my Lord Stair, King George’s Ambassador, and 
nearly caused the Prince’s death there ; how sho came to England 
and married this Mr. Tusher, and became a great favourite of 
King George the Second, by whom Mr. Tusher was made a Dean, 
and then a Bishop. I did not see the lady, who ohoso to remain 
at her palace, all the time we wore in London; but after visiting 
her, my poor mamma said* she had lost all her good looks, and 
warned me not to set too much store by any such gifts which nature 
had bestowed upon me. She grew exceedingly stout ; and .!. re- 
member my brother’s wife, Lady Castlowood, saying — “No wonder 
sho became a favourite, for the King likes them old and ugly, ns his 
father did before him.” On which papa said — “All women were 
alike ; that there was never one so beautiful as that one ; and that 
wo could forgive her eveiy thing but her beauty.” And hereupon 


my mamma looked vexed, and my Loi’d Castlewood began to laugh ; 
and I, of course, being a young creature, could not understand wliat 
was the subject of their conversation. 

After the circumstances narrated in the tliird book of these 
Memoirs, my father and mother both went abroad, being advised 
by their friends to leave the country in consequence of the transac- 
tions which are recounted at the close of the volume of the 
Memoirs. But my brother, hearing how the future Bishop's lady 
had quitted Castlewood and joined the Pretender at Paris, pursued - 
him, and would have killed him, Prince as he was, had not the 
Prinoe managed to make his escape. On his expedition to Scotland 
directly after, Castlewood was so enraged against him that he asked 
leave to serve as a volunteer, and join the Duke of Argyle’s army 
in Scotland, which the Pretender never had the courage to face j 
and thenceforth my Lord was qnite reconciled to the present reign- 
ing family, from whom he hath even received promotion. 

Mrs. lusher was by this time as angry against the Pretender as 
any of her relations could be, and used to boa3t, as I have heard, 
that she not only brought back my Lord to the Church of England, 
hut procured the English peerage for him, which tho junior branch 
of our family at present enjoys. She was a great friend of Sir 
Robert Walpole, and would not rest until her husband slept at 
Lambeth, my papa used laughing to say. However, the Bishop died 
of apoplexy suddenly, and liis wife erected a great monument 
over him ; and the pair sleep under that stone, with a canopy of 
marble clouds and angels above them — the first Mrs. Tusher lying 
sixty milos off at Castlewood. 
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But my papa’s genius and education are both greater than a ny a 
woman can be expected to have, and his adventures in Europe far 
more exciting than his life in this oountry, which was past in the 
tranquil offices of love and duty ; and I shall say no more by way 
of introduction to his Memoirs, nor keep my children from the 
perusal of a story which is much more interesting than that of their 
affectionate old mother, 

BACHED ESMOND WABBINGTON. 

Castlewood, Yikginia, 

November 3, .1778, 
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'BOOK I. 

THE EARLY YOUTH OF HENRY ESMOND, UP TO THE TIME OF HIS LEAVING 
TRINITY COLLEGE, IN CAMBRIDGE. 

The actors in the old tragedies, as wo read, piped their iambics, 
to a tune, speaking from under a mask, and wearing stilts and a 
great head-dress. ’Twas thought the dignity of the Tragic Muse 
required these appurtenances, and that she was not to move except 
to a measure and cadence; So Queen Medea slew her children to 
a slow mnsio : and King Agamemnon perished in a dying fall (to use 
Mr. "Dry den’s words) : the Chorus standing by in a set attitude, and 
rhythmically and decorously bewailing the fates of those great 
crowned persons. The Muse of History hath encumbered herself 
with, ceremony as well as her Sister of the Theatre. She too weara 
tho mask and the cothurnus, and speaks to measure. She too, in 
our ago, busies herself with the affairs only of kings p waiting on 
tliem obsequiously and stately, as if she were but a mistress of 
Court Ceremonies, and had nothing to do with the registering of 
the affairs of the common people. I have seen in his very old age 
and decrepitude the old French King Lewis the Fourteenth, the 
type and model of king-hood- — who never moved hut to measure, 
who lived and died according to tho laws of his Court-marshal, 
persisting in enacting through life the part of Hero ; and, divested 
of poetry, this was but a little wrinkled old man, pock-marked, 
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and with a great periwig and red heels to make him look tall — a 
hero for a book if you like, or for a brass statue or a painted ceiling, 
a god in a Homan shape, but what more than, a man for Madame 
Mainteuon, or the barber who shaved him, or Monsieur Fagon, his 
surgeon ? I wonder shall History ever pull of her periwig and 
cease to bo court-ridden ? Shall we see something of Franco and 
England besides Versailles and Windsor 1 I saw Queen Anne at 
the latter place tearing clown the Park slopes, after her stag-liounds, 
and driving her one-horse chaise — a hot, red-faced woman, hot in 
the least resembling that statue of her which turns its stone back 
upon Saint Paul’s, and faces the coaches struggling up Ludgate 
Hill. She was neither better bred nor wiser than you and me, 
though we knelt to baud her a letter or a washhand-basin. Why 
shaJi'history go on kneeling to the end of tftno? I am for having 
her rise up off her knees, and take a natural posture : not to be 
for ever performing cringes ami congees like a Court* chamberlain, 
and shuffling backwards out of doors in tho presence of the sove- 
reign. In a word, I would have History familiar rather than 
heroic : and think that Mr. Hogarth and Mr. Fielding will give 
our children a much bettor idea of the manners of the present age 
in England, than the Court Gazette and the newspapers which, we 
get thence. 

, There was a German officer of Webb’s, with whom wo used to 
joke, and of whom a story (whereof I myself was the author) was 
got to be believed in the army, that he was eldest son of the here- 
ditary Grand Bootjack of the Empire, and heir to that honour of 
.which his ancestors had been very proud, having been kicked for 
twenty generations by one imperial foot, as they drew the boot 
from the other. I have hoard that the old Lord Castlewood, of 
part of whose family these present volumes are a chronicle, though 
he came of quite as good blood as the Stuarts whom he served (and 
who as regards mere lineage are no better than a dozen English 
and Scottish houses I could name), was prouder of his post about 
the Court than of his ancestral honours, and valued his dignity (as 
Lord of tho Butteries and Groom of the King’s Posset) so highly, 
that he cheerfully ruined himself for the thankless and thriftless 
race who bestowed it. He pawned his plate for King Charles the 


First, .mortgaged Ms property for the same cause, and lost the 
greater part of it by fines and sequestration : stood a siege of iris 
castle by Iveton, where bis brother Thomas capitulated (afterward 
making terms with the Commonwealth, for which the elder Mother 
never forgave him), and where bis second brother Edward, who' 
had embraced the ecclesiastical profession, was slain on Castlewood 
tower, being engaged there both as preacher and artilleryman. 
This resolute old loyalist, who was with the King whilst his house 
was thus beiug battered down, escaped abroad with his only son, 
then a boy, to return and take a part in Worcester fight. On that 
fatal field Eustace Esmond was killed, and Castlewood fled from it 
once more into exile, and henceforward, and after the Restoration, 
never was away from the Court of the monarch (for whose reton 
we offer thanks in the Prayer-Book) who sold his country and who 
took bribes of the French king. 

What spectacle is more august than that of a groat king in exile “ 
Who is move worthy of respect than a brave man in, misfortune., 
Mr. Addison has painted such a figure in his noble pieco of Cato. 
But suppose fugitive Cato fnddling himself at a tavern with n 
wench on each knee, a dozen faithful and tipSy companions of 
defeat, and a landlord calling out for his hill ; and the dignity of 
misfortune is straightway lost. The Historical Muse turns away 
shamefaced from the vulgar scene, and closes the door— on -which 
tho exile’s unpaid drink is scored up— upon him and Ms pots and 
his pipes, and the tavern-chorus which ho and Ms friends are. singing. 
Such a man as Charles should have had an Ostade or Miens to 
paint him. Your KheUers and Le Bruns only deal in clumsy and 
impossible allegories : and it bath always seemed to me blasphemy, 
to claim Olympus for such a wine-drabbled divinity as that. 

About the King’s follower the Viscount Castlewood— orphan of 
his son, ruined by bis fidelity, bearing many wounds and marks of 
bravery, old and in exile, his kinsmen I suppose should be silent ; 
nor if this patriarch fell down in his cups, call fie upon, him, .and 
fetch, passers-by to laugh at his red face and white hairs. What 1 
does a stream rush out of a mountain free and pure, to roll through 
fair pastures, to feed and throw out bright tributaries,, and to end 
in a village gutter ? Lives that have noble commencements have 


often no better endings ; it is not without a kind of awe and reve- 
rence tlim an observer should speculate upon such careers as lie 
traces the course of them. I have seen too much of success in life 
to take off my hat and huzza to it as it passes iii its gilt coach : 
and would do my little part with my neighbours on foot, that they 
should not gape with too much wonder, nor applaud too loudly. 
Is it the Lord Mayor going in state to minco-pies and the M ansion- 
House.? Is it poor Jack of Hewgate’s procession, with the sheriff 
and javelin-men, conducting him on his last journey to Tyburn? 
I look into my heart and think that I am as good as my Lord 
Mayor, and know I am as bad as Tyburn Jack, Give me a cliaiu 
and red gown and a pudding before me, and I could play the part 
of Alderman very well, and sentence Jack after dinner. Starve 
me, keep me from books and honest people, educate me to love dice, 
gin, and pleasure, and put me on Hounslow Heath, with a purse 
before me and I will take it. “ And I shall be deservedly hanged,” 
say you, wishing to put an end to this prosing. I don’t say no. I 
can’t hut accept the world, as I find it, including a rope’s end, as 
long as it is in fashion. 


CHAPTER!. 

AN ACCOUNT OF TUN FAMILY OF ESMOND OF CIASTLEW00.D 1IALL. 

When Francis, fourth Viscount Castlevrood, came to his . title, 
and -presently after to take possession of his house of Onatlewood, 
county Hants, in the year 1691, almost the only tenant of the 
place besides the domestics was a lad of twolvo years of age, of 
whom no one seemed to take any note until my Lady Viscountess 
lighted upon him, going over the house, with the housekeeper on 
the day of her arrival. The boy was in the room known as the 
hook-room, or yellow gallery, where the portraits of the family 
used to hang, that fine piece among others of Sir Antonio Van 
Dyck of George, second Viscount, and that by Mr. Dobson of my 
lord the third Viscount, just deceased, which it seems his lady and 
widow did not think fit to cany away, wlien she sent for and car- 
ried off to her house at Chelsey, near to London, the picture of her- 
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self by Sir Peter Lely, in which her ladyship was represented as a 
huntress of Diana’s court. 

The new and fair lady of Castlewood found the sad lonely little 
occupant of this gallery busy over his great book, which he laid 
down wheu he was aware that a stranger was at hand. And, 
knowing who that person must he, the lad stood up and bowed 
before her, performing a shy obe.isauce to the mistress of his housa 

She stretched out her hand — indeed when was it that that hand 
would not stretch out to do an act of kindness, or to protect grief 
and ill-fortune ? “ And this is our kinsman,” she said ; “ and 

what is your name, kinsman ?” 

“ My name is Henry Esmond,” said the lad, looking up at her 
in a sort of delight and wonder, for she had come upon him as a 
Dea carte, and appeared the most charming object he had ever 
looked on. Her golden hair was shining in the gold of the sun; 
her complexion was of a dazzling bloom ; her lips smiling, and her 
eyes beaming with a kindness which made Harry Esmond’s heart to 
beat with surprise. A 

“ His name is Homy Esmond, sure enough, my lady,” says Mrs. 
Worksop the housekeeper (an old tyrant whom Henry Esmond 
plagued more than lie hated), and the old gentlewoman looked 
significantly towards the late lord’s picture, as it now is in the 
family, noble and severe-looking, with his hand on his sword, and 
his order on his cloak, which he had from the Emperor during the 
war on the Dauube against the Turk. 

Seeing the great and undeniable likeness between this portrait 
and the lad, the new Viscountess, who had still hold of the boy’s 
hand as she looked at the picture, blushed and dropped the hand 
'juickly, and walked down the gallery, followed by Mrs. Worksop. 

When the lady camo back, Harry Esmond stood exactly in the 
same spot, and with his hand a3 it had fallen when he dropped it 
on Ins black coat. 

Her heart melted I suppose (indeed she hath since owned as 
much) at the notion that she should do any thing unkind to any 
mortal, groat or small; for, when she returned, she had sent away 
the housekeeper upon an errand by the door at the farther 1 
.the gallery ; and, coming back to the lad, with a look of i 


pity and tenderness in her eyes, she took his hand again, placing 
her other fair hand on his head, and saying some words to him, 
which were so kind and said in a voice so sweet, that the boy, who 
had never looked upon so much beauty before, felt as if the touch 
of a superior being or angel smote him down to the ground, and 
kissed, the fair protecting hand as he knelt ou one knee. To the 
very last hour of his life, Esmond remembered tho lady as she then 
spoke and looked, the rings on, her fair hands, tho very scent of her 
robe, the beam of her eyes lighting tip with surprise and kindness, 
her lips blooming in a smile, tho aim making a golden halo round 
her hair. 

As the hoy was yet in this attitude of humility, enters behind 
him a portly gentleman, with a little girl of four years old in his 
hand. The gentleman burst into a great laugh at the lady and 
her adorer, withhis little queer figure, his sallo w face, and long 
■black hair. The lady blushed, and seemed to deprecate his ridicule 
by a look, of appeal to her husband, for it was my Lord Viscount 
who now arrived, and whom the lad knew, having once before 
seen him in the lute lord’s lifetime. 

“ So this is the little priest !” says my lord, looking down at 
the lad ; “ welcome, kinsman.” 

* He is saying his prayers to mamma,” says the little girl, who' 
came up to her papa’s kneo ; and my lord burst out into another 
groat laugh at this, and kinsman TIcnry looked very silly, lie 
invented Si half-dozen of speeches in reply, but ’twas months after- 
wards when he thought of this adventure : as it was, lie had never 
v word in answer. 

“Lepauvre enfant, il n'a que nous," says the lady, looking to her 
lord ; and tho hoy, wlio understood her, though doubtless she 
thought otherwise, thanked her with all his heart for her kind 
' speech. 

“ And he shaVt want for friends here,” says my lord, in a kind 
voice, “ shall ho, little Trix ?” 

The little girl, whose name was Beatrix, and whom her papa 
called by this diminutive, looked at Henry Esmond solemnly, with 
a pair of large eyes, and then a smile shone over her face, which 
was as beautiful as that of a cherub, and she came up and put out 
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a little hand to him. A keen and delightful pang of gratitude, 
happiness, affection, filled the orphan child’s heart, as he received 
from the protectors, whom Heaven had sent to him, these touching 
words, and tokens of friendliness and kindness. But an hour since 
he had felt quite alone in the world : when he heard the great 
peal of hells from Castlewood church ringing that morning to wel- 
come the arrival of the new lord and lady, it had rung only terror 
and anxiety to him, for ho knew not ho w the new owner would 
deal with him; and those to whom he formerly looked for protec- 
tion were forgotten or dead. Pride and doubt too had kept him 
within doors : when the "Vicar and the people of the village, and 
the servants of the house, had gone out to welcome my Lord Castle- 
wood — for Henry Esmond wan no servant, though a dependent ; 
aio relative, though he bore the name and inherited the blood of the 
house; and in the midst of tho noise and acclamations attending 
the arrival of the new lord (for whom yon may bo sure a feast was 
got ready, and guns were fired, and tenants and domestics huzzaed 
when his carriage approached and rolled into the couxt-yard of the 
hall), no one ever took any notice of young Henry Esmond, who 
sate unobserved and alone in the hook-room, until the afternoon, of 
that day, when his new Mends found him. 

When my lord and lady were going away thence, the little girl, 
still holding her kinsman by the hand, hade him to come too. 
•“ Thou wilt always forsake an old friend for a new one, Trixj” says 
her father to her good-naturedly ; ami went into the gallery, giv- 
ing an arm to his lady.' They passed thence through the musics 
gallery, long since dismantled, and Queen Elizabeth’s rooms, in the 
clock-tower, and out into the terrace, where was a fine prospect of 
sunset, and tho great darkling woods with a cloud of rooks return- 
ing; and the plain and river with Castlewood village beyond, and 
purple hills beautifulto look at— and the little heir of Castlewood, 
a child of t wo years old, was already here on the terrace in his 
nurse’s arms, from whom ho ran across tho grass instantly ho 
perceived his mother, and came to her. 

“If thou eanst not be happy here,” says my lord, looking round 
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of all at Walcote Forest.” Then my lord began to describe what 
was before them to his wife, and what indeed little Harry know 
better than he — viz., the history of the house : how by yonder gate 
the page ran away with the heiress of Castlcwood, by which, the 
estate carno into tho present family, how the Roundheads attacked 
the clock-tower, which my lord’s father was slain in defending. 
“ I was but two years old then,” says lie, “ but take fortv-six from 
ninety, and how old shall I be, kinsman Harry 1 ” 

“ Thirty,” says his wife, with a laugh. 

“ A great deal too old for you, Rachel,” answers my lord, looking 
fondly down at her. Indeed sho seemed to be a girl ; and was at 
that time scarce twenty years old. 

“ You know Frank I will do any thing to please you,” says she, 
“ and I promise you I will grow older every day.” 

“You mnstn’t call papa, Frank; you must call papa my lord, 
now,” says Miss Beatrix, with a toss of her little head ; at which 
the mother smiled, and the good-natured father laughed, and tho 
little, trotting boy laughed, not knowing why — but because ho was 
happy no doubt — as every one seemed to be there. How those 
trivial incidents and words, the laudseapo and sunshine, and the 
group of people smiling and talking, remain lixed on the memory ! 

As' the sun was setting, tho littlo heir was sent in tho arms of 
his nurse tt> bed, whither he went howling ; but little Trix was 
promised to sit to supper that night- — “ and you will come too. 
kinsman, won’t you 1 ” she said. 

Harry Esmond blushed : “I — I have supper with Mrs. Work- 
sop,” says he. 

“ D— n it,” says my lord, “ thou shalt sup with us, Harry, to- 
night! Sha’u’t refuse a lady, shall he, Trix 1 ” — and they all 
wondered at Harry’s performance as a trencher-man, in which 
character tho poor boy acquitted himself very remarkably ; for the 
’ truth is he had no dinner, nobody thinking of him in the bustle 
which the house was in, during the preparations antecedent to the 
new lord’s arrival. 

“No dinner! poor dear child !” says my lady, heaping up his 
plate with meat, and my lord filling a bumper for him, bade him 
call a health ; on which Master Harry, crying “The King,” tossed 
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off the wine. My lord was ready to drink that, and most other 
toasts : indeed only too ready. He would not hear of Doctor 
Tusher (the Vicar of Castlewood, who came to supper) going away 
when the sweetmeats were brought : he had not had a chaplain 
long enough, he said, to he tired of him : so his reverence kept my 
lord company for some hours over a pipe and a punchbowl ; and 
went away homo with rather a reeling gait, and declaring a dozen 
of times, that his lordship’s affability surpassed every kindness lie 
had ever had from his lordship’s gracious family. 

As for young Esmond, when he got to his little chamber, it 
was with a heart full of surprise and gratitude towards the new 
friends whom this happy day had brought him. He was up and 
watching long before the bouse was astir, longing to see that fair 
lady and her children— that kind protector and patron ; and only 
fearful lest their welcome of the past night should in any way be 
withdrawn or altered. But presently little Beatrix, came out into 
the garden, and her mother followed, who greeted Harry as kindly 
as before. He told her at greater length the histories of the house; 
(which he had been taught in the old lord’s time), and to which she 
listened with great interest; and then he told her, with respect to 
the night before, that he understood French, and thanked her for 
her protection. 

“Do you?” says she, with a blush; "then, sir, yon shall teach 
me and Beatrix.” And she asked him many more questions re- 
garding himself, which had best be told more fully and explicitly, 
than! in those brief replies which the lad made to his mistress’s 
questions. 


CHAPTER II. 

RELATES HOW FRANCIS, FOURTH VISCOUNT, ARRIVES AT CASTLEWOOD. 

■Pis known that the name of Esmond and the estate of Castlewood, 
com. Hants, came into possession of the present family through 
Dorothea, daughter and heiress of Edward, Earl and Marquis of 
Esmond, and Lord of Castlewood, which lady married, 23 Eliz., 
Henry Poyns, gent. ; the said Henry being then a page in the 
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household of her father. Francis, son .and heir of the above Henry 
and Dorothea, who took the maternal name which the family hath 
borne subsequently, was made Knight and Baronet by King James 
■the First ; and, being of a military disposition, remained long in 
Germany with the Elector-Palatine, in whose service Sir Francis 
incurred both expense and danger, lending largo sums of money to 
that unfortunate Prince; and receiving many wounds in the battles 
against the Imperialists, in which Sir Francis engaged. 

On his return home Sir Francis was rewarded for his services 
and many sacrifices, by his late Majesty James the First, who gra- 
ciously conferred upon this tried servant the post of Warden of the 
Butteries, and Groom of the King’s Posset, which high and confi- 
dential office he filled in that king’s, and his unhappy successor’s, 
reign. 

I-Iis age, and many wounds and infirmities, obliged Sir Francis 
to perform much of his duty by deputy ; and bis son, Sir George 
Esmond, lenight and banneret, first as his father's lieutenant, and 
afterwards as inheritor of his father's title and dignity, performed 
this office during almost the whole of tlm reign bf King Charles 
ithe First, arid his two sons who succeeded Ivina 

Sir Geoi-ge Esmond married rather beneath the rank that a per- 
son of hia name and honour might aspire to, the daughter of Thos. 
Topham, of the city of Eondou, alderman and goldsmith, who, tak- 
ing the parliamentary side in the troubles then commencing, dis- 
appointed Sir Goorgo of the property which he expected at the 
demise of his father-in-law, who devised his money to his second 
daughter, Barbara, a spinster. 

Sir George Esmond, on Ilia part, was conspicuous for his attach- 
ment and loyalty to the royal cause and person, and the Iii ng being 
at Oxford in 1 G42, Sir George, with the consent of his father, then 
very aged and infirm, and residing at his house of Cnstlewodd, 
melted the whole of the family plate for his Majesty’s service. 

For this, and other sacrifices and merits, his Majesty, by patent 
under the Privy Seal, dated Oxford, Jan., 1643, was pleased to ad- 
vance Sir Francis Esmond to the dignity of Viscount Castlewooci, 
of Shandon, in Ireland : and tlio Viscount’s estate being much, im- 
poverished by loans to the King, which in those troublesome times 
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liis Majesty could not repay, a grant of land in the plantations 
of Virginia was given to the Lord Viscount ; part of which 
land is in possession of descendants of his family to the present 
day. 

The first Viscount Castlewood died full of . years, and within a 
few months after he had been advanced to his honours. Ho was 
succeeded by his eldest son, the before-named George; and left 
issue besides, Thomas, a colonel in the King’s army, that afterwards 
joined the Usurper’s Government ; and Francis, in holy orders, 
who was slain whilst defending the House of Castlewood against 
the Parliament, anno 1647. 

George Lord Castlewood (the second Viscount) of King Charles 
the First’s time, had no male issue save liis one son Eustace Es- 
mond, who was killed, with half of the Castlewood men beside him, 
at Worcester fight. The lands about Castlewood were sold and 
apportioned to the Commonwealth men ; Castlewood being con- 
cerned in almost all of the plots against the Protector, after the 
death of the King, and up to King Charles the Second’s restoration. 
My lord followed that king’s court about in its exile, having ruined 
himself in its service. He had hut one daughter, Who was of no 
great comfort to her father ; for misfortune had not taught those 
exiles sobriety of life ; and it is said that the Duke of York and his 
brother the King both quarrelled about Isabel Esmond. She was 
maid of honour to fho Queeu Henrietta Maria ; she early joined 
the Roman Church ; her father, a weak man, following her not 
long after at- Breda. 

On the death of Eustace Esmond at Worcester, Thomas Esmond, 
nephew to my Lord Castlewood, and then a stripling, became heir 
to the title. I-Iis father had taken, the Parliament side in the 
quarrels, and so had been estranged from the chief of his house ; 
and my Lord Castlewood was at first so much enraged to think 
that his title (albeit little more than an empty one now) should 
pass to a rascally Roundhead, that he would have married again, and 
indeed proposed to do so to a vintner’s daughter at Bruges, to whom 
Ins lordship owed a score for lodging when the King was there, hut 
for fear of the laughter of the court, and the anger of his daughter, 
of whom he stood in awe; for she was in temper as imperious and 
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violent as my lord, who was much .enfeebled by wounds and drink* 
mg, was weak. 

Lord Gastlewood would have bad a match between his daughter 
Isabel and her cousin, the son of that Francis Esmond who was 
killed at Castlowood siege. And the lady, it was said, took a fancy 
to the young man, who was her junior by several years (which cir- 
cumstance she did not consider to ho a fault in him ) ; but having 
paid his court, and being admitted to the intimacy of the house, ho 
suddenly flung up his suit, when it seemed to be pretty prosperous, 
without giving a protext for his behaviour. Ilia friends rallied 
him at what they laughingly chose to cull his infidelity. Jack 
Churclihill, Frank Esmond’s lieutenant in the royal regiment of 
foot guards, getting the company which Esmond vacated, when ha 
left the court and went to Tangier .in a rage at discovering that his 
promotion depended on tho complaisance of his elderly affianced 
bride. He and Churchill, who had beon cnndisci.puU at St. Paul’s 
School, had words about this matter ; and Frank Esmond said to 
him with an oath, “ Jack, your sister may bo so-and-so, but by 
Jove my wife slm’n’t ! ” and swords were drawn, and blood drawn 
too, until friends separated them on this quarrel. Few men were 
so jealous about the point of honour in those days ; and gentlemen 
of good birth and ljineago thought a royal blot was an ornament 
to their family coat. Frank Esmond retired in tho sulks, first to 
Tangier, whence ho returned after two years’ service, settling on a 
small property ho had of his mother, near to Winchester, and be- 
came a country gentleman, and kept a pack of beagley, and never 
came to court again in King Charles’s time. But his uncle Castle- 
wood wa3 never reconciled to him ; nor, for some time afterwards, 
his cousin whom ho had refused. 

By places, pensions, bounties from Franco, and gifts from the 
King, whilst his daughter was in favour, Lord Castlowood, who had 
spent in the Boyal service his youth and fortune, did not retrieve 
the latter quite, and never cared to visit Castlowood, or repair it, 
since the death of his son, but managed to keep a good house, and 
figure at Court, and to save a considerable sum of ready money. 

And now, his heir and nepbew, Thomas Esmond, began to . bid 
for his uncle’s favour. Thomas had served with the Emperor, and 
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■with the Dutch, when King Charles was compelled . to lend troops 
to the States, and against them, when his Majesty made an alliance 
with the French King. In these Campaigns Thomas Esmond was 
more remarked for duelling, brawling, vice, and play, than for any 
conspicuous gallantry in the field, and came hack to England, like 
many another English gentleman who has travelled, with a charac- 
ter by no means improvod by Ilia foreign experience. He had dis- 
sipated liia small paternal inheritance of a youuger brother's portion, 
and, as truth must bo told, was no hotter than a hanger-on of ordi- 
naries, and a brawler about Alsatia and the Friars, when he be- 
thought him of a means of mending his fortune. 

His cousin was now of more than middle age, and had nobody’s 
word but her own for the beauty which she said she once possess- 
ed. She was lean, and yellow, and long in the tooth; all the red and 
white in all the toy-shops in London could not make a beauty of 
her — Mr. Killigrew called her the Sybil, the death’s-head put up at 
the King’s feast as a memento mori, &c.-— in fine, a woman who 
might be easy of conquest, but whom only a very bold mail would 
think of conquering. This hold man was Thomas Esmond. He had 
a fancy to my Lord Castle wood’s savings, the amount of which ru- 
mour had very much exaggerated. Madame Isabel was said to have 
Iloyal jewels of great value; whereas poor Tom Esmond’s last coat 
but one was in pawn. 

My lord had at this time a fine house in Lincoln’s-Inn-Fields, 
nigh to the Duke’s Theatre and the Portugal ambassador’s .chapel. 
Tom Esmond, who had frequented the one as long as he had 
money to spend among the actresses, now came to the church as 
assiduously. He looked so lean and shabby, that he passed with- 
out difficulty for a repentant sinner ; and so, becoming converted, 
you may be sure took his uncle’s priest for a director. 

This charitable father reconciled him with the old lord his uncle, 
who a short time before would not speak to him, as Tom passed 
under my lord’s coach window, his lordship going in state to his 
place at Court, while his nephew slunk by with his battered hat 
and feather, and the point of his rapier sticking out of the scabbard 
— to his twopenny ordinary in Bell Yard. 

Tliomas Esmond, after this reconciliation with Ms uncle, very 
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soon began to grow sleek, and to show signs of the benefits of good 
living and clean linen. He fasted rigorously twice a week to he 
sure; hut he made amends on the other days : and, to shew how 
great lfis appetite was, Mr. Wycherley said, lie ended by swallowing 
that fly-hlowii rank old. morsel Ids cousin. There were endless 
jokes and lattipoons about this marriage at Court : hut Tom rode 
thither in. Ms uncle’s coach now> called him father, and having won 
could, afford to laugh. This, marriage took place very shortly before 
King Charles died : whom the Viscount of Oastlewood speedily 
followed.. 

The issue of this marriage was one son, whom the parents 
watched with an intense eagerness and care; but who, in spite of 
nurses and physicians, had only a brief existence. His tainted blood 
did not mil very long in his poor feeble little body. Symptoms of 
evil broke out early on him; and, part from flattery, part super- 
stition; nothing would satisfy my lord and lady, especially the 
latter, but having the poor little cripple touched by liis Majesty at 
' liis ehureji. , They were ready to cry out miracle at first (the doctors 
and quack-salvers being constantly in attendance on the child, and 
experimenting on liis poor little body with every conceivable uos- 
truin)—- Wt though there seemed from some reason a notable ameli- 
oration in the iniaut’s health after his Majesty touched him, in a few 
weeks afterward the poor thing died— .causing the lampooners of 
tho Court to say, that the King in oxpolliug evil out of the infant 
of Tom Esmond and Isabella his wile, expelled the life out of it, 
which was. nothing but corruption. 

The mother’s natural pang at losing this poor little child must 
have been increased when she thought of her rival Frank Esmond's 
wife, who was a favourite of the whole Court, where my poor Lady 
Oastlewood . was. neglected, and who had one child, a daughter, 
flourishing, and beautiful, and. was about to become a mother once 
more. 

The Court, as I have heard, only laughed the more because the 
poor lady, who had pretty well passed the ago when ladies are 
accustomed to have children, nevertheless determined not to give 
hope up, and even when she came to live at Oastlewood, was con- 
stantly sending over to Hexton for the doctor, and announcing to 


her, friends the arrival of an heir. This absurdity others was one 
amongst many others which the wags used to play upon. Indeed, 
to the last days of her life, niy Lady Viscountess liad the comfort of 
fancying herself beautiful, and persisted in blooming up to the very 
midst of winter, painting roses on her cheeks long after their natu- 
ral season, and attiring herself like summer though her head was 
covered with snow. 

Gentlemen who were about the Court of King Charles and 
King James, have told the. present writer a number of stories about 
this queer old lady, with which it’s not necessary that posterity 
should be entertained. She is said to have had great powers of 
invective ; and, if she fought with all her rivals in King James’s 
favour, ’tis certain she must have had a vast number of quarrels on 
her hands. She was a woman of an intrepid spirit, and it appears 
pursued and rather fatigued his Majesty with her rights and her 
wrongs. Some say that the cause of her leaving Court was jealousy 
of Frank Esmond’s wife : others, that she was forced to retreat after- 
a great battle which took place at Whitehall, between her ladyship 
and Lady Dorchester, Tom Killigrew’s daughter, whom the King 
delighted to honour, and in which that ill-favoured Esther got the 
hotter of our elderly 'Vasliti. But her ladyship for her part always, 
averred that it was her husband’s quarrel, and not her own, which 
occasioned the banishment of the two into the country ; and the 
cruel ingratitude of the Sovereign in giving away, out of the family, 
that place of Warden of the Butteries, and Groom of the King’s 
Posset, which the two last Lords Castle wood had held Bo honour^ 
ably, and which was now conferred -upon a fellow of yesterday, and 
a hanger-on . of that odious Dorchester creature, my Lord Berga- 
mot j* “Inever,” said my lady, “could have come to see his, ... 
.'Majesty’s posset carried hy any other hand than an Esmond. I 
should have dashed the salver out of Lord Bergamot’s hand, had I 
met him,” And those who knew Iter ladyship are aware that she 

* Lionel Tipton, created Laron Bergamot, ann. 1(580, .Gentleman Usher of 
the Back Stairs, and afterwards appointed Warden of the Batteries and Groom 
of the lung’s Posset (on the decease of George, second Viscount GasUewood), 
accompanied his Majesty to St. Germain’s, where he died without issne. Xo 
Groom of the Posset was appointed by the Prince of Orange, nor hath there 
been snob an officer in any, succeeding reign, 


w a person quite capable of performing this feat, lnid she not 
wisely kept out of the way. 

Holding the purse-strings in her own control, to which, indeed, 
she liked to bring most persons who came near her, Lady Castle- 
wood could command her husband’s obedience, and so broke up her 
establishment at London ; she had removed from Lincoln’s-Inn- 
Fiekls to Chelsey, to a pretty new house she bought there ; and 
brought her establishment, her maids, lap-dogs, and gentlewomen, 
her priest, and his lordship, her husband, to Oastlowood Hall, that 
She had never seen since she quitted it as a child with her father' 
during the troubles of King Charles the First’s reign. The walls 
were still open in the old house as they had been left by the shot 
of the Commonwealthmen. A part of the mansion was restored 
and furnished up with the plate, hangings, and furniture, brottght 
from the house in London. My lady meant ;';kH have a triumphal 
entry into Castlewood village, and expected the people to cheer ns 
she drove over the Green in her great coach, my lord beside her, 
her gentlewomen, lap-dogs, and cockatoos on the opposite seat, six 
horses to her' carriage, and servants armed and mounted, following 
it and preceding it. But ’twas in the height of the. Ko-Poporv 
cry; the folks in the village and the neighbouring town were 
scared bytbe sight of lior ladyship’s painted 1 , face and eyelids, as she 
bobbed her head out of the coach window, moaning no doubt to be 
very gracious ; and one old woman said, “ Lady Isabel ! lord-n- 
mercy, it’s Lady Jezebel !” a name by wliioh the enemies of the 
right honourable Viscountess were afterwards in. the habit of desig- 
nating her. The country was then in a great no-popery fervour; 
her ladyship’s known conversion, and her husband’s, the priest in 
her train, and the service performed at the chapel of Castlewood, 
(though the chapel had been built for that worship before any 
other was heard of in the country, and though the service was 
performed in the most quiet manner), got her no favour at first in 
the county or village. By far the greater part of the estate of 
Castlewood had been confiscated, and been parcelled out to Com- 
monwealthmen. One or two of these old Cromwellian soldiers 
were still alive in the village, and looked grimly at first upon my 
Lady Viscounteas, when she came to dwell there. 


She appeared at the Hexton Assembly, bringing her lord after 
her, scaring the country folks with the splendotir of her diamonds, 
which she always wore in public. They said she wore them in 
private, too, and slept with them round her neck ; though the 
writer can pledge his word that this was a calumny. “ Jf she 
were to take them off” my Lady Sark said, “ Tom Esmond, her 
husband, would run away with them and pawn them.” 'Twas 
another calumny. My Lady Sark was also an exile from Court, 
and there had been war between the two ladies before. 

The village people began to be reconciled presently to then' lady, 
who was generous and kind, though fantastic and haughty, in her 
ways • and whose praises Dr. Tuslier, the Vicar, sounded loudly 
amongst his flock. As for my lord, he gave no groat trouble, being 
considered scarce more than an appendage to my lady, who as 
daughter of the old lords of Castlewood, and possessor of vast 
wealth, as the countryfolks said (though indeed nine-tenths of it 
existed but in rumour), was looked upon as the real queen of tin* 
Castle, and mistress of all it contained 


CHAPTER III. 

WHITHER IN THE TIME OP THOMAS, THIRD VISCOHHT, I HAU PRECEDED 
HIM AS PAGE TO ISABELLA. 

Comix u up to London again some short time after this retreat, 
the Lord Castlewood despatched a retainer of his to a little cottage 
in the village of Ealing, near to London, wliere for some time had 
dwelt an old French refugee, by name Mr. Pastommu, one of those 
whom the persecution of the Huguenots by the French king had 
brought over to this country. With this old man lived a little lad, 
who went by the name of Henry Thomas. He remembered to 
have lived in another place a short time before, near to London, 
too, amongst looms and spinning wheels, and a great deal of psalm- 
singing and church-going, and a whole colony of Frenchmen. 

There he had a dear, dear friend, who died and whom he called 
Aunt. She used to visit him in his dreams sometimes ; and her 
face, though it was homely, was a thousand times dearer to him 
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than that of Mrs. Pastoureau, Bou Papa Pnsfcoureau’s new with, 
who came to live with him after aunt went away. And there, at 
Spittlefields, as it used to he called, lived Uncle George, who was a 
weaver too, but used to tell Harry that he was a little gentleman,, 
and that his father was a captain, and his mother an angel. 

When ho said so, Bon Papa used to look up from flic loom, 
whore lie was embroidering beautiful silk flowers, and nay, “ Angel ! 
she belongs to the Babylonish scarlet woman.” Bon Papa was 
always talking of the scarlet woman. Ho had a little room where 
he always used to preach and sing hymns out of his great old nose. 
Little Harry did not like the preaching; ho liked better the fine 
stories which aunt used to tell him. Bon Papa’s wife never told 
him pretty stones ; she quarrelled with Uncle George, and he 
went away, 

After this Harry’s Bon Papa, and his wife and two children of 
her own that she brought with her, came to live at Ealing. The 
new wife gave her children the best of every thing, and Harry 
many a whipping, lie knew not why. Besides blows, he got i)J 
names from her, which need not be set down here, for the sake 
of old Mr. Pastoureau, who was still kind sometimes. The unhap- 
piness of those days is long forgiven, though they cast a shade of 
melancholy over the child’s youth, which will accompany him, no 
doubt, to the end of his days : as those tender twigs are bent the 
trees grow afterward; and he, at least, who has suffered as a 
child, and is not quite perverted in that early school of unhappi- 
ness, learns to he gentle and long-suffering with little children. 

Harry was very glad when a gentleman dressed in black, on 
horseback, with a mounted servant behind him, came to fetch him 
away from Ealing. The noverca, or unjust stepmother, who had 
neglected him for her own two children, gavo him supper enough 
the night before he wont away, and plenty in tho morning. She 
did not beat him once, and told tho children to keep their hands 
off him. One was a girl, and Harry novel* could bear to strike a 
girl ; and the other was a boy, whom he could easily havo heat, 
hut lie always cried out, when Mrs. Pastourean came sailing to tho 
rescue with arms like a flail. She only washed Harry’s face tho 
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whimpered rather when the gentleman in black came for the boy ; 
and old Mr. Pustourcau, as he gave the child liis blessing, scowled 
over Ilk shoulder at the strange gentleman, and grumbled out 
something about Babylon and the scarlet lady. He was grown 
quite old, like a child, almost. Mrs. Pastoureau used to wipe hiss 
nose as she did to the children. She was a great, big, handsome 
young woman ; but, though she pretended to cry, Harry thought 
twas only a sliam, and sprung quite delighted upon the horse upon 
which tho lacquey helped him. 

He was a Frenchman ; his name was Blaise. The child could 
talk to him in his own language perfectly well : lie knew it better 
than English indeed : having lived hitherto chiefly among French 
people : and being called the little Frenchman by other boys on 
Ealing Green. He soon learnt to speak English perfectly, and to 
forget some of his French : children forget easily. Some earlier 
and fainter recollections the child had, of a. different country ; and 
a town with tall white houses ; and a ship. But these were quite 
indistinct in the boy’s mind, as indeed the memory of Ealing soon 
became, at least of much that he suffered there. 

The lacquey before whom ho rode was very lively and voluble, 
and informed tho boy that the gentleman riding before him was my 
lord’s Chaplain, Father Holt — that ho was now to be called Master 
Harry Esmond — that my Lord Yiscount Castlewood was liis par 
rain — that he was to live at the great house of Castlewood, in the 

province of — shire, where he would see Madame the Yk- 

countess, who was a grand lady. Aud so, seated on a cloth before 
Blaise’s saddle, Harry Esmond was brought to London, and to a 
fine square called Coveut Garden, near to which his patron lodged. 

Mr. Holt the priest took the child by the hand, and brought him 
to this nobleman, a grand languid nobleman in a great cap and 
flowered morning-gown, sucking oranges. He patted Harry on the 
head and gave him an orange. 

•“ C eat' him p«,” he siiid to the priest after eyeing the child, and 
the gentleman in black shrugged his shoulders. 

Let Blaise take him out for a holiday, and out for a holiday the 
hoy and the valet went. Harry went jumping along ; he was glad 
enough to go. . 
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He will remember to his life’s end the delights of those days. 
He was taken to see a play by Monsieur Bhutto, in a house a. 
thousand times greater and liner than the booth at Haling Fair — 
and on the next happy day they took water on the river, and 
Harry saw London Bridge, with the houses and booksellers’ shops 
thereon, looking like a street, and the Tower of London, with (lie 
armour, and the great lions and hears in the moats — all under 
company of Monsieur Blaise 

Presently, of an early morning, all the party set forth for the 
country, namely, my Lord Viscount and the other gentleman ; 
Monsieur Blaise, and Harry on a pillion behind them, and two or 
three men with pistols leading the baggage-horses. And all along 
the road the Frenchman told little Harry stories of brigands, which 
made the child’s hair stand on end, and terrified him ; so that at; the 
great gloomy inn on the road where they lay, he besought to be 
allowed to sleep in a room with one of the servants, and was com- 
passionated by Mr. Holt, the gentleman who travelled with mi- 
lord, and who gave the child a little bed in Ids chamber. 

His artless talk and answers very likely inclined this gentleman 
in the boy’s favour, for next day Mr. Holt said Harry should ride 
behind him, and not with tho French lacquey ; and all along the 
journey put a thousand questions to the child — as to his foster- 
brother and relations at Ealing ; what Ills old grandfather lmd 
taught him ; what languages he know ; whether lie could read and 
write, and sing, and so forth. And Mr. Holt found that Harry 
could road and write, and possessed the two languages of French 
and English very well ; and when lie asked Harry about singing, 
tho lad broke out with a hymn to tho tune of Dr. Martin Luther, 
which sOt .Mr. Holt a-laughing ; and even caused Ids grand parrain 
ill the laced hat and periwig to laugh too when Holt told him 
what the child Was singing. For it appeared that Dr. Martin 
Luther’s hymns were not sung in the churches Mr. Holt preach - 
■ ed at. . 

"You must never sing that song any more,' do you hear, little 
mannikin?” says my Lord: Viscount, holding up a finger. 

“ B ut we will try and teach you a be tter, Harry,” Mr, Holt said ; 
and the child answered, for he was a docile child, and of an affeo* 


learn any thing the gentleman would tell him.” That day he so 
pleased the gentlemen by his talk, that they had him to dine with 
them at tho inn, and encouraged him in his prattle; and Monsieur 
Blaise, with whom lie rode and dined the day before, waited upon 
him now. 

“ ’Tis well, ’tis well !” said Blaise, that night (in his own language) 
when they lay again at an inn. “We are a little lord here ; we are 
a little lord now : wc sliall see what we are when we come to 
Castlewood where my lady is.” 

“When shall we come to Castlewood, Monsieur Blaise?” says 
Harry. 

“ Purlieu ! my lord does not press himself;’ Blaise says, with a 
grin; and, indeed, it seemed as if his lordship was notin a great 
hurry, for he spent three days on that journey, which Harry 
Esmond hath often since ridden in a, dozen hours. Eor the last 
two of the days, Harry rode with the priest, who was so kind to 
him, that the child had grown to be quite fond and familiar with 
him by the journey’s end, and had scarce a thought in his little 
heart which by that time lie had not confided to his new friend. 

At length on the third day, at evening, they came to a village 
standing on a green with elms round it, very pretty to look at; 
and the people there all took off their hats, and made curtsies to 
vny Lord Viscount, who bowed to them all languidly; and there 
was one portly person that wore a cassock and a broad-leafed liat, 
who bowed lower than any one — and with this one both my lord 
and Mr. Holt had a few words. “ This, Harry, is Castlewood 
church,” says Mr. Holt, “ and this is the pillar thereof, learned 
Doctor Tuslicr. Take off your hat, sirrah, and salute Doctor 
Tushev !” 

11 Come up to supper, Doctor,” says my lord ; at which the 
Doctor made another low bow, and the party moved on towards a 
grand house that was before them, with many grey towers and 
vanes on them, and windows flaming in the sunshine; and a great 
army of rooks, wheeling over their heads, made for the woods be- 
hind the house, as Harry saw ; and Mr. Holt told him that they 
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They came to the house; and passed under an arch into a court- 
yard; •with a fountain in the centre,- where .many men- came and 
held my lord’s stirrup as lie descended, and paid great respect to 
Mr. Holt likewise. And the child thought that the servants 
looked at him curiously, and smiled to one another — and lie recalled 
wliat Blaise had said to him when they were in London, and Harry 
had spoken about life godpapa, when the Frenchman said, “ ParMan, 
one sees well that my lord is your godfather words whereof "the ' 
poor lad did not know the meaning then, though lie apprehended 
the truth in a very short time afterwards, and learned it and thought 
of it with no small feeling of shame. 

Taking Harry by the hand as soon as they were both descended 
from their horses, Mr. Holt led him across the court, and under a 
low door to rooms on a level with the ground; one of which 
lather Holt Said was to be the boy’s chamber, the other on the 
btheiiside of the passage being the Father's own ; and as soon as 
the little man’s face wan washed, and the Father’s own dross 
arranged, Harry’s guide took him once more to the door by which 
my lord luid entered the hall, and up a stair, and through an ante- 
room to iny lady’s drawing-room — an apartment than: which Harry 
thought he had never seen any thing inure grand — no, not in the 
Tower of London which he had just visited. Indeed the chamber 
was richly ornamented in the manner of Queen Elizabeth's time, 
with great stained windows at either end, and hangings of tape- 
stry, which the sun shining through the coloured glass painted of 
"a thousand hues ; ai id here in state, by the fire, sate a lady to 
whom the priest took up Harry, who was indeed amused by her 
appearance. 

My Lady Viscountess’s face was daubed with white and red up 
to the eyes, to which the paint gave an unearthly glare : -she had 
a tower of lace on her head, under which was a husli of black curls 
—borrowed curls — -so that no wonder little Harry Esmond was 
.scared when lie was first presented to her— the kind priest acting 
as master of the ceremonies at that solemn introduction — and he 
stared at her with eyes almost as great as her own, as he had stared 
at :the player-woman who acted the wicked tragedy queen, when. 


by the fire-corner; in her lap Was a Spaniel-dog that barked 
furiously; on a little table by her was her ladyship’s snuff-box and 
her sugar-plum box. She wore a. dress of blade velvet, and a 
petticoat of flame-coloured brocade. She had as many rings on 
her fingers as the old woman ol' Banbury Gross ; and pretty small 
feet which she was fond of showing, with great gold clocks to her 
stockings, and white pantofles with red heels ; and an odour of musk 
was shook out of her garments whenever she moved or quitted the 
room, leaning on her tortoiseshell stick, little Fury barking at her 
heels. 

Sirs. Tnsher, the parson’s wife, was with my lady. She had 
been waiting-woman to her ladyship in the late lord’s time, and, 
having her soul in that business, took naturally to it when the 
Viscountess of Gastlewood returned to inhabit her father’s house. 

“I present to your ladyship your kinsman and little page of 
honour, Master Henry Esmond,” Mr. Holt said, bowing lowly, with 
a sort of comical humility. “Make a pretty bow to my lady, 
Monsieur ; and then another Tittle bow, not so low, to Madame 
Tusher — the fair priestess of Castlewood.” 

“Where I have lived and hope to die, Sir,” says Madame Tusher, 
giving a hard glance at the brat, and then at my lady. 

Upon her the boy’s whole attention was for a time directed. 
He could nob keep his groat eyes off from her. Since the Empress 
of Ealing he had seen nothing so awful. 

“Does my appearance please you, little page?” asked the lady. 

“He would be very hard to please if it didn’t,” cried Madame 
Tusher. 

“Have done, you silly Maria,” said Lady Castlewood. 

“Where I’m attached, I’m attached, Madame — and I’d die rather 
than not say so.” 

“ Jc meurs oh jo m' attache” Mr. Holt said with a polite grin. 
“Tho ivy says so in the picture, and clings to the oak like a fond 
parasite as it is.” 

“ Parricide, sir !” cries Mrs. Tnsher. 

“ Hush, Tusher — you are always bickering with Father Holt,” 
cried my lady. “Come and kiss my hand, child,” and the oak held 
out a branch to little Harry Esmond, who took and dutifully kiss- 


etl the lean old hand, upon the gnarled knuckles of which there 
glittered a hundred rings. 

“ To kiss that hand would make many a pretty fellow happy ! ’’ 
cried Mrs. Tasker : on which my lady crying out, “ Go, you foolish 
Tuslier,” and tapping her with her great fan, Tusher ran forward 
to seize her hand and kiss it, 3?ury arose and barked furiously at 
Tusher ; and Father Holt looked on at this queer scene, with arch 
grave glances. . 

The awe exhibited by the little hoy perhaps pleased the lady to 
whom this artless flattery was bestowed ; for having gono down on 
his knee (as Father Holt had directed him, and the mode then was) 
and performed his obeisance, she said, “Page Esmond, my groom 
of the chamber will inform you what your duties are, when you 
wait upon my lord and me ; and good Father Holt will instruct 
you as becomes a gentleman of pur name. You will pay him 
obedience in every thing, and T pray you may grow to he as learned 
and as good as your tutor.” 

The My seemed to havo the greatest reverence for Mr, Holt, 
and to be more afraid of him than of any thing else in the world. If 
she was ever so angry, a word or look from Father Holt made her 
calm: indeed ho had a vast power of subjecting those who dame 
near him ; and, among the rest, his no w pupil gave himself up with 
an entire confidence and attachment to the good Father, and be- 
came his willing slave almost from the first moment he saw him. 

He put his small hand into the Father’s as lie walked away from 
his first presentation to his mistress, and asked many questions in 
his artless childish way. “ Who is that other woman he asked. 
“She is fat and round; she is more pretty than my Lady Castle- 
wood.;” 

“ She is Madam Tusher, the parson’s wife of Oastlewood. She 
has a son of your age, but bigger than you.” 

“Why does she like so to kiss my lady’s hand ? It in not good 
io kiss.” . 

“ Tastes are different, little man. Madam Tusher is attached to 
my lady, having been her waiting- woman, before she was married, 
in the old lord’s time. She married Doctor Tusher the Chaplain. 
The English household divines often many the waiting-women.” 
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“ Y ou -will not marry the French woman, will you % I saw her 
laughing with Blaise ih the buttery.” 

I belong to a church that is older and better than the English 
church,” Mr. Holt said (making a sign whereof Esmond did not 
then understand the meaning, across his breast and forehead); in 
our church the clergy do not marry. You will understand these 
things better soon.” 

“ Was not Saint Peter the head of your church f— Dr. Babbits of 
Ealing told us so.” 

The .Father said, “ Yes he Was.” 

“ But Saint Peter was married, for we heard only last Sunday 
that his wife’s mother lay sick of a fever.” On which the Father 
again laughed, and said he would understand this too better soon, 
and talked of other things, and took away Harry Esmond, and 
showed him the great old house which he had come to inhabit. 

It stood on a rising green bill, with woods behind it, in which 
were rooks’ nests, where the birds at morning and returning 
home at evening made a great cawing. . At the foot of the hill was 
a river with a steep ancient bridge crossing it j and beyond that a 
large pleasant green flat, where the village of Castlewood stood and 
.stands, with the church in the midst, the parsonage hard by .it, the 
inn with the blacksmith’s forge beside it, and the sign of the Three 
Castles on the elm. The London road stretched away towards the 
rising sun, and to the west were swelling hills and peaks, behind 
which many a time Harry Esmond saw the same sun setting, that 
he now looks on thousands of miles away across the great ocean — 
in a new Castlewood by another stream, that bears, like the new 
country of wandering Alneas, the fond names of the land of liis 
youth. 

The Hall of Castlewood was built with two courts, whereof one 
only, the fountain court, was now inhabited, the other having been 
battered down in the Cromwellian wars. In the fountain court, 
still in good repair, was the great hall, near to the kitchen and 
butteries. A dozen of living-rooms looking to tbe north, and com- 
municating with the little cliapel that faced eastwards and the 
buildings stretching from that to the main gate, and with the hall 
(which looked to the west) into the court now dismantled. This 


coirrt had been the most magnificent of the two, until the Protec- 
tor’s cannon tore down one side of it before the place was taken and 
stormed. The besiegers entered at the terrace tinder the clock- 
tower, slaying every man of the garrison, and at their head, my 
lord's brother, Francis Esmond. 

The Restoration did not bring enough money to the Lord Castle- 
wood to restore this ruined part of his house ; where were tins 
morning parlours, above them the long music-gallery, and before 
which stretched the garden-terrace, where, however, the • flowers 
grew again, which the boots of the Roundheads had trodden in their 
assault, and which was restored without much cost, and only a little 
care; by both ladies who succeeded tlio second viscount in the govern- 
ment of this mansion. Round the terrace-garden was a low wall 
with a wicket leading to the wooded height beyond, that is called 
Cromwell’s battery to this day. 

Young Harry Esmond learned the domestic part of li.is duty, 
which was easy enough, from the groom of her ladyship's chamber : 
saving the Countess, as the custom commonly was in his boyhood, 
.as page; waiting at her chair, bringing her scented water and the 
silver basin after dinner— sitting on her marriage step on .state 
occasions, or on public days introducing her company to her. 
This was chiefly of the Catholic gentry, of whom there were a 
pretty many in the country and neighbouring city; and who rode 
.not seldom to Caatlewood to partake of the hospitalities there. In 
the second year of their residence the, company seemed especially to 
increase. My lord and my lady were seldom without, visitors, in whose 
society it was curious to contrast the difference of biduiviour be- 
tween Father Holt, the director of the family, and Doctor Tushcr, 
the vector of tlie parish — Mr. Holt moving amongst the very high- 
est as quite their equal, and as commanding them all j while poor 
Doctor Tuslver, whose position was indeed a difficult one, having 
been chaplain once to the Hall, and still to the Protestant servants 
there, seemed more like an usher than an equal, and always rose to 
go away after the first course. 

Also there came in these times to Father Holt many private 
visitors, whom after a little, Henry Esmond had little difficulty in 
recognizing as ecclesiastics of the Father’s persuasion ; whatever 


their dresses (and they adopted all) might he. These -were closeted 
with the Father constantly, and often came and rode away without 
paying their devoirs to my lord and lady— -to the lady and lord 
rather — his lordship being little more than a cypher is the house, 
and entirely tinder his domineering partner. A little fowling, a. 
little hunting, a great deal of sleep, and a long time at cards and 
table, carried through one day after another with his lordship. 
When meetings took place in this second year, which often would 
happen with closed doors, the page found my lord’s sheet of paper 
scribbled over with dogs and horses, and ’tvvas said he had much 
ado to keep himself awake at these councils : the Countess ruling 
over them, and he acting as little more than her secretary. 

Father Holt began speedily to be so much occupied with these 
meetings as rather to neglect the education of the little lad who so 
gladly put hinrself under the kind priest’s orders. At first they 
read much and regularly, both in Latin and French ; the Father 
not neglecting in any thing to impress his faith upon his pupil, hut 
not forcing him violently, and treating him with a delicacy and 
kindness which surprised aud attached the child; always more 
easily won by these methods than by any severe exercise of autho- 
rity. And Iris delight in our walks was to tell Harry of the glories 
of his order, of its martyrs and heroes, of its brethren converting 
the heathen by myriads, traversing the desert, facing the stake, 
ruling the courts and councils, or braving the tortures of kings ; so 
that Harry Esmond thought that to belong to the Jesuits was the 
greatest prize of life and bravest end of ambition ; the greatest 
career here, and in heaven the surest reward ; and began to long 
for the day, not only when lie should enter into the one church 
and receive liis first communion, hut when he might join that 
wonderful brotherhood, which was present throughout all the 
world, and which numbered the wisest, the bravest, the highest 
born, the most eloquent of men among its members. Father Holt 
bade him keep his views secret, and to hide them as a great 
treasure which would escape him if it was revealed ; and proud of 
this confidence and secret vested in him, the lad became fondly 
attached to the master who initiated him into a mystery so wonder- 
ful and awful. And when little Tom Tuslier, his neighbour, came 


from school for his holyday, and said how he, too, was to ho bred up 
for an English priest, and. would get wliat lie called an exhibition 
from his school, and then a college scholarship and fellowship, and 
then a good living — it tasked young Harry Esmond’s powers of 
reticence not to say to his young companion, “ Church ! priesthood ! 
fat living! My dear Tommy, do you call yours a church and a 
priesthood '!■ What is a fat living compared to converting a hun- 
dred thousand heathens by a single sermon '1 What is a scholarship 
at Trinity by the side of a crown of martyrdom, with angels await- 
ing you as your head is taken off? Could your master at school 
sail' over the Thames on his gown?' Have you statues in your 
church that can bleed, speak, walk, and cry ? My good Tommy, in 
dear Father Holt’s church these things take place every day. You 
know Saint Philip of the Willows appeared to Lord Castlewood 
and caused him to turn to the one true church. No saints! over- 
come to you.” And Harry Esmond, because of his promise to 
Father Holt, hiding away these treasures of faith from T. Tusher, 
delivered himself of them nevertheless simply to Father Holt, who 
stroked his head, smiled at him with his inscrutable look, and told 
him that he did well to meditate on these great things, and not to", 
talk ofthem except under direction. 


CHAPTER IV. 

I AM riACED UNDER A POPISH PRIEST AND BUBO TO THAT RELIOION. -- 
VISCOUNTESS CASTLEWOOD. 

Had time enough been given, and his childish inclinations been 
properly nurtured, Harry Esmond had been a Jesuit priest ere he 
was a dozen years older, and might have finished his days a martyr- 
in China or a victim on Tower Hill : for, in the few months they 
spent together at Castlewood, Mr. Holt obtained an .entire mastery 
over the boy’s intellect and affections j and had brought him to 
think, as indeed Father. Holt thought with all his heart too, that 
no life was so noble, no death so desirable, as tirat which many 
brethren of his famous order were ready to undergo. By love, by 
a brightness of wit and good-humour Brat charmed all, by an an- 
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. tliority which ho knew how to aammcybya i.nyBfcosy »nd silence 
about him; which increased tlio child’s reverence for liini, he won 
Harry’s absolute fealty, and would have kept it, doubtless, it 
schemes greater and more important than a poor little boy’s admis- 
sion into orders had not called him away. 

After being at homo for a few months in tranquillity (if theirs 
might be called tranquillity, which was, in truth, a constant bicker-' 
mg), my lord and lady loft the country for London, taking their 
director with them : and his little pupil scarce over shod more hit- 
ter tears in his life than lie did for nights after the first parting 
with his dear friend, as he lay in the lonely chamber next to 
that which the Father used to occupy. He and a few domes- 
tics wore left as the only tenants of the great house : and, 
though Harry sedulously did all the tasks which the Father 
set him, he had many hours unoccupied, and road in the 
library, and bewildered Ms little brains with the great books lie 
found there. 

After a while the little lad grew accustomed to the loneliness of 
the place ; and in after days remembered this part of his life as a 
period not unhappy. When the family was at London the whole 
of the establishment travelled thither with the exception of the 
porter, who was, moreover, brewer, gardener, and woodman, and hi* 
wife and children. These had their lodging in the gato-house hard 
by, with a door into the court ; and a window looking out on the 
green was the Chaplain’s room ; and next to this a small chamber 
whore Father Holt had his books, and Harry Esmond his sleeping 
Closet. The side of the. house facing the East had escaped the gnus 
of the Cromwellians, whoso battery was on tlm height facing the 
western court ; so that this eastern end bore few marks of demoli- 
tion, save in the chapel, where the painted windows surviving 
Edward the Sixth had been broke by the Oommonwenltlumm. 
In Father Holt’s time little Harry Esmond acted as his familiar, 
and faithful little servitor; beating his clothes, folding l)is vest- 
ments, fetching his water from tlm well long before, daylight, 
ready to run anywhere for the service of his beloved priest. 
When the Father was away he locked his private chamber ; but 
the room where the books were was left to little Harry, who, but 


80 


THE HISTORY OP HENRY ESMOND. 


fpr the society of this gentleman, was little loss solitary when Lord 
Gastlewood was at home. 

The French wit saitli that a hero is none to his vaLet-da-chambre, 
and it required less quick eyes than my lady’s little page was 
naturally endowed with, to see that she had many qualities by no 
means heroic, however much Mrs. Tusher might flatter and coax 
her. When Father Holt was not by, who exercised an entire au- 
thority over the pair, my lord and my lady quarrelled and abused 
each other so as to make the servants laugh, and to frighten the 
little page on duty. The poor boy trembled before his mistress, who 
called him by a hundred ugly names, who made nothing of boxing 
his ears— and tilting the silver basin in his face which it was his, 
business to present to her after dinner. She hath repaired, by 
subsequent kindness to him, these severities, which it must be 
owned made his childhood very unhappy. She was but unhappy 
herself fit this time, poor soul, and I suppose made her dependants 
lead her own sad life. I think my lord was as much afraid of her 
as; her page was, and the only person of the household who mastered 
her was Mr. Halt. Harry was only too glad when the Father* 
dineid fit table, and to slink away mul prattle with him afterwards, 
or read with him, or walk with him. Luckily my Lady Vis- 
countess did not rise till nOoa* Heaven help the poor waiting- 
woman. who had charge of her toilet !; . I have often seen the poor 
wretch come out with red eyes from the closet. Where those long 
fiiid mysterious rites of her ladyship’s dross wore performed; and 
the backgammon-box looked Up with a rap on Mrs. Tusher’s 
lingers when she played ill or the game was going the wrong way. 

Blessed be the kingwho introduced cardsj, and the kind inven- 
tors of piquet and cribbage, for they employed six hours at least of 
her, ladyship’s day, during which her family was pretty; easy. 
Without this occupation' iny lady frequently declared she should 
die. Her dependants one after another relieved guard — ’twas 
rather ft dangerous post to play with her ladyship— and took the 
cards turn about. Mr. Holt would sit with her at piquet during 
hours together, at which time she behaved herself properly ; and, as 
for Hr, Tusher, I believe he would have left a parishioner’s dying* 
bed, if summoned, to play a rubber with his patroness at Castle- 


wooil. Sometimes, when they were pretty comfortable together, 
"my lord took a hand. Besides these my lady had her faithful 
poor Tusker, and one, two, three gentlewomen whom Harry Es- 
mond could recollect in his time. They could not bear that gen- 
teel service very long ; one after another tried and failed at it. 
These and the housekeeper, and little Harry Esmond, had a table 
of their own. Poor ladies ! their life was far harder than the 
page’s. He was found asleep tucked up in his little bed, whilst 
they were sitting by her ladyship reading her to sleep, with the 
News Letter ..r the Grand Cyrus. My lady used to have boxes 
of new plays from London, and Harry was forbidden, under the 
pain of a whipping, to look into them. I am afraid he deserved 
the penalty pretty often, and got it sometimes. Father Holt ap- 
plied it twice or thrice, when he caught the young scapegrace with 
a delightful wicked comedy of Sir. Shad well’s or. Mr. Wycherley’s 
under his pillow. 

Those, when he took any, were, my lord’s favourite reading. 
.But he was averse to much study, .and, as his little page fancied, to 
much occupation of any sort. 

It always seemed to young Harry. Esmond that my lord treated 
him with more kindness when his lady was not present, and Lord 
Castlewood would take the lad sometimes on his little journeys a- 
hunting or a-birding ; lie loved to play at cards and tric-trac with 
him, which game3 the boy learueil to pleasure his lord : and was 
growing to like him better daily, showing a special pleasure if Fa- 
ther Holt gave a good report of him, patting him on the head, ancl 
promising that he would provide for the boy. However, in my 
lady’s presence, my lord showed no such marks of kindness, and af- 
fected to treat the lad roughly, ancl rebuked him sharply for little 
faults — for which he in a manner asked pardon of young Esmond 
when they were private, saying if he did not speak roughly, she 
would, and his tongue was not such a had one as his lady’s — a 
point whereof the boy, young as he was, was very well assured. 

Great public events were happening all this while, of which the 
simple young page took little count. But one day, riding into the 
neighbouring town cm the step of my lady’s coach, his lord skip and 
she and Father Holt 'being inside, a great mob of people came 
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hooting and jeering round the coach, bawling out “The Bishops 
for ever !” “ Down, with the Pope i” “ No Popery ! no Popery ! 
Jezebel, Jezebel !” so that iny lord began to laugh, my lady’s eyes 
to roll with anger, for she was as bold as a lioness, and feared no- 
body; whilst Mr. Holt, as Edmund saw from his place on the step, 
sank back with rather an alarmed face, crying out to her ladyship, 

“ Por God’s sake, madam, do not sjieak or look out of window, sit 
still,” But she did not obey this prudent injunction of the Bather ; 
she thrust her head out of the coach window, and screamed, out to 
the coachman, “ Flog your way through them, thaJUiti^es, James, 
and use your whip !” 

The mob answered with a roaring jeer of laughter, and fresh 
cries of “Jezebel! Jezebel !” My Lord only laughed tho more : hi' 
was a languid gentleman : nothing seemed to excite him commonly, 
though I have seen him cliecr and halloo the hounds very briskly, 
and his face (which was generally very yellow and calm) grow 
quite red and cheerful during a burst over the Dows after a have, 
and laugh, and swear, and huzvsih at a coekiight, of which sport lie 
was very fond. And now, when tho mob began to boot his lady, 

: ho laughed with something of a mischievous look, as though lie ex- 
pected sport, and thought that she and they were a match. 

James the coachman was more afraid of his mistress than the 
mob, probably, for he whipped on his horses as 1m was bidden, and 
the post-boy that rode with tho first pair (my lady always went 
with her coach and six), gave a cut of his thong over tho shoulders 
of one fellow who put his hand out towards the loading horse's 
rein, y 

:• It was a market-day, and 'the' country-people were all assembled 
with thoir baskets of poultry, eggs, and such things ; tho postilion 
had no sooner lashed the man who would have taken hold of his 
horse, but a. great cabbage came whirling like a bombshell into the 
carriage, atwliicli my lord laughed more, for it knocked my lady’s 
fan out of her hand, and plumped into Father Holt’s stomach. 
Then canio a shower of carrots and potatoes. 

“For Heaven’s sake bo still!” says Mr. Holt; “we are not ten 
paces from the Bell archway, tvhere they can shut the gates on us, 
and keep out this canaille.” . 


The little page was outside the coach on the step, and a fellow iu 
the crowd aimed a potato at him, and hit him in the eye, at which 
the poor little wretch setup a shout; the man laughed, a great big 

saddler’s apprentice of the town. “Ah! you d little yelling 

Popish bastard,” he said, and stooped to pick up another ; the crowd 
had gathered quite between the horses and iu the inn door by tliis 
time, and the coach was brought to a dead stand-still. My lord 
jumped as briskly as a boy out of the door on his side of the coach, 
squeezing little Harry behind it; had hold of the potato-thrower’s 
collar in an. instant, and the next moment the brute’s heels were iu 
the air, and he fell on the stones with a thump. 

“You hulking coward !” says he ; “you pack of screaming black- 
guards! how dare you attack children, and insult women? Ming 
another shot at that carriage, you sneaking pigskin cobbler, and by 
the Lord I’ll send my rapier through you! ” 

Some of the mob cried, “Huzza, my lord!” for they know him, 
and the saddler’s man was » known bruiser, near twice an big as my 
Lord Viscount. 

“ Make way, there,” says he (he spoke in a high shrill voice, hut 
with a great air of authority). “Make way, and let her ladyship’s 
carriage pass.” The men that were between the coach and the gate 
of the Bell actually did make way, and the homes went in, my lord 
walking after them with hiB hat on Iris head. 

As ho was going in at the gate, through which the coach had just 
rolled, another cry bogins, of “No Popeiy — no Papists!” my lord 
turns round and faces them once more. 

“ God save the King ! ” says lie at the highest pitch of his voice. 

“ Who dares abuse the King’s religion ? You, you d tl psaliu- 

singing cobbler, as sure as I’m a magistrate of tliis county I’ll com- 
mit you ! ” The fellow shrunk back, and my lord retreated with aLl 
the honours of the day. But when the little flurry caused by the 
scene was over, and the flush passed off his face, lie relapsed into his 
usual languor, trifled with his little dog, and yawned when my lady 
spoke to him. 

This mob was one of many thousands that wore going about the 
country at that time, huzzaing for the acquittal of the seven bishops 
who had been tried just then, and about whom little Harry Esmond 
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at that time knew scarce any tiling. It was assizes at Heston, and 
there was a great meeting of the gentry at tlie Bell ; arul my lord’s 
people had their new liveries on, and Harry a little suit of blue and 
silver, which he wore upon occasions of state j and the gentlefolks 
came round and talked to my lord : and a judge in a red gown, who 
seemed a very .great personage, especially complimented him and my 
lady, who was mighty grand. Harry remembers her train homo 
up by her gentlewoman. There was an assembly and ball at the 
great room at the Bell, and other young gentlemen of the county 
■families looked on as he did. One of them jeered him for his black 
eye, which was swelled by the potato, and another called him a 
bastard, on which he and Harry fell to fisticuffs. My lord’s cousin, 
Colonel Esmond of Wakote, was there, and separated the two lads, 
a great tall gentleman with a handsome, good-natured face. The 
boy did not know liow nearly in after life he should bo allied to 
Colonel Esmond, aiul how much kindness he should have to owe 
him. 

There was little love between the two families. My lady used 
not to spare Colonel Esmond in talking of him, for reasons which 
have been hinted already; but about which, at his tender age, 
Henry Esmond could be expected to know nothing. 

Very soon afterwards my lord and lady went to London with 
Mr. Holt, leaving, however, the page behind them. The little 
man had the great house of Castlewood to himself; or between 
him and the housekeeper, Mrs. Worksop, ah old lady who was a 
kinswoman of the family in some distant way, and a Protestant, 
but a stanch Tory and king’s-man, as all the Esmonds were. He 
used to go to school to Dr. Tuslier when he was at home, though 
the Doctor was much occupied too. There was a great stir and 
commotion everywhere, even in the little quiet village of Castle- 
wood, whither a party of people came from the town, who would 
have broken Castlewood Chapel windows, but the village people 
turned out, and even old Sieveriglit, the republican blacksmith, 
along with them : for my lady, though she was a Papist, and had 
many odd ways, was kind to the tenantry, and thei'e was always a 
plenty of beef,- and blankets, and medicine for the poor at Castle- 
wood Hall. 


FATHER 


VISIT. 


A kingdom was changing hands whilst my lord and lady worn 
away. King James was flying, the Dutchmen were coming] awful 
stories about them and the Prince of Orange used old Mrs. 'Work- 
sop to tell to the idle little page. 

He liked the solitude of the great house veiy well ] he had all 
the play-books to read, and no Father Holt to whip him, and a 
hundred childish pursuits and pastimes, without, .doors and within, 
which made this time very pleasant, f 


CHAPTER V. 

mr SUPERIORS ARE engaged in plots for the restoration of 

KING JAMES II. 

Hot having been able to aloep, for thinking of some lines for eels 
which, he had placed the night before, the lad was lying in his 
little hod, waiting for the hour when the gate would be open, and 
lie and his comrade, Job Lockwood, the porter’s son, might go to 
the pond and see what fortune had brought them. At daybreak 
J ob was to awaken him, but his own eagerness for the sport had 
served as a rcveillez long since — so long, that it seemed to him as 
if the day never would come. 

It might have boon four o’clock when he heard the door of the 
opposite chamber, the Chaplain’s room, open, and the voice of a 
man coughing in the passage. Harry jumped up, thinking for 
certain it was a robber, or hoping perhaps for a ghost, and, flinging 
open his own door, saw before him the Chaplain’s door open, and a 
light inside, and a figure standing in the doorway, in the midst of 
a great smoke which issued from the room. 

“ Who’s there ? ” cried out the boy, who was of a gootl spirit. 

“ Silentium ! ” whispered the other j “ ’tis I, my boy ! ” and, 
bolding Iris hand out, Harry had no difficulty in recognising his 
master and friend, Father Holt. A curtain was over the window 
of the Chaplain’s room, that looked to the court, aud Harry saw 
that the smoke came from a great flame of papers which were 
burning in a brazier when he entered the Chaplain’s room. After 


giving a hasty greeting and blessing to the lad, who was charmed 
to see his tutor, the Father continued the burning of his papers, 
drawing them from a cupboard over the mantel-piece wall, which 
Harry had never seen before. 

Father Holt laughed, seeing the lad’s attention fixed at once on 
this hole. “That is right, Harry,” he said ; “faithful little famuli, 
see all and say nothing. You are faithful, I know.” 

« i know I would go to the stake for you,” said Harry. 

“I don’t want your head,” said the father, patting it kindly; 

« y 0 n Fave to do is to hold your tongue. Lot us burn these 
papers, and say nothing to any body. Should you like to read 
them. ? ’ 

Harry Esmond blushed, and held down his head ; he had looked 
as the fact was, and without thinking, at the paper before him ; 
and though he had seen it, could not understand a word of it, the 
letters being quite clear enough, but quite without meaning. They 
burned the papers, beating down the ashes in a brazier, so that 
scarce any traces of them remained. 

Harry had been accustomed to see Father Holt in more dresses 
than one ; it not being safe, or worth the danger, for Popish eccle- 
siastics to wear their proper dross; and he was, in consequence, in 
no wise astonished that the priest should now appear before him in 
a riding dress, with large buff leather boots, and a feather to his 
.. hat, plain, bnt such as gentlemen wore. 

« You know the secret of the cupboard,” said ho, laughing, “ and 
must be prepared for other mysteries ;” and he opened — but not a 
secret cupboard this time— -only a wardrobe, which he usually kept 
locked, and from which lie now took out two or three dresses and 
perrnques of different colours, and a couple of swords of a pretty 
make (Father Holt was an expert practitioner with the small sword, 
and every day, whilst be was at home, ho and his pupil practised 
this exercise, in which the lad became a very groat proficient), a 
military coat and cloak, and a farmer’s smock, and placed them in 
the large hole over the mantel-piece from which the papers had 
been taken. 

« If they miss the cupboard,” ho said, “ they will not find these ; 
if they find them/ they’ll tell no talcs, except that Father Holt 
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wore more suits of clothes than one. All Jesuits do. You know 
what deceivers we are, Harry.” 

Harry was alarmed at the notion that his friend was about to 
leave him ; but “ No,” the priest said ; “ I may very likely come back 
with my lord in a few days. We are to he tolerated ; we are not 
to be persecuted. But they may take a fancy to pay a visit at 
Castlewood ere our return ; and, as gentlemen of my cloth are sus- 
pected, they might choose to examine my papers, which concern 
nobody — at least, not them.” And to this day, whether the papers 
in cypher related to politics, or to the affairs of that mysterious 
society whereof Father Holt was a member, his pupil, Harry Es- 
mond, remains in entire ignorance. 

The rest of Ms goods, his small wardrobe, &c., Holt left un- 
touched on his shelves and in his cupboard, taking down — with a 
laugh, however — and flinging into the brazier, where he only half 
burned them, some theological treatise which he had been writing 
against the English divines. “And now,” said he, “ Henry, my 
son, you may testify, with a safe conscience, that you saw me burn- 
ing Latin sermons the last time I was here before I went away to 
Loudon ; and it will be daybreak directly, and I must he away 
before Lookwood is stirring.” 

“Will not Lockwood let you out, sir ? ” Esmond asked. Holt 
laughed ; lie was never more gay or good-humoured than when in 
the midst of action or danger. . 

“ Lockwood knows nothing of my being here, mind you,” he 
said ; “ nor would you, you little wretch, had you slept better. 
You must forget that. I have been here ; and now farewell. Close 
the door, and go to your own room, and don’t come out till — stay, 
why should you not know one secret more? I kuow you will 
never betray me.” 

In the Chaplain’s room were two windows; the one looking 
into the court facing westwards to the fountain ; the other, a small 
casement strongly haired, and looking on to the green in front of 
the Hall. This window was too high to reach from the ground ; 
hut, mounting on a buffet which stood beneath it, Father Halt 
showed me how, by pressing on the hase of the window, the whole 
framework of lead, glass, and iron stannehious, descended into 
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a cavity worked below, from which it could be drawn and restored 
to its usual place from without ; a broken pane being purposely 
open to admit the hand which was to work upon the spring of the 
machine. 

“'When. I am gone,” Father Ilolt said, “you may push away 
the buffet, so that no one may fancy that an exit lias been made 
that way; lock the door; place the key— where shall wo put the 
key?. — under Chrysostom on the book-shelf ; and if any ask for it, 
say I keep it there, and told you where to find it, if you had need 
to go to my room. The descent is easy down the wall into the 
ditch ; and so, once more farewell, until I see thee again, my dear 
son." And with this the intrepid Father mounted the buffet with 
great agility and briskness, stepped across the window, lifting up 
the bars and framework again from the other side, and only leaving 
i com for Harry Esmond to stand on tiptoe and kiss his hand before 
the casement closed, the bars fixing as firm as ever seemingly in 
the stone arch overhoad. When Father Holt next arrived at 
Castlewood, it was by the public gate on. horseback ; and ho never 
so much as alluded to the existence of the private issue to Harry, 
except when he had need of a private messenger from within, for 
which end, no doubt, he had instructed his young pupil in the 
means of quitting the Hall. 

Esmond, young as ho was, would have died sooner than betray 
his friend and master, as Mr. Holt well knew ; for he had tried 
the hoy more than once, putting temptations in his way, to see 
whether he would yield to them and confess afterwards, or whether 
he would resist them, as he did sometimes, or whether he would lie, 
which lie never did. Holt instructing tho hoy on this point, how 
ever, that if to keep silence is not to lie, as it certainly is not, yet 
silence is, after all, equiva'ent to a negation — and therefore a down- 
light No, in the interest of justice or your friend, and in reply to 
a question that may be prejudicial to either, is not criminal, but, on 
the contrary, praiseworthy ; and as lawful a way as the other of 
eluding a wrongful demand. For instance (says he), suppose a good 
citizen, who had seen his Majesty tako refuge there, had been asked, 
“ Is King Charles up that oak-tree?” His duty would have been 
not to say, Yes — so that the Cromwellians should seize the king and 
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murder him like his father — hut No ; his Majesty being private in 
the tree, and therefore not to be seen there by loyal eyes : all which 
instruction, in religion and morals, as well as in the rudiments of 
the tongues and sciences, the boy took eagerly and with gratitude 
from his tutor. When, then, Holt was gone, and told Hany not to 
sec him, it was as if he had never been. And he had this answer 
pat when lie came to be questioned a few days after. 

The Prince of Orange was then at Salisbury, as 3'oung Esmond 
learned from seeing Doctor Timber in his best cassock (though the 
roads were muddy, and he never was known to wear his silk, only 
his stuff one, a- horseback), with a great orange cockade in his broad- 
leafed hat, and Nahum, his clerk, ornamented with a like decoration. 
The Doctor was walking up and down, hi front of his parsonage, 
when little Esmond saw him, and heard him say ho was going to 
pay his duty to his Highness the Prince, as he mounted his pad 
and rode away with Nahum behind. The village people had orange 
cockades too, and his friend the blacksmith’s laughing daughter 
pinned one into Harry’s old hat, which he tore out indiguantly 
when they bid him to cry, “ God save the Prince of Orange and the 
Protestant religion ! ” hut the people only laughed, for they liked 
the boy in the village, where his solitary condition moved the 
general pity, and where lie found friendly welcomes and faces in 
many houses. Father Holt had many friends there too, for he not 
only would fight tho blacksmith at theology, never losing his 
temper, but laughing the whole time in his pleasant way, but he 
cured him of an ague with quinquina, and was always ready with 
a kind word for any man that aslccd it, so that they said in the 
village ’twas a pity the two were Papists. 

The Director and the Vicar of Castlewood agreed very well ; 
indeed, the former was a perfectly bred gentleman, and it was tho 
latter’s business to agree with every body. Doctor Tusher and tho 
lady’s maid, his spouse, had a hoy who was about the age of little 
Esmond; and there was such a friendship between the lads, as 
propinquity and tolerable kindness and good-humour on either 
side would be pretty sure to occasion. Tom Tusher was Sent off 
early however to a school in London, wliither his father took him 
and a volume of sermons in the first year of the reign of King 
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Janies ; and Tom returned lmt once, a yoar afterwards, to Castle- 
wood for many years of h is scholastic and collegiate life. Thus 
there was less danger to Tom of a perversion of his faith by the 
Director, who scarce ever saw him, than there was to Harry, who 
constantly was in the Vicar’s company; but as long as Harry’s 
religion was his Majesty’s, and my lord’s, and my lady’s, the Doctoi- 
said gravely, it should not be for him to disturb or disquiet him : 
it was far from him to say that his Majesty’s church was not a 
branch of the Catholic church ; upon which Father Holt used, 
according to his custom, to laugh and say, that the Holy Church 
throughout all the world, and the noble army of martyrs, were very 
much obliged to the Doctor. 

It was while Dr. Tusher was away at Salisbury that there came 
a troop of dragoons with orange scarfs, and quartered in Castle- 
wood, mul some of them came up to the Hall, where they took 
possession, robbing nothing however beyond tlio hen-liouso and the 
beer-cellar; and only insisting upon going through the house and 
looking for papers. The first room they asked to look at was Father 
Holt’s room, of wliich Harry Esmond brought the key, and they 
opened the drawers and the cupboards, and tossed over the papers 
and elotlios — hut found nothing except his books and clothes, and the 
vestments in a box by themselves, with which the dragoons made 
merry, to Harry Esmond’s horror. And to the questions which the 
gentleman put to Harry, he replied, that Father Holt was a very 
kind man to him, and a very learned man, and Harry supposed 
would tell him none of his secrets if lie had any. Ho was about 
eleven years old at this time, and looked as innocent as boys of his 

The family -were away more than six months, and when they 
returned they were in the deepest state of dejection, for King 
James had been banished, the 'Prince of Orange was on the .throne, 
ami the direst persecutions, of those of the Catholic faith were 
apprehended by hiy lady, who said she did not believe that there 
was a word of truth in the promises of toleration that Dutch 
monster made, or in a single word the pevjm-ed wretch said, My 
lord and lady were in a manner prisoners in their own house; so 
her ladyship gave the little page to know, who was by tins time 
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growing of an age to understand wliat was passing about him, and 
something of the characters of the people he lived with. 

“We are prisoners,” says she; “in every tiling but chains, we 
are prisoners. Let them, come, let them consign me to dungeons, 
or strike off my head from this poor little throat” (and she 
clasped it in her long fingers). “ The blood of tho Esmonds will 
always flow freely for their kings. We are not like the Churchills 
— the Judases, who kiss their master and betray him. We know 
how to suffer, how even to forgive in tho royal cause ” (no doubt it 
was to that fatal business of losing the place of Groom of the 
Posset to which her ladyship alluded, as she did half-a-dozen times 
in the day). “ Let the tyrant of Orange bring his rack and his 
odious Dutch tortures — the beast ! the wretch ! I spit upon him 
and defy him. Cheerfully will I lay this head upon the block ; cheer- 
fully will I accompany my lord to the scaffold : we will cry * God 
save King James ! 5 with our dying breath, and smile in the face of 
the executionor.” And she told her page a hundred times at least 
of the particulars of tho last interview which she had with liis 
Majesty. 

“I flnug myself before iny Liege’s feet,” sbe said, “at Salisbury. 
I devoted myself — my husband — my house, to his cause. Perhaps 
he remembered old times, when Isabella Esmond was young and 
fair ; perhaps he recalled the day when ’twos not I that knelt — at 
least he spoke to me with a voice that reminded me of days gone 
by. ‘Egad !’ said his Majesty, ‘you should go to the Prince of 
Orange, if you want any thing,’ ‘ No, Sire,’ I replied, ‘ I would not 
kneel to a Usurper; tire Esmond that would have served your 
Majesty will never bo groom to a traitor’s posset.’ The royal exile 
smiled, even in the midst of his misfortune ; he deigned to raise 
me with words of consolation. The Viscount, my husband, him- 
self, could not be angry at tho august salute with which he 
honoured me '. ” 

Tire public misfortune had the effect of making my lord and his 
lady better friends than tlioy ever bad been since tlieir courtship. 
My Lord Viscount bad shown both loyalty and spirit, when these 
were rare qualities in tho dispirited party about the King; and 
the praise he got elevated him not a little in his wife’s good opinion, 
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and perhaps in his own. He wakened up from the listless and 
supine life which he had been leading; was always riding to and 
fro in consultation with this friend or that of the King’s; the page 
of course knowing little of his doings, but remarking only his 
greater cheerfulness and altered demeanour. 

Father Iiolt came to the Hall constantly, but officiated no longer 
openly as chaplain; he was always fetching and carrying: strangers, 
military and ecclesiastic (Harry knew the latter though they came 
in all sorts of disguises), were continually arriving and departing. 
My lord made long absences and sudden reappearances, using some- 
times the means of exit which Father Holt had employed, though 
how often the little window in the Chaplain’s room let in or let 
out my lord and his friends, Harry could not tell. He stoutly 
kept his promise to the Father of not prying, and if at midnight 
from his little room ho heard noises of persons stirring in the next 
chamber, he turned round to the wall and hid his curiosity under 
his pillow until it fell asleep. Of course lie could not help remark- 
ing that the priest’s journeys were constant, and understanding by 
a hundred signs that some active though secret business employed 
him : what this was may pretty well be guessed by what soon hap- 
pened to my lord. 

Ho garrison or watch was put into Castlewood when my lord 
came back, but a guard was in tho village; and one or other of 
them was always on the Green keoping a look-out on our great 
gate, and those who went out and in. Lockwood said that at 
night especially every person who came in or went out was watched 
by the outlying sentries. ’Twas lucky that wo lmd a gate which 
their worships knew nothing about. My lord and Father Holt 
must have made constant journeys at night: once or twice little 
Harry acted as their messenger and discreet little aide-de-camp. 
He remembers lie was bidden to go into tlie village with his fishing- 
rod, enter certain houses, ask for a drink of water, and tell the 
good man, 1 “There would bo a horse-market at Newbury next, 
Thursday,” and so carry the same message on to the next house on 
his list. . 

Ha did not know what the message meant at the time, nor 
what was happening: which may as well, however, for clearness’ 
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take, be explained here. The Prince of Orange being gone to 
Ireland, where the King was ready to meet him with a great army, 
it was determined that a great rising of liis Majesty’s party should 
take place in this country: and my lord was to head the force 
in our county. Of late he had taken a greater lead in affairs'than 
before, having the indefatigable Mr. Holt at his elbow, and my 
Lady 'Viscountess strongly urging him on j and my Lord Sark 
being in the Tower a prisoner, and Sir Wilinot Crawley, of Queen’s 
Crawley, having gone over to the Prince of Orange’s side— my lord 
became the most considerable person in our part of the county for 
the affairs of the King. 

It was arranged that the regiment of Scots Greys and Dragoons, 
then quartered at Newbury, should declare for the King on a 
certain day, when likewise the gentry affected to Ins Majesty’s cause 
were to come in with their tenants and adherents to Newbury, 
march upon the Dutch troops at Reading under Ginekel ; and, these 
overthrow^, and their indomitable little master’ away in Ireland, 
’twas thought that our side might move on London itself, and a 
confident victory was predicted for the King. 

As these great matters were in agitation, my lord lost his listless 
manner and seemed to gain health; my lady did not scold him, 
Mr. Holt came to and fro, busy always; and little Harry longed 
to have been a few inches taller, that he might draw a sword in 
this good cause. 

One day, it must have been about the month of July,. 1690, my 
lord, in a great horseman’s coat, under which Harry could see the 
shining of a steel breastplate lie had oil, called little Harry to him, 
put the hair off the child’s forehead, and kissed him, and bade God 
bless him in such an affectionate way as he never had used before. 
Father Holt blessed him too, and then they took leave of my Lady 
Viscountess, who came from her apartment with a pocket-handker- 
chief to her eyes, and her gentlewoman and Mrs. Tusher support- 



“ Y on are going to — to ride,” says she. “ Oil, that I might come 
too ! — but in my situation l am forbidden horse exercise.” 

“We kiss my Lady Marchioness’s hand,” says Mr. Holt. 

“ My lord, God speed you ! ” she said, stepping up and embracing 
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my lord in h. grand manner. “Mr. Holt, I ask your blessing:” 
and she knelt down, for that, whilst Mrs. Tusker tossed her head up. 

Mr. Holt gave the same benediction to the little page, who went 
down and held my lord’s stirrups for him to mount ; there were 
two servants waiting there too— and they rode out of Castlowood 
gate. 

As they crossed the bridge Harry could see an officer in scarlet 
ride up touching his hat, and address my lord. 

The party stopped, and came to some parley or discussion, - which 
presently ended, niy lord putting his horse into a canter after tak- 
ing off his hat and making a bow to the officer who rode alongside 
him step for step : the trooper accompanying him, falling back, and 
riding with my lord’s two men. They cantered over the Green, 
and behind the elms (my lord waving his hand, Harry thought), and 
so they disappeared. 

That evening we; had a great panic, the cow-boy coming at 
inilking-time riding one of our horses, which ho had found grazing 
at the outer park wall. 

All night my Lady Viscountess was in a very quiet and subdued 
mooch She soarce found fault .with any body ; she played at cards 
fqr six hours ; little page Esmond went to sleep. ITe prayed for 
my lord and the good cause before closing his eyes. 

It was quite in the grey of the morning when the porter’s bell 
rang, and did Lockwood waking up, let iu one of my lord’s servants, 
who had gono with him in the morning, and who returned with a 
melancholy story. 

The officer who rode up to my lord had, it appeared, said to him, 
that it waB liis duty , to inform liis lordship that he was not under 
arrest, hut under surveillance, and to request him not to ride abroad 
that day. 

My lord replied that riding was good for his health, that if the 
Captain chose to accompany him lie was welcome, and it was then 
that he made a bow, and they cantered away together. 

When lie came on to Wansey Down, my lord all of a sudden 
pulled up, and the party came to a halt at the cross-way. 

“Sir," says he to the officer, “ we are four to two; Will you be so 
kind as to take that road, and leave rne to go mine 1 ” 
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“ Youv road is mine, my lord,” says the officer. 

“ Then,” says my lord, hut he had no time to say move, for the 
officer, drawing a pistol, snapped it at his lordship ; as at the same 
moment Father Holt, drawing a pistol, shot the officer through 
the head. 

It was done, and the man dead in an instant of time. The 
orderly, gazing at the officer, looked scared for a moment, and gal- 
loped away for his life. 

“ Fire ! fire ! ” cries out Father Holt, sending another shot after 
the trooper, hut the two servants were too much surprised to 
use their pieces, and my lord calling to them to hold their hands, 
the fellow got away. 

“Mr. Holt, gui pensait a tout," says Blaise, “gets off his horse, 
examines the pockets of the dead officer for papers, gives' his money 
to us two, and says, 1 Tire wine is drawn, M. lo Marquis,’ — why did 
ho say Marquis to M. lo Yicomte? — ‘we must drink it.’ 

“ The poor gentleman’s horse was a better one than that I rode,”. 
Blaise continues ; “ Mr. Holt bids me get on him, ancl so I gave a 
cut to Whitofoot, and she trotted home. Wo rode on towards 
Newbury ; wo heard firing towards midday : at two o’clock a horse- 
man comes up to us as we were giving our oattlo water at an inn — 
and says, all is done. The Ecossois declared an hour too soon— - 
General Ginckel was down upon them. The whole thing was at an 
end. 

“ ‘ And we’ve shot an officer on duty, and lot his orderly escape,’ 
says my lord. 

“ ‘ Blaise,’ says Mr. Holt, writing two lines on his table-hoot, one 
for my lady, and one for you, Master I-Iarry; ‘you must go back 
to Castlowood, and deliver these,’ and behold me.” 

.And he gave Harry the two papers. He read that to himself, 
which only said, “ Burn the papers in the cupboard, burn this. 
You know nothing about any thing.” Harry read this, ran upstairs 
to his mistress’s apartment, where her gentlewoman slept near to 
the door, made her bring a light and wake my lady, into whoso 
hands he gave the paper. She was a wonderful object to look at 
in her night attire, nor had Harry ever seen the like. . 

As soon as she had the paper in lier hand, Harry stepped hack 
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to tbe Chaplain’s room, opened the secret cupboard oyer the fire- 
place, burned all the papers in it, and, as he had seen the priest do 
before, took down one of his reverence’s manuscript sermons, and 
half burnt that in the brazier. By the time the papers were quite 
destroyed it was daylight. Harry ran back to his mistress again. 
Her gentlewoman ushered him again into her ladyship’s chamber; 
she told him (from behind her nuptial curtains) to bid the coach, 
he got ready, aud that she would rido away anon. 

But the mysteries, of her ladyship’s toilet were as awfully long 
on this day as on any other, and, long after the coach was ready, 
my lady was still attiring herself. And just as the Viscountess 
stopped forth from her room, ready for departure, young Job 
Lockwood comes running up from the village with news that a 
lawyer, three officers, and twenty or four-and-twenty soldiers, 
were marching thence upon the house. Job had but two minutes 
the start of them, and, ere he had well told his story, the troop 
rode into our court-yard. 


CHAPTER VI. 

THE ISSUE OE THE - PLOTS. — THE ' DEATH OP THOMAS, THIRD VISCOUNT OP 
0A8TLEW00D ; AND THE IMPRISONMENT OP HIS VISCOUNTESS. 

At first my lady was for dying like Mary, Queen of Scots (to 
whom she fancied she bore a resemblance in beauty), and, stroking 
her scraggy neck, said, “ They will find Isabel of Castlewood is equal 
to her fate.” Her gentlewoman, Victoire, persuaded her that her 
prudent course was, as she could not; fly, to receive the troops as 
though she suspected nothing, and that her chamber was the best 
place wherein to await them. So her black Japan casket which 
Harry was to carry to the coach was taken hack to her ladyship’s 
chamber, whither the maid and mistress retired. Victoire came 
out presently, bidding the page to say her ladyship was ill, confined 
to her bed with the rheumatism. 

s By this time the soldiers had reached Castlewood. Harry Es- 
mond saw them from the window' of the tapestry parlour ; a couple 
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of sentinels were posted at the gate — a half-dozen more walked to- 
wards the stable ; and some others, preceded by their commander, 
and a man in black, a lawyer probably, were conducted by one of 
the servants to the stair leading up to the part of the house which 
my lord and lady inhabited. 

So the Captain, a handsome kind man, and the lawyer, came 
through the anteroom to the tapestry parlour, and where now was 
nobody but young Harry Esmond, the page. 

“ Tell your mistress, little man,” says the Captain, kindly, “that 
we must speak to her.” 

“ My mistress is ill a-bed,” said the page. 

“ What complaint has she ?” asked the Captain. 

The boy said, “ the rheumatism !” 

“ Rheumatism ! that’s a sad complaint,” continues the good- 
natured Captain ; “ and the coaoh is in the yard to fetch the 
Doctor, I suppose ?” 

“ I don’t know,” says the boy. 

“And how long has her ladyship been ill 1 ” 

“ I don’t know,” says the hoy. 

“ When did my lord go away ? ” 

“ Yesterday night.” 

“With Father Holt ? ” 

“ With Mr. Holt.” 

“ And which way did they travel ? ” asks the lawyer. 

“ They travelled without me,” says the page, 

“We must see Lady Castlewood." 

“ I have orders that nobody goes in to her ladyship — she is sick,” 
says the page ; but at this moment Victoire came out. “ Hush 1 ” 
says she ; and, as if not knowing that any one was near, “ What’s 
this noise ? ” says she, “ Is this gentleman the Doctor ? ” 

“ Stuff ! wo must see Lady Castlewood,” says the lawyer, push- 
ing by. 

The curtains of her ladyship’s room were down, and the chamber 
dark, and she was in bed with a nightcap on her head, and propped 
up by her pillows, looking none the less ghastly because of the red 
which was still on her cheeks, and which she cou^d not afford to 
forego. 
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“ Is that the Doctor 1 ’’ sho said. 

“ There is no use with this deception, Madam,” Captain Westbury 
said (for so lie was named). “ My duty is to arrest the person of 
Thomas, Viscount Castlewood, a nonjuring peer — of llobert Tosher, 
Vicar of Castlewood — and Ilcnry Holt, known under various other 
names and designations, a Jesuit Priest, who officiated as chaplain 
hero in the Into king’s time, and is now at the head of the conspi- 
racy which was about to break out in this country against the au- 
thority of their Majesties King William and Queen Mary — and my 
orders are to search the house for such papers or traces of the con- 
spiracy as may bo found here. Your ladyship will please to give 
me your keys, and it will be as well for yourself that you should 
help us, in every way, in our search.” 

“ You sec, sir, that I have tho rheumatism, and cannot move,” 
said tho lady, looking uncommonly ghastly as she sat up in her bed, 
where however she had had her cheeks paintod, and a now cap put 
on, so that she might at least look her best when tho officers came. 

“ I shall take leave to place a sentinel in the chamber, so that 
your ladyship, in case you should wish to rise, may have an arm to 
lean on,” Captain Westbury said. “Your woman will show me 
where I am to look ; ” and Madame Victoire, chattering in her half 
French 'and half English jargon, opened while tho Captain examined 
one drawer after another; but, as Harry Esmond thought, rather 
carelessly, with a smile on his face, as if ho was only conducting 
the examination for form's sake. 

Before one of tho cupboards Victoire flung herself down, stretch- 
ing out her arms, and, with a piercing shriek, cried, “ Non, jamais, 
Monsieur Vojicier ! Jamais ! I will rather die than let you see this 
wardrobe.” 

But Captain Westbury would open it, still witii a; smile on his 
face, which, when the box was opened, turned into a fair burst of 
laughter. It. contained— not papers regarding the conspiracy— but 
ray lady’s wigs, washes, and rouge-pots, and Victoire said men Were 
monsters, as the Captain went on with his perquisition. He tapped 
the back to see whether or ho it was hollow, and as lie thrust his 
hands- into the cupboard, my lady from her bed called out with a 
voice that did not sound -like that of a very sick woman, Is it 


your commission to insult Indies as well as to arrest gentlemen, 
Captain 1 ” 

“ These articles are only dangerous when worn by your ladyship,” 
the Captain said with a low bow, and a mock grin of politeness. 
“ I have found nothing which concerns the government as yet — 
only the weapons with which beauty is authorised to kill,” says he. 
pointing to a wig with his sword-tip. “ We must now proceed to 
search the rest of the house.” 

“You are not going to leave that wretch in the room with me,” 
Cried my lady, pointing to the soldier. 

“ What can I do, madam ? Somebody you must have to smooth 
your pillow and bring your medicine— permit me”— — 

“ Sir ! ” screamed out my lady— ■ 

“ Madam, if you are too ill to leave the bed,” the Captain then 
said, rather sternly, “I must have in four of my men to lift yon 
olf in the sheet : I must examine this bed, in a word ; papers may 
be hidden in a bed as elsewhere; we know that very well 

and * * * .” 

Hero it was her ladyship's turn to shriek, for the Captain, with 
his list shaking the pillows and bolsters, at last came to “burn,” as 
they say in the play of forfeits, and wrenching away one of the pil- 
low's, Said, “ Look, did not I tell you so ? Here is a pillow stuffed 
with paper.” 

“ Some villain has betrayed us,” cried out my lady, sitting up iu 
the bed; showing herself full dressed under her night-rail. 

“ And now your ladyship can move, I am sure ; permit me to 
give you my hand to rise. Yon will have to travel : for some dis- ; 
tance, as far as Hexton Castle to-night. Will you have your coach V 
Your woman shall attend you if you like — and the japan-box 1 ” 

“ Sir ! you don’t strike a man when lie is down,” said my lady, 
with some dignity : “ can you not spare a woman ? ” 

“Your ladyship must please to rise and let me search the bed,” 
said the Captain ; “ there is no more time to lose in bandying 
talk.” 

And, without more ado, the gaunt old woman got up. Harry 
Esmond recollected to the end of his life that figure, with the bro- 
cade dress and the white night-rail, and the gold-clocked red stock- 
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lugs, and white red-lieolod shoes sitting up in the bed, and stepping 
down from it. The tranks were ready packed for departure in her 
anteroom, and the horses ready harnessed in the stable : about 
all which the Captain seemed to know, by information got from 
some quarter or other ; and, whence, Esmond could make a pretty 
shrewd guess in aftertimes, when Dr. Tusher complained that King 
William’s government had basely treated him for services done in 
that cause. 

And here he may relate, though he was then too young to know 
all that was happening, what the papers contained, of which Captain 
Westbury had made a seizure, and which papers had been trans- 
ferred from the japan-box to the bed when the officers arrived. 

There was a list of gentlemen of the county in Esther Holt's 
handwriting — Mr. Freeman's (King James’s) friends — a similar 
paper being found among those of Sir John Fenwick and Mr. 
Coplestono, who suffered death for this conspiracy. 

There was a patent conferring the title of Marquis of Esmond 
011 my Lord Castlewood, and the heirs-malo of his body; his ap- 
pointment as Lord-Lioutenaut of the County, and Major-General."' 

There were various letters from the nobility and gentry, sonio 
ardent, and some doubtful, in the King’s service ; aud (very luckily 
for him) two letters concerning Colonel Francis Esmond ; one from 
Father Holt, which said, “ I have beon to seo this Colonel at his 
house at Walcoto near to Wells, where he resides since the King’s 
departure, and pressed him very eagerly in Mr. Freeman’s cause, 
showing him tlio great advantage he would have hy trading with 
that merchant, offering him largo premiums there as agreed between 
us. But he says no : ho considers Mr. Freeman the head of the 
firm, will never trade against him or embark with any other trad- 
ing company, but considers bis duty was done when Mr. Freeman 
left England, This Colonel scorns to care more for Ills wife and his 

• To have tins rank of Marquis restored in the family had always been my Lady 
"Visoouatess’s ambition; and her old maiden aunt, Barbara Toplinm, tile goldsmith’s 
daughter, dying about this time, and leaving all her property to Lady Castlewood, 
I have heard that her ladyship sent almost the whole of tlm money to King James, 
a proceeding which so irritated my Lord Castlewood that I 10 actually Went to the 
parish ehurch, and was only appeased by the Marquis’s title which his exiled Ma- 
jesty sent to him in return for the .£15,000 his faithful subject lent him. 


beagles than for affairs. He asked me much about young II. E., 
‘ that bastard,’ as lie called him : doubting my lord’s intentions re-' 
specting him. I reassured him on this head, stating what I knew 
of the lad, and our intentions respecting him, but with regard to 
Freeman he was inflexible.” 

And another letter was from Colonel Esmond to Ms kinsman, 
to say that one Captain Holton had been with Mm offering Mm large 
bribes to join, you know who, and saying- that the head of the house of 
Castlewood was deeply engaged in that quarter. But for his part 
lie had broke his sword when the K. left the coimtry, and would 
never again light in that quarrel. The P. of 0. was a man, at 
least, of a noble courage, and his duty and, as he thought, every 
Englishman's, was to keep the country quiet, and the French out of 
it : and, in flue, that he would have nothing to do with the scheme. 

Of the existence of these two letters and the contents of the pil- 
low, Colonel Frank Esmond, who became Viscount Castlewood, 
told Henry Esmond afterwards, when the letters were shown to 
his lordsliip, who congratulated Mmself, ns he had good reason, 
that he had not joined in the scheme which proved so fatal to many 
concerned in it. But, naturally, the lad knew little about these 
circumstances when they happened under his eyes: only being 
aware that his patron mid Ills mistress we’-e in some trouble, which 
had caused the flight of the one, and the apprehension of the other 
by the officers of King William. 

The seizure of the papers effected, the gentlemen did not pursue 
their further search through Castlewood house very -rigorously. 
They examined Mr. Holt’s room, being led thither by his pupil, 
who showed, as the Father had bidden hint, the place where the 
key of Ms chamber lay, opened the door for the gentlemen, and 
conducted them into the room. 

When the gentlemen came to the half-burned papers in the 
brazier, they examined them eagerly enough, ami then- young guide 
was a little amused at their perplexity'. 

“ What are these 1 ” says one. 

“ They’re written in a foreign language,” says the lawyer. What 
arc you laughing at, little whelp f” adds he, turning round as he 
saw the boy smile. 
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“Mr. Holt said they were sermons,” Harry said, “and bade n 
bum them which indeed was true of those papers. 

“ Sermons indeed — it’s treason, I would lay a wager,” cries tl 


“Egad! it’s Greek to me,” says Captain Westbury. “Can y< 
read it, little boy ?” 

“ Yes, sir, a little,” Harry said. 

“ Then read, and read in English, sir, on your peril,” said tl 1 a la’ 
yer. And Harry began to translate 

“ Hath not one of your own writers said, * The children of Ada 
are now labouring as much as he himself ever did, about the tree of t; 
knowledge of good and. evil, shaking the boughs thereof, and see 
ing the fruit, being for the most part unmindful of the tree .of'lif 
Oh blind generation ! ’tis this treo of knowledge to which the sc 
pent has led you” — and here the boy was obliged to stop, the rc 
of the page being charred by the tire ; and asked of the lawyer- 
“ Shall I go on, sir 

The lawyer said— “ This boy is deeper than he seems : who kno’ 
that, ho is not laughing at. us ?” 

“Let's have in Dick the Scholar,” cried Captain Westbui 
laughing : and he called to a trooper out of the window. — Ii 
Dick, come in here and construe.” 

A thidfeset soldier^ with a square good-liumouved face, came 
at tlio summons, saluting his officer. 

Tell us what is this, Dick,” says the lawyer. 

“ My name is Steele, sir,” says the soldier. “ I may be Dick i 
my friends,; but I don’t name gentlemen of your cloth amongst then 

“ Well; then, Steele.” 

.“ Mr. Steele, sir, if you please. When you address a gentlem 
of his Majesty’s Horse Guards, be pleased not to bo so familiar.” 

“ I didn’t know, sir” said the lawyer. 

“ How should you 1 I take it you are not accustomed to m< 
with gentlemen,” says the trooper. 

“ Hold thy prate, and read that hit of paper,” says Westbury, 

“ ’Tis Latin,” says Dielc, glancing at it, and again saluting ' 
officer, “ and from a sermon 1 of Mr; Cudworth’s,” and he transfer 
the words pretty much as Henry Esmond had rendered them. 



“ For construing a bit of Latin ?” said tlie Captain, very good- 
naturedly. 

“ I would a3 lief go there as any where,” Harry Esmond said, 
simply, “ for there is nobody to care for me.” 

There must have been something touching in the child’s voice, 
or in this description of his solitude — for the Captain looked at 
him very good-naturedly, and the trooper, called Steele, put his 
hand kindly on the lad’s hoad, and said some words in the Latin 
tongue. 

“ What does he say?” says the lawyer. 

Faith, ask Dielc himself,” cried Captain Wostbury. 

i! I said I was not ignorant of misfortune myself, and had 
learned to succour the miserable, and that’s not your trade, Mr. 
Sheepskin,” said the trooper. 

“ You had batter leave Dick the Scholar alone, Mr. Corbet,” the 
Captain said. And Harry Esmond, always touched by a kind 
lace and kind word, felt very grateful to this good-natured 
champion. 

The horses were by this time harnessed to the coach ; and the 
Countess and Victoire came down and were put into the vehicle. 
This woman, who quarrelled with' Harry Esmond all day, was 
melted at parting with him, and called him “ dear angel,” and 
■‘poor infant,” and a hundred other names. 

The Viscountess, giving him her lean hand to Iciss, bade him 
always be faithful to the house of Esmond. “ If evil should happen 
to my lord,” says she, “ his successor I trust will he found, and. give 
you protection. Situated as I am, they will not dare wreak their 
vengeauee on me now.” And she kissed a medal she wore with 
great fervour, and Henry Esmond knew not in the least what her 
meaning was ; but hath since learned that, old as she was, she was 
for ever expecting, by the good offices of saints and relies, to have 
an heir to the title of Esmond. 

Harry Esmond was too young to have been introduced into the 
secrets of politics in which his patrons wevo implicated ; for they 
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“Mr. Holt said they were sermons,” Harry said, “and bade mi 
to bum thorn which indeed was true of those papers. 

“ Sermons indeed — it's treason, X would lay a wager,” cries tlu 
lawyer. 

“Egad ! it’s Greek to me,” says Captain Westbury. “ Can yen 
read it, little boy V ’ 

“ Yes, -sir, a little,” Harry said. 

“ Then read, and read in English, sir, on your peril,” said the law- 
yer. And Harry began, to translate: — • 

“Hath not one of your own writers said, ‘The children of Acton 
are now- labouring as muchas he himself ever did, about the tree of tin 
knowledge of good and evil, shaking the boughs thereof, and Seek 
ing the fruit, being for the most part: unmindful of the tree of life. 
Oli blind generation ! ’tis this tree of knowledge to which the aer 
pent has led you” — and here the boy was obliged to stop, the res 
of the page being charred by the fire: and asked of the lawyer— 
“ Shall X go on, sir ?” 

The lawyer said — “ This hoy is deeper than ho seems : who know 
that ho is not laughing at us ?” 

“ Let’s liavo in Dick the Scholar,” cried Captain Westbury 
laughing: and he called to a trooper out of the window — He 
Dick, come in here and construe." 

A thick-set soldier', with a square good-humoured face, came ii 
at the summons, saluting his officer. 

“ Toll us what is this, Dick,” says the lawyer. 

“ My name is Steele, sir,” says tlie soldier. “ I may be Diolc fo 
my friends, but I don’t name gentlemen of your cloth amongst them . 

“ Well then, Steele.” 

“Mr. Steele, sir, if you please. When you address a gentlemn 
of hia Majesty’s Horse Guards, he pleased not to .be so familiar.” 

“ I didn’t know, sir” said the lawyer. 

. “ How should you 2 I take it you are not accustomed to moe 
ivith gentlemen”’ says the trooper. 

“ Hold thy prate, and read that bit of paper,” says Westbury. 

“ -’Tis Latin,” says Diok, glancing at it, ancl again saluting li: 
qfdcer, “ and from a sermon of Mr. Cudworth’s,” and lie translate 
tlie words pretty much as Henry Esmond had rendered them. 



“ What a young scholar you are,” says the Captain to the boy, 

“ Depend ou’t, he knows more than he tells,” says the la.wyer. 

1 think we will pack him off in the coach with old Jezebel.” 

“ For construing a bit of Latin ?” said the Captain, very good- 
naturedly. 

“ I would as lief go there as any where,” Harry Esmond said, 
simply, “ for there is nobody to care for me.” 

There must have been something touching in the child’s voice, 
or in this description of his solitude — for the Captain looked at 
him very good-naturedly, and the trooper, called Steele, put his 
hand kindly on the lad’s head, and said some words in the Latin 
tongue. 

“ Wliat does he say?” says the lawyer. 

“ Faith, ask Dick himself,” cried Captain Westbury. 

I said I was not ignorant of misfortune myself, and had 
learned to succour the miserable, and that’s not your trade, Mr. 
Sheepskin,” said the trooper. 

“ You had better leave Dick the Scholar alone, Mr. Corbet,” the 
Captain said. And Harry Esmond, always touched by a kind 
taco and kind word, felt very grateful to this good-natured 
champion. 

The horses were by this time harnessed to the coach ; and the 
Countess and Victoire came down and were put into the vehicle. 
This woman, who quarrelled with' Harry Esmond all day, was 
melted at parting with him, and called him “ dear angel,” and 
li poor infant,” and a hundred other names. 

The Viscountess, giving him her lean hand to kiss, hade him 
always bo faithful to the house of Esmond. “ If evil should happen 
to my lord,” says she, “ his successor I trust will be found, and give 
you protection. Situated as I am, they will not dare wreak their 
vengeance on me now," And she kissed a medal she wore with 
great fervour, and Henry Esmond knew not in the least what her 
meaning was ; but hath since learned that, old as she was, she was 
for ever expecting, by the good offices of saints and relics, to have 
an heir to the title of Esmond. 

Harry Esmond was too young to have been introduced into the 
secrets of politics in which his patrons wero implicated ; for they 
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put but few questions to the boy (who was little of statiire, and 
looked much younger than his age), arid such questions as they put 
lie answered cautiously enough, and professing even more ignorance 
than he had, for which his examiners willingly enough gave him 
credit. lie did not say a word about the window or the cupboard 
over the fireplace; and those secrets quite escaped the eyes of the 
searchers. 

So then, my lady was consigned to her coach, and sent off to 
Hexton, with her woman and the man of law to hear her company, 
a couple of troopers riding on either side of tho Coach, And Harry 
was left behind at the Hall, belonging as it were to ..nobody, and 
quite alone in the world. The captain and a guard of men remain- 
ed in possession there ; and the soldiers, who were very good- 
natured and kind, ate my lord’s mutton and drank his wine, and 
made themselves comfortable, as they well might do, in such plea- 
sant quarters. 

The captains had their dinner served in my lord’s tapestry par-' 
lour, and poor little Harry thought hisi duty was to wait upon 
Qaptain Westbuiy’s chair, as. his custom had been to serve his lord 
when he sat there. 

After the departure of the Countess, Dick the Scholar took 
Harry Esmond under his special protection, and would examine 
hint in Jiis humanities, and talk to him both of French and Latin, 
in which tongues the lad found, and his new friend was willing 
enough to acknowledge, that he was even more proficient than 
Scholar Dick. Hearing that he had learned them from a Jesuit, 
in tho praise of whom and whose goodness Harry was never tired 
of speaking, Dick, rather to tlie boy’s surprise, who began to have 
an early shrewdness, like many children bred up alone, showed a 
great deal of theological science, and knowledge of the points at 
issue between tho two churches ; so that he and Harry would have 
hours of controversy together, in which the boy was certainly 
worsted by the arguments of this singular trooper. “I am no 
Common soldier,” Dick would say, and indeed it was easy to see by 
his learning, breeding, and many accomplishments, that lie was not. 
“I.am of one of the most ancient families in the empire : I have hud 
my education at a famous school, and a famous university ; I learn- 
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eel my first rudiments of Latin near to Smithfield, in Loudon, ] 

where the martyrs wore roasted." 

“ You hanged as many of ours,” interposed Harry ; “ and, for the 
matter of persecution, father Holt told me that a young gentleman j 

of Edinburgh, eighteen years of age, student at the college there, 
was hanged for heresy only last year, though he recanted, aud 
so\erxm\y aslced pardon for his errors. ! 

“ Faith ! there has been too much persecution on both sides : but f 

’twas yon taught us.” | 

“Kay, ’twas the Pagans began it,” cried the lad, aud began to | 

instance a number of saints of the Church, from the protomartyr 1 

downwards — “ this one’s fire went out under him : that one’s oil I 

coolocl in the cauldron : at a third holy head the executioner 
chopped three times and it would not come off. Shew ns martyrs 
in your church for whom such miracles have been done.” 

“ Kay,” says the trooper gravely, “ the miracles of the first 
tliree centuries belong to my church as well as yours, Master 
Papist,” and then added, with something of a smile upon his 
countenance, and a queer look at Harry — “ Aud yet, my little 
catechiser, I have sometimes thought about those miracles, that 
there was not much good in them, since the victim’s head always 
finished by coming off at the third or fourth chop, and the cauldron, 
if it did not boil one day, boiled the next. Howbeid, in our times, 
the Church has lost that questionable advantage of respites. 

There never was a shower to put out Hidley’s fire, nor an angel to 
turn the edge of Campion’s axe. The rack tore the limbs of 
Southwell the Jesuit and Sympson the Protestant alike. For faith, 
every where multitudes die willingly enough. I haye read in 
Monsieur Kycaut’s History of the Turks, of thousands of Mahomet’s 
followers rushing upon death in battle as upon certain Paradise ; 
and in the great Mogul’s dominions people fling themselves by 
hundreds under the cars of the idols annually, and the widows 
burn themselves on their husbands’ bodies, as 'tis well known. 
fj'Tis not the dying for a faith that’s so hard, Master I-Iarry — every 
1 1 man of every nation has done that — ’tis the. livingm to it that is 
fe ^ j [ difficult, as I know to my cost,” lie added with a sigh. “"And ah 1” 
j ! he added, ‘ my poor lad, I am not strong enough to convince thee 
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by my life — though to die foe my religion would givo me the 
greatest of joys — .hut I had a dear friend in Magdalen College in 
Oxford; I wish Joe Addison were here to convinco thee, as he 
quickly could — for I think lio’s a match for tho whole College of 
Jesuits ; and what’s more, in his life too. In that very sermon of 
Dr. Cudworth’s which your priest was quoting from, and which 
suffered martyrdom in the brazier,” Dick added with a smile, “ I 
had. a thought of wearing the black coat (but was ashamod of my 
life yon see, and took to this sorry red one) — I have often thought 
of Joe Addison — Doctor Cud worth says, ‘A good conscience is the 
heat looking-glass of heaven ’ — and tliero’s a serouity in my friend’s 
face which always reflects it — I wish you could seo him, Harry.” 

“ Did he do you a great deal of good ? ” asked the lad, simply. 

“ He might have done,” said the other — “ at least he taught mo 
to see and approve better things. ’Tis my own fault, deleriom 
scqivi." 

“ You seotn very good,” the hoy said. 

“ I’m not what I seem, alas !’’ answered the trooper — and in- 
deed, as it turned out, poor Dick told tho truth— for that very- 
night, at supper in the hall, where tho gentlemen of the troop took 
their repasts, and passed most part of their days dicing and 
smoking of tobacco, and singing and cursing, over the Castlewood 
ale — Harry Esmond found Dick the Scholar in a woful state of 
drunkenness. He hiccupped out a sermon ; and his laughing 
companions bade Mm sing a hymn, on which Dick, swearing he 
would run the scoundrel through the body who insulted his religion, 
made for his sword, which was hanging on the wall, and fell down 
flat on the floor under it, saying to Harry, who ran forward lu 
help him, “ Ah, little Papist, I Rush Joseph Addison was here 1” 

Though tho troopers of tho King’s Life-guards wore all gentle- 
men, yet the rest of the gentlemen seemed ignorant and vulgar 
boors to Harry Esmond, with the exception of this good-natured 
Corporal Steele the Scholar, and Captain Wcstbmy and Lieu- 
tenant Trant, who were always kind to the lad. They remained 
for some weeks or months encamped in Castlewood, and Harry 
learned from them, from time to time, how the lady at Hextqn 
Castle was treated, and the particulars of her confinement thorn. 


’Tis known tliat King William was disposed to deal very leniently 
witli the gentry who remained faithful to the old king’s cause; and 
no prince usurping a crown, as his enemies said he did (righteously 
taking it as I think now), ever caused' less blood to be shed. As 
for woinen-conspirators, he kept spies on the least dangerous, and 
looked up the others. Lady Castlev/ood had the best rooms in 
Hexton Oastle, and the gaoler’s garden to walk in; and though she 
repeatedly desired to lie led out to execution, like Mary Queen of 
Scots, there never was any thought of taking her painted old head 
oft', or any desire to do aught hut keep her person in security. 

And it appeared she found that some were friends in her mis- 
fortune, whom she had, in her prosperity, considered as her worst 
enemies. Colonel Francis Esmond, my lord’s eonsin and her lady- 
ship’s, who had married the Dean of Winchester’s daughter, and, 
since King James’s departure out of England, had lived not very 
far away from Ilexton town, hearing of his kinswoman’s strait, and 
being friends with Colonel Brice, commanding for King William 
in Hexton, and with the church dignitaries there, came to visit her 
ladyship in prison, offering to his uncle’s daughter any friendly 
services which lay in his power. And he brought his lady and 
little daughter to see the prisoner, to the latter of whom, a child of 
great beauty, and many winning ways, the old viscountess took not 
a little liking, although between her ladyship and the child’s 
mother there was little more love than formerly. There are some 
injuries which women never forgive one another; and Madam 
Francis Esmond, in marrying her cousin, had done one of those 
.irretrievable wrongs to Lady Castlewood. But as she was now 
humiliated, and in misfortune, Madam Francis could allow a truce 
to her enmity, and could be kind for a while, at least, to her hus- 
band’s discarded mistress. tSo the little Beatrix, her daughter, was 
permitted often to go and visit the imprisoned viscountess, who, in 
so far as tlio child and its father were concerned, got to abate in her 
anger towards that branch of the Castlewood family. And tho 
letters of Colonel Esmond coming to light, as has been said, and hia 
conduct being known to the King’s council, the colonel was put in 
a better position with the existing government tliau ho had ever 
before been; any suspicions regarding his loyalty were entirely 
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done away; and so lie was enabled to be of more sendee to liisldii.s- 
woman than lie could otherwise have been. 

And now there befell an event by- which this lady recovered her 
liberty, and the house of Castlewood got a new owner, and father- 
less little Harry Esmond a new and most kind protector and friend. 
Whatever that secret was which Harry was to hear from my lord, 
the boy never heard it; for that night when father Holt arrived, 
and earned my lord away with him, was the last on which Harry 
ever saw liia patron. "What happened to my lord may be briefly 
told here. Having found the horses at the place where they were 
lying, my lord and Father Holt rode together to Chatteris, where 
they had temporary refuge with one of the Father’s penitents in 
that city; but the pursuit being hot for them, and the reward for 
the apprehension of one or the other considerable, it was deemed 
advisable that they should separate; and the priest betook himself 
to other places of retreat known to him, whilst my lord passed over 
from Bristol into Ireland, in which kingdom King James had a 
court and an army. My lord was hut a small addition to this ; 
bringing, indeed, only his sword and the few pieces in his pocket ; 
but the King received him with some kindness and distinction in 
spite of his poor plight, confirmed Inin in his new title of Marquis, 
gave him a regiment, and promised him further promotion. But 
titles or promotion were not. to benefit him now. My lord was 
wounded at the fatal battle of the Boyne, flying from which field 
(long after his master had set him an example), ho lay for a while 
concealed in the marshy country near to the town of Trim, and 
more from catarrh and fever caught in the bogs than from the steel 
of the enemy in the battle, sank and died. May the earth lie light 
upon Thomas of Castlewood ! He who writes this must speak in 
charity, though this lord did him and his two grievous wrongs : for 
one of these he would have made amends, perhaps, lmd life been 
spared him; but the other lay beyond his power to repair, though 
’tis to he hoped that a greater Power than a priest has absolved him 
of it. He got the comfort of this absolution, too, such as it was : a 
priest of Trim writing a letter to my lady to iuform her of this 
calamity. 

But in those days letters were slow of travelling, and our priest’s 
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took two months or more on its journey from Ireland to England : 
where, when it did arrive, it did not fiud my lady at her own Louse : 
she was at the King’s house of Hexton Castle when the letter came 
to Castlewood, hut it was opened for all that Ly the officer in com- 
mand there. 

Harry Esmond well remembered the receipt of this letter, which 
Lockwood brought in as Captain Westlnuy and Lieutenant Traut 
were on the green playing at bowls, youug Esmond looking on at 
the sport, or reading his book in the arbour. 

"Here’s news for Frank Esmond,” says Captain ‘Westbury; 
“Harry, did you ever see Colonel Esmond ?” And Captain .West-: 
bury looked very hard at the boy as he spoke. 

Harry said he had seen him but once when he was at Hexton, at 
the ball there. 

“ And. dkl he say any thing?” 

“ He said what I don’t care to repeat,” Harry answered. For ha 
was now twelve years of' age : he knew what his birth was and the ■ 
disgrace of it; and he folt no love towards the man who had inert 
likely stained his mother’s honour and his own. 

“ Did you love my Lord Castlewood?" 

“ I wait until I know my mother, sir, to say,” the hoy answered, 
his eyes filling with tears. 

“ Something has happened to Lord Castlewood,” Captain West- 
bury said in a very grave tone — “ something which must happen 
to us all. He is dead of a wound received at the Boyne, fighting 
for King James.” 

“ I am glad my lord fought for the right cause,” the boy said. 

“ It was better to meet death on the field like a man, than face 
it on Tower-hill, as some of them may,” continued Mr. Westbuvy. 

“ I hope he has made some testament, or provided for thee somehow 
This letter says, he recommends imimm fdiimi mum ditectimmwii- 
to his lady. I hopo he lias left you more than that.” 

Harry did not know, he said. He was in the hands of Heaven 
and Fate; but more lonely now, as it seemed to him, than he had 
been all the rest of his life; and that night, as he lay in his little 
room which he still occupied, the boy thought with a many pang 
of shame and grief of his strange aud solitary condition:— how he 
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bad a father and no father; a nameless mother that had been 
brought to ruin, perhaps, by that very father whom Harry could 
only acknowledge in Becret and with a blush, and whom he could 
neither love nor revere. And lie sickened to think liow Father 
Holt, a stranger, and two or three soldiers, his acquaintances of the 
last six weeks, were the only friends ho had in the great wide 
world, whore he was now quite alone. The soul of the boy was 
full of love, and he longed as he lay in the darkness there for somo 
one upon whom he could bestow it. Ho remembers, aud must to 
liis dying day, the thoughts and tears of that long night, the hours 
tolling through it. Who was he and what? Why here rather 
than elsewhere? I have a mind, he thought, to go to that priest 
at Trim, and find out what my father said to him on his death-bed 
confession. Is there any child in the whole world so unprotected 
as I am? Shall I get up and quit this place, and run to Ireland? 
With these thoughts and tears the lad passed that night away 
until he wept himself to sleep. 

The next day, the gentlemen of the guard who had heard what 
had befallen him wore more than usually kind to the child, especially 
his friend Scholar Dick, who told him about ilia own father’s death, 
winch had happened when Dick was a child at Dublin, not quite 
live years of age. “That was the first sensation of grief," Dick 
said, “I ever knew. I remember I went into the room where his 
body lay, and my mother sate weeping beside it. I had my battle- 
dore in my hand, and fell a-beating the coffin, and calling Papa; 
on which my mother caught me in her arms, and told me in a 
flood of tears Papa could not hear me, and would play with me no 
more, for they were going to put him under ground, whence ho 
could never come to us again. And this,” said Dick kindly, " lias 
made me pity all children ever since; and caused me to love thee, 
my poor fatherless, motherless lad. And, if ever thou wantest a 
friend, thou shalt have one in Hichard Steele.” 

Harry Esmond thanked him; and was grateful. But what could 
Corporal Steele do for him ? take him to vide a spare horse, and be. 
servant to the troop? Though there might be a bar in Harry 
Esmond’s shield^ it was a noble one.. The council of the two friends 
was, that little Harry should stay j where he. was, and abide 


SCHOLAR DICK’S HEARTACHES. G1 

his fortune : so Esmond stayed on at Castle wood, awaiting 
with no small anxiety the fate, whatever it was, ■which was oyer 


CHAPTER VII. 

I All LEFT AT CASTLEWOOD AN ORPHAN, AND FIND MOST KIND PROTECTORS 

During the stay of the soldiers in Castlewood, honest Dick the 
Scholar was the constant companion of the lonely little orphan lad 
Harry Esmond : and they read together, and they played j bowls 
together, and when the other troopers or their officers, who were 
free-spoken over their cups, (as was the way of that day, when 
neither men nor women were over-nice,) talked unbecomingly of 
their amours and gallantries before the child, Dick, who very 
likely was setting the whole company laughing, would stop their 
jokes with a maxima clebetwr jmeris reverentia, and once offered to 
•lug out against another trooper called Hulking Tom, who wanted 
to ask Harry Esmond a ribald question. 

Also, Dick seeing that the child had, as he said, a sensibility 
above lvis years, and a great and praiseworthy discretion, confided 
to Harry his love for a vintner’s daughter, near to the Tollyard, 
Westminster, whom Dick addressed as Saceharissa in many verses 
of his composition, and without whom he said it would he im- 
possible that lie could continue to live. He vowed this a thousand 
times in a day, though Harry smiled to see the love-lom swain 
had his health and appetite as well as the most heart-whole trooper 
in the regiment: and he swore Harry to secresy too, which vow 
the lad religiously kept, until he found that officers and privates 
were all takon into Dick’s confidence, and had the benefit of his 
verses. And it must be owned likewise that, while Dick was 
sighing after- Saceharissa in London, he had consolations hi the 
country; for there came a wench out of Castlewood village who 
had washed his linen, and who cried sadly when she heard he was 
gone : and without paying her hill too, which Harry Esmond took 
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upon himself to discharge by giving tho girl a silver poclcet-pieoe, 
which Scholar Dick had presented to him, when, with many embraces 
and prayers for his prosperity, Dick parted from him, the garrison 
of Oastlowood being ordered away. Dick the Scholar said he 
would never forget his young friend, nor indeed did he: and 
Harry was sorry when the kind soldiers vacated Oastlowood, look- 
ing forward with no small anxiety (for care and solitude had made 
him thoughtful beyond his years) to his fate when tho new lord 
and lady of the house came to live there. lie had lived to bo past 
twelve years old now; and had never had a friend, save this wild 
trooper perhaps, and Father Holt; and had a foud and affectionate 
heart, tender to weakness, that would fain attach itself to somebody, 
and did not seem at rest until it had found a friend who would 
tjtke charge of it. 

/ The histinct which led Henry Esmond to admire and love the 
gracious person, the fair apparition of whose beauty and kindness 
had so moved him when he first beheld her, became soon a devoted 
affection and passion of gratitude, which entirely filled Ids young 
heart, that as yet, except in tho ease of dear Father Holt, had lmd 
very little kindness for which to ho thankful. 0 Dea certi, thought 
he remembering the lines out of the iEneia which Mr. Holt had 
taught him. There seemed, as tho boy thought, in every look or 
gesture of tills fair creature, an angelical softness aud bright pity — 
in motion or repose she seomed gracious alike; the tone of her 
voice, though she uttered, words ever so trivial, gave him a pleasure 
that amounted almost to anguish. It cannot he called love, that a 
lad of twelve years of age, little more than a menial, felt for an 
exalted lady, his mistress : hut it was worship. ' .To catch her 
glance, to divine her errand and run on it before she had spoken 
it; to watch, to follow, adore her; became the business of his life. 
Meanwhile, as is the way often, his idol had idols of her own, and 
never thought of or suspected the admiration of her little pigmy 
adorer. V 

My lady had on her side her three idols; first and foremost, 
Jove and supreme ruler, was her lord, Harry’s patron, the good 
Viscount of Oastlowood. All wishes of his were laws with her. 
If he had a headache, she was ill. If he frowned, she trembled. 
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If lie joked, she smiled and wits charmed. If ho wcut a-hunting, 
she was always at the window to see him ride away, her little son 
crowing on her arm, or on the watch, till his return. She made 
dishes for Ms dinner: spiced his wine for him: made the toast 
for his tankard at breakfast: hushed the house when he slept in 
his chair, and watched for a look when he woke. If my lord was 
not a little proud of, his beauty, my lady adored it. She clung to 
his arm as he paced the terrace, her two fair little hands clasped 
round his great one; her eyes were never tired of looking in his 
face and wondering at its perfection. Her little son was his son, 
and had his father’s look and ciuiy brown hair. Her daughter 
Beatrix was his daughter, and had his eyes — were there ever such 
beautiful eyes in the world? All the house was arranged so as to 
bring him ease and give him pleasure. She liked the small gentry 
round about to come and pay him court, never caring for admira- 
tion for herself; those who wanted to be well with the lady must 
admire him. Not regarding her dress, she would wear a gown to 
rags, because he had once liked it: and, if lie brought her a brooch 
or a ribbon, would prefer it to all the most costly articles of her 
Wftvdrobe. 

V/ My lord went to Loudon every year for six weeks, and the family 
being too poor to appear at Court with any figure, he’ went alone. 
It was not until he was out of sight that her face allowed any 
sorrow: and what a joy when he came back! What preparation 
before his return! The fond creature had his arm-chair at the 
chimney-side — delighting to put the children in it. and look at 
them there. Nobody took his place at the table; but his silver 
tfthkard stood there as when my lord was present. 

/ A pretty sight it was to see, during my lord’s absence, or on those 
many mornings when sleep or headache kept him abed, this fair young 
lady of Castlewood, her little daughter at her knee, and her domestics 
gathered round her reading the Morning Prayer of the English 
Church. Esmond long remembered how she looked and spoke 
kneeling reverently before the sacred book, the sun shining upon her 
golden hair until it umdo a halo round about her. A dozen of the 
a servants of the house kneeled in a line opposite their mistress ; for 
awhile Harry Esmond kept apart from these mysteries, but Doofcor 


T usher showing him that the prayers read were those of the Church 
of all ages, and the boy’s own inclination prompting him to be always 
as near as he might to his mistress, and to think all things she did 
right, from listening to the prayers in the antechamber, be came 
presently to kneel down with the rest of the household in the parlour ; 
and before a couple of years my lady had made a thorough convert. 
Indeed, the boy loved his catechiscr so much that lie would have 
subscribed to any thing she hade him, and was never tired of listening 
to her fond discourse and simple comments upon the hook, which 
she read to him in a voice of which it was difficult to resist the sweet 
persuasion and tender appealing kindness. This friendly contro- 
versy, and the intimacy which it occasioned, bound the lad more 
fondly than ever to his mistress. The happiest period of all his life 
was this ; and the young mother, with her daughter and son, and the 
orphan lad whom she protected, read and worked and played, and 
were children together. If the lady looked forward— as what fond 
woman does not? — towards the future, she had no plans from which 
Harry Esmond was left out; and a thousand and a thousand times 
in his passionate and impetuous way he vowed that no power should, 
separate him from his mistress, and only asked for some chance to 
happen by which he might show his fidelity to her. Now, at the 
close of his life, as he sits and recalls in tranquillity the happy and 
busy scenes of it, lie can think, not ungratefully, that he has been 
faithful to that early vow. Such a life is so simple that years may 
he chronicled in a few lines. But few men’s life-voyages are destined 
to be all prosperous ; and this calm of which we are speaking was 
soon to come to au end. 

As Esmond grew, and observed for himself, he found of necessity 
much to read and think of outside that fond circle of kinsfolk who 
had admitted him to join hand with them. He read more books 
than they cared to study with him ; was alone in the midst of them 
many a time, and passed nights over labours, futile perhaps, but in 
which they could not join him. Ilis dear mistress divined his 
thoughts with her usual jealous watchfulness of affection : began to 
forebode a time when he would escape from his home-nest ; and, at 
his eager protestations to the contrary, would only sigh and shake her 
head. Before those fatal decrees in life are executed, there are always 
secret previsions and warning omens. When every thing yet seems 
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calm, we are aware that the storm is coining. Ere the happy days 
were overt two at least of that home-party felt that they were draw- 
ing to a close ; and were uneasy, and on the look-out for the cloud 
which was to obscure their calm. 

’Twas easy for Harry to see, however much his lady persisted in 
. obedience and admiration for her husband, that my lord tired of his 

cjuiet life, and grew weary, and then testy, at those gentle bonds with 
which his wife would have held him. As they say the Grand Lama 
t . of Thibet is very much fatigued by his character of divinity, and 
j yawns on his altar as his bonzes kneel and worship him, many a 

home-god grows heartily sick of the reverence with which his family- 
| devotees pursue him, and sighs for freedom and for his old life, and 

) to be oft' the pedestal on which hisi dependants would have him sit for 

( ever, whilst they adore him, and ply him with flowers, and hymns, 

( and incense, and flattery ; — so, after a few years of his marriage, my 

honest Lord Castlevrood began to tire ; all the high-flown raptures 
and devotional ceremonies with which liis wife, his chief priestess, 
treated him, first sent him to sleep, and then drove him out of doors; 
for the truth must be told, that my lord was a jolly gentleman, with 
’ very little of the august or divine in bis nature, though his fond wife 

persisted in revering it — and, besides, he had to pay a penalty for this 
love, which persons of his disposition seldom like to defray : and, in 
it word, if he had a loving wife, had a very jealous and exacting one. 
Then he wearied of this jealousy: then he broke away from it ; then 
I came, no doubt, complaints and recriminations ; then, perhaps, pro- 

j mises of amendment not fulfilled ; then upbraidings not the more 

pleasant because they were silent, and only sad looks and tearful eyes 
conveyed them. Then, perhaps, the pair reached that other stage 
j, which is not uncommon in married life, when the woman perceives 

that the god of the honeymoon is a god no more ; only a mortal 
like the rest of us — and so she looks into her heart, and lo ! vacua: 
seeks et iva'iia arcana. And now, supposing our lady to have a fine 
genius and a brilliant wit of her own, and the magic spell and infatua- 
tion removed from her which had led her to worship as a god a very ordi- 
nary mortal — and what follows? They live together, and they dine 
together, and they say “ my dear ” and “ my love ” as heretofore ; 
') but the man is himself, and the woman herself ; that dream of love is 


over, as every thing else is over in life ; as flowers and fury, anil 
griefs and pleasures, are over. 

Very likely the Lady Castlewood had ceased to adore her lmsband 
herself long before she got off her knees, or -would allow her house- 
hold to discontinue worshipping him. To do him justice, my lord 
never exacted this subservience : he laughed and joked, and drank 
his bottle, and swore when Ro was angry, much too familiarly for 
any one pretending to sublimity ; and did his best to destroy the 
ceremonial with which liis wife chose to surround him. And it 
required no -groat conceit on young Esmond’s part to see that his 
own brains were better than his patron’s, who, indeed, never assum- 
ed any airs of superiority over the lad, or over any dependant of 
his, save when he was displeased, in which case he would express 
his mind, in oaths, very freely ; and who, on the contrary, perhaps, 
spoiled “Parson Harry,” as he called young Esmond, by constantly 
praising his parts, and admiring liis boyish stock of learning. 

It may seem ungracious in one who has received a hundred 
favours from ln'a patron to speak in any but a reverential manner 
of his elders; but the. present writer has had descendants of Ms 
own, whom he has brought up with as little as possible of the ser- 
vility at present exacted by parents from children (under which 
mask of duty there often lurks indifference, contempt, or rebellion) : 
and as he would have his grandsons believe or represent him to he 
not an inch taller than Nature has made him : so, with regard to 
his past acquaintances, he would speak without auger, hut with 
truth, as far as he knows it, neither extenuating nor , setting 
down aught iu malice. 

So long, then, as the world moved according to Lord -Castlewood’s 
wishes, lie was good-humoured enough ; of a temper naturally 
'sprightly and easy, liking to joke* especiaffy. with his inferiors, and 
charmed to receive the. tribute of. their laughter. All exercises of 
the body he could perform to perfection — shooting at a mark and 
flying, breaking horses, riding at the ring, pitcliing the quoit, play- 
ing at all. games with: great skill. And not only did he do these 
things well, but he thought ho did them to perfection ; lienee he 
was often tricked about horses, which -he pretended to know better 
than any jockey ; was made to play at ball and billiards by sharpers 


who took, his money ; and came bask from London woefully poorer 
each time than he went, as the state offim-affura-te^ifled, .when the 
, sudden accident came by which his career was brought to an end. 

He was fond of the parade of dress, and passed as many hours 
daily at his toilette as an elderly coquette. A tenth part of his 
day was spent in the brushing of his teeth and the oiling of his 
hair, which was curling and brown, and which he did not like to 
conceal under a periwig, such as almost every body of that time wore 
(we have the liberty of our hair back now, hut powder and pomatum 
along with it. When,. I wonder, will these monstrous poll-taxes of 
our age be withdrawn,- ami men allowed to carry their colours. 
black, red, or grey, as nature made them ?) Aud, as he liked her t< i- 
be well dressed, his lady spared no pains in that Matter to please hiu i ; 
indeed, she would dress her head or cut itoffif he had bidden life r. 

It was a wonder to young Esmond, serving as page to my lord 
and lady, to hear, day after day, to such company as came, the sninfe 
boisterous stories told by my lord, at which his lady never failed to 
smile Or hold down her head, and Doctor Tusher to burst out laugh- 
ing at the proper point, or 'cry, “Fye, my lord, remember my cloth,” 
but with such a faint show of resistance, that it only provoked sny 
lord further. Lord Oastlewood’s stories rose by degrees, and be- 
came stronger after the ale at dinner and the bottle afterwards; 
my lady always taking flight after the very first glass to Church 
and King, and leaving the gentlemen to chink the rest of thetoaste 
by themselves. 

And, as Harry Esmond was her page, he also was called from 
duty at this time. “My lord has lived in the army and with 
soldiers, she would say to the lad, “ amongst whom great ■ licence 
is allowed. You have had a different nurture, and I trust, these 
things will change as you grow older; not that any fault attaclies 
to my lord, who is one of the best and most religious men in this 
kingdom” And very likely she believed so. . ’Tis strange what i. 
man may do, and a woman yet think him an angel. 

And as Esmond has taken truth for hi3 motto, it must be owned, 
even with regard to that other angel, his mistress, that she had <> 
fault of character, which flawed her perfections. With the other 
sex perfectly tolerant and kindly, of her own she was invariably 


jealous, and a proof that she had this vice is, that though she 
"would acknowledge a thousand faults that she had not, to this 
which she had she could never be got to own. But if there came a 
woman with even a semblance of beauty to Castlewood, slio was so 
sure to find out some wrong in her, that my lord, laughing in, Ms 
jolly way, would often joke with her concerning her foible. Comely, 
servant-maids might come for Mre, but none were taken at Castle- 
wood. The housekeeper was old; my lady’s own waiting-woman 
squinted, and was marked with the small-pox; the housemaids and 
scullion were ordinary country wenches, to whom Lady Castlewood 
was kind, as her nature made her to every body almost ; but as soon 
as ever she had to do with a pretty woman, she was cold, retiring, 
and haughty. The country ladies found this fault in her; and 
though the men all admired her, their wives and daughters com- 
plained of her coldness aiu] airs, and said that Castlewood was 
pleasanter in Lady Jezebel’s time (as the dowager was called) than 
at present. Some few wore of my mistress’s side. Old Lady 
Blenlrinsop Jointure, who had been at court in King James the 
First’s time, always took her side; and so did old Mistress Crook- 
sliank, Bishop Crookshank’s daughter, of Hoxton, who, with some 
more of their like, pronounced my lady an angel ; but the pretty 
women wore not of this mind; and the opinion of the country 
was, that my lord was tied to his wife’s apron-strings, and that she 
ruled over him. 

The second fight which Harry Esmond had, was at fourteen 
yeai’s of age, with Bryan Hawkshaw, Sir John Hawkshaw’s sou, of 
Bramblebroolc, who advancing this opinion, that my lady was 
jealous, and henpecked my lord, put I-Iarry into such a fury, that 
Harry fell on him, and with such rage, that the other boy, who 
was two years older, and by far bigger than he, had by far tho 
worst of the assault, until it was interrupted by Doctor Tusher 
walking out of the dinner room. ; 

Bryan Hawkshaw got up, bleeding at the nose, having, indeed, 
been surprised, as many a stronger man might have been, by the 
fury of the assault upon him. 

“ You little bastard beggar ! ” he said, “ I’ll murder you for this ! ” 

And indeed hp was big enough. 
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;t Bastard or not,” said the other, grinding his teeth, “ I have a 
couple of swords, and if you like to meet me, as a man, on the 
terrace to-night ” 

And here the Doctor coming up, the colloquy of the young 
champions ended. Very likely, big as ho was, Hawkskaw did not 
care to continue a fight with such a ferocious opponent as this had 


CHAPTER Till. 

AFTER, GOOD FORTUNE COMES EVIL. 

Since my Lady Mary Wortly Montagu brought home the cus- 
tom of inoculation from Turkey (a perilous practice many deem it, 
and only a useless rushing into the jaws of danger), I tlxiuk the 
severity of the small-pox, that dreadful scourge of the world, has 
somewhat been abated in our part of it ; and remembering in my 
time hundreds of the young and beautiful who have been carried 
to the grave, or have only risen from their pillows frightfully scarred 
and disfigured by this malady. Many a sweet face hath left its- 
roses on the bed, on which this dreadful and withering blight has 
laid them. In my early days this pestilence would enter a village 
and destroy half its inhabitants: at its approach it may well be 
imagined not only the beautiful but the strongest were alarmed, 
and those fled who could. One day in the year 1694 (I have good 
reason to remember it), Doctor Tusker ran into Castlewood House, 
with a face of consternation, saying that the malady had made its 
appearance at the blacksmith’s house in tho village, and that one of 
the maids there was down in the small-pox. 

The blacksmith, beside his forgo and irons for horses, had an ale- 
house for men, which Ms wife kept, and his company sate on benches 
before tbc inn door, looking at tbe smithy while they drank their 
beer. Now, there was a pretty girl at this inn, the landlord’s men 
called Nancy Sievewriglit, a bouncing frcsli-looking lass, whose face 
was as red as the hollyhocks over the pales of the garden behind 
the inn. At this time Harry Esmond was a lad of sixteen, and 


somehow in liis walks ancl rambles it often happened that ho fell in. 
with Nancy Sievowright’a bomiy face ; if he did not want some- 
thing done at the blacksmith’s lie would go and drink ale at the 
Three Castles, or find some pretext for seeing this poor Nancy. 
To or thing, Harry meant or imagined no harm ; and she, no doubt, 
as little, but the truth is they were always meeting — in the lanes, 
or by the brook, or at the garden-palings, or about Castlewood : 
it was, “ Lord, Mr. Honry ! ” and “ How do you do, Nancy 1 ” many 
and many a time in the week. ”fis surprising the magnotic attrac- 
tion which draws people together from ever so far. X blush as T. 
think of poor Nancy now, in a red , boddice aucl buxom purple 
cheeks and a canvass petticoat ; and that I devised schemes, and set 
traps, and made speeches in my heart, which I seldom had courage 
to Say when in presence of that humble enchantress, who knew 
nothing beyond milking a cow, and opened her black eyes with 
wonder when I made one of my fine speeches out of Waller or 
Ovid. Poor Nancy ! from the midst of far-off years thine honest 
country face beams out ; and I remember thy kind voico as if I 
had heard it yesterday. 

When Doctor Tnaher brought the nows that the small-pox was 
at the Three Castles, whither a tramper, it was said, had brought 
the malady, Henry Esmond’s first thought was of alarm for poor 
Nancy, and then of shame and disquiet for the Castlewood family, 
lest lie might have brought this infection ; for the truth is that 
Mi’. Harry had beon sitting in a back room for an hour that day, 
where Nancy Sievewright was with a little brother who complained 
of headache, and was lying stupified and crying, either iu a chair 
by the corner of the fire, or in Nancy’s lap, or on mine. 

Little Lady Beatrix screamed out at Dr. Tusher’s news ; and my 
lord cried out “ God bless mo ! ” lie was a brave man, ancl not 
afraid of death iu any shape but this. He was very proud of his 
pink complexion and fair hair — hat the idea of death by small- 
pox scared him beyond all other ends. “ Wo will take the children 
and ride away to-morrow to Walcote ; ” this was my lord’s small 
house, inherited from his mother, near to Winchester. 

“That is the best refuge in case the disease spreads,” said Dr. 
T'isher. “ ’Tis awful to think of it beginning at the alehouse. 
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Half the people of the village have visited that to-day, or the 
blacksmith's, -which is the same thing. My clerk Simons lodges 
with them — I can never go into my reading-desk and have that 
fellow so near me. I won’t have that man near me.” 

“ If a parishioner dying in the small-pox sent to yon, would you 
not go?” asked my lad}-, looking up from her frame of work, with 
her calm blue eyes. 

“By the Lord, I wouldn’t,” said my lord. 

“ We aro not in a popish country : and a sick man doth not ab- 
solutely need absolution and confession,” said the Doctor. “’Tis 
true they are a comfort and a help to him when attainable, and to 
bo administered with hope of good. But in. a case where the life 
of a parish-priest in the midst of his flock is highly valuable to 
thorn, ho is not called upon to risk it (and therewith the lives, fu- 
ture prospects, and temporal, even spiritual welfare of his own 
family) for the sake of a single person, who is not very likely in a 
condition even to understand the religious message whereof the 
priest is the bringer — being uneducated, and likewise stnpified or 
delirious by disease. If your ladyship or his lordship, my excellent 
good friend and patron, were to take it 0 ® ®.” - 

‘■'God forbid ! ” cried my lord. 

“Amen,” continued Dr. Tuslier. “Amen to that prayer, my very 
good lord ! for your sake I would lay my life down ”~and, to judge 
from the alarmed look of the Doctor’s purple face, you would have 
thought that that sacrifice was about to be called for instantly. 

To love children, and be gentle with them, was an instinct, rather 
than a merit, in Henry Esmond, so much so, that he thought almost 
with a sorb of shame of his liking for them, and of the softness into 
which it betrayed him ; and on this day the poor fellow had not 
only had his young- friend, the milkmaid’s brother, on his knee, but 
had been drawing pictures, and telling "stories to the little Frank 
Castlewood, who had occupied the same place for an hour after din- 
ner, and was never tired of Henry’s tales, aud his pictures of soldiers 
and horses. As luck would have it, Beatrix had not on that even- 
ing taken her usual place, which generally she was glad enough to 
have, upon her tutor’s lap. For Beatrix, from the earliest time, 
was jealous of every caress which was given to her little brother 
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Frank. She "would fling away even from tlie maternal arms, if she 
saw Frank had been there before her ; insomuch that Lady Esmond 
was obliged not to show her love for her son in the presence of the 
little girl, and embrace one or the other alone. She would turn 
pale and red with rage if she caught signs of intelligence or affec- 
tion between Esmond and his mother; would sit apart, and not 
speak for a whole night, if she thought the boy had a better fruit 
or a larger cake than hers ; would fling away a ribbon if lie had 
one ; and from the earliest age, sitting up in her little chair by the 
great fireplace opposite to the corner where Lady Castlewood com- 
monly sate at her embroidery, would utter infantine sarcasms about 
the favour shown to her brother. These, if spoken in the presence 
of Lord Castlewood, tickled and amused his humour ; he would pre- 
tend to love Frank best, and dandle and lciss him, and roar with 
laughter at Beatrix’s jealousy. But the truth is, my lord did not , 
often witness these scenes, nor very much trouble the quiet fireside 
at which his lady passed many long evenings. My lord was hunt- 
ing all day when tlie season admitted ; ho frequented all the cock- 
fights and fairs in the country, and would ride twenty miles to see 
a main fought, or two clowns break their heads at a cudgeling 
match ; anil he, liked better to sit in liis parlour drinking ale and 
punch with Jack and Tom, than in his wife’s drawing-room : 
whither, if ho came, he brought only too often blood-shot eyes, a 
hiccuping voice, and a reeling gait. The management of tlie house 
and the property, the care of the few tenants and the village poor, 
V and the accounts of . the estate, were in the hands of his lady and 
her young secretary, Harry Esmond. My lord took charge of the 
stables, the kennel, and . the. cellar — and ho filled this and emptied 
it too. 

So it chanced that upon this vory day, when poor Harry Esmond 
had had the blacksmith’s son, and the peer’s son, alike upon his 
knee, little Beatrix, who: would come to her tutor willingly enough 
with her book and her . writing, had refused him, seeing the place 
occupied by her brother, and, luckily for her, had sate at the further 
end of the room, away from him, playing with a spaniel dog which 
she. had (and for which, by fits and starts, she would take a great 
affection), and talking at Harry Esmond . over her shoulder, as she 


pretended to caress the dog, saying, that Fido would love her, and 
she would love Fido, and nothing hut Fido, all her life. 

When, then, the news was brought that the little boy at the 
Three Castles was ill with the small-pox, poor Harry Esmond felt 
a shock of alarm, not so much for himself as for his mistress’s son* 
whom he might have brought into peril, Beatrix who had pouted 
sufficiently (and who whenever a stranger appeared began, from in- 
fancy almost, to play off little graces to catch his attention), her 
brother being now gone to bed, was for. taking her place upon 
Esmond’s knee : for, though the Doctor was very obsequious to her, 
she did not like him, because he had thick hoots and dirty hands 
(the pert young Miss said), and because she hated learning the 
catechism. 

But as she advanced towards Esmond from the corner where 
sho had been sulking, he started back aud placed the great chair 
on which he was sitting between him and her — saying in the French 
language to Lady Castlewood, with whom the young lad had read 
much, and whom he had perfected iu this tongue — “ Madam, the 
child must not approach me ; I must tell you that I was at tho 
blacksmith’s to-day, and had his little boy upon my lap.” 

“ Where you took my son afterwards,” Lady Castlewood said, 
very angry, and turning red. “ I thank you, sir, for giving him 
such company. Beatrix,” she said in English, “ I forbid you to touch 
Mr. Esmond. Come away, child — come to your room. Come to 
your room — I wish your reverence good-night — and you, sir, had 
you not better go back to your friends at the alehouse 1 ” Her 
eyes, ordinarily so kind, darted flashes of anger as she spoke ; and 
she tossed up help head (which hung down commonly) with the 
mien of a princess. 

“ Hey-day ! ’’ says my lord, who was standing by the fireplace— 
indeed he was in the position to which ho generally came by that 
hour of the evening — “ Hey-day ! Rachel, what are you in a pas- 
sion about 1 Ladies ought never to be in a passion. Ought they, 
Doctor Tnshor ? though it does good to see Rachel in a passion — 
Damme, Lady Castlewood, you look dev’lisli handsome iu a pas- 
sion.” . . 

“ It is, my lord, because Mr. Henry Esmond, having nothing to 
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clb with liis time here, ami not having a taste for our company, has 
been to the alehouse, where he has aome friends” 

tty lord hurst out with a laugh and an oath — “ You young sly- 
boots, you’ve 1 wen at Nancy Sievowriglit. D the young hypo- 

crite, who’d have thought it in him? T say, Tuslier, he’s been 

“Enough, iny lord,” said my lady, “ don’t insult .wo with this 
talk.” 

“ Upon my word,” said poor Harry, ready to cry with shame and 
mortification, <•' the honour of that young person is perfectly un- 
stained for me.” 

“ 0, of course, of course,” says my lord, more and more laughing 
and tipsy. “ Upon his honour, Doctor — Manqy Sieve— — . . 

“Take Mistress Beatrix to bed,” my 'lady cried at this moment 
to Mrs. Tucker her woman, who came in with her ladyship’s tea. 
“ Put her into my room — no, into yours,” she added quickly. 
“ Go, roy child : go, I say : not a word ! ” And Beatrix, quite 
surprised at so sudden a tone of authority from one who was seldom 
accustomed to raise her voice, wont out of the room with a soared 
countenance; and waited even to burst out a-erying, until she got 
to the door with Mrs. Tucker. 

for once her mother took little heed of her sobbing, and con- 
tinued to apeak eagerly— “My lord,” she said, “this young man — 
your dependant— told hie just now in French-lie was ashamed to 
speak in his own language— that he had been at the alehouse all 
day, where he lias had that little wretch who is now ill of the small- 
pox on his knee. And ho comes home reeking from that place—- 
yes, reeking from it — and takes my hoy into his lap without shamo, 
and sits down by mo, yes, by me. He may have killed Frank for 
wliat I knoiv— killed our child. Why was ho brought in to dis- 
grace pur house ? Why is ho here ? Let him go— lot him go, I 
say, to-night, and pollute the place no more.” 

.She had never onoe uttered a syllable of unkindmiss to Ilai'vy 
Esmond ; and her cruel words smote the poor boy, so that lie stood 
for some moments bewildered with grief and rage at the injustice 
of such a stab from such a hand. He turned quite white from red. 


fortune, And as for your boy, if — if my coming nigh to him pol- 
lutes him now, it was not so always. Good-night, my lord. Heaven 
bless you and yours for your goodness to me. I have tired her 
ladyship's Mildness out, and I will go ; ” and, sinking down on his 
knee, Harry Esmond took the rough hand of his benefactor and 
kissed it. 

“He wants to go to the alehouse — let him go,” cried my 
lady. 

“ I’m d d if he shall,” said my lord. “ I didn’t think you 

could be so d d ungrateful, Rachel.” 

Her reply was to burst into a iiood of tears, and to quit the 
room with a rapid glance at Harry Esmond. As my lord not 
hooding them, and still in great good-liumour, raised up his young 
client from his kneeling posture (for a thousand kindnesses had 
caused the lad to revere my lord as a Hither), and put his broad 
hand on Harry Esmond’s shoulder, 

“ She was always so," my lord said ; “ the very notion of a woman 
drives her mad. I took to liquor on that very account, by Jove, 
for no other reason than that ; for she can’t he jealous of a beer- 

barrel or a bottle of rum, can she, Doctor 1 D it, look at the 

maids — -just look at tho maids in the house ’’ (my lord pronounced 
all the words together — ■just-look-at-the-maze-in-the-liouao : jevor- 
see-such-inazo ?) “You wouldn’t take a wife out of Castlewood 
now, would you, Doctor 1 ” and my lord burst out laughing. 

The Doctor, who had been looking at my Lord Castlewood from, 
under his eyelids, said, “ But joking apart, and, my lord, as a divine, 
I cannot treat the subject in a jocular light, nor, ns a pastor of this 
congregation, look with any tiiing but sorrow at the idea of go very 
young a sheep going astray." 

“ Sir,” said young Esmond, bursting out indignantly, “ she told, 
me that you yourself were a horrid old man, and had ottered to kiss 
her in tho dairy." 

“For shame, Henry, "-.cried Doctor Tushor, turning as rod as a 
turkey-cock, while my lord continued to roar with laughter. “ If 
you listen to the falsehoods of an abandoned girl ”—— 

“She is as honest as any woman in England, and as pure for 


die,” cried out Henry, “ and as kind, and as good. .1; or slum 
y r ou to malign her ! ” 

“Far lie it from mo to do no,” cried tlie Doctor. “He 
L'mnt I may In; mistaken in the girl, and in you, sir, who in 
r.rnly precocious genius ; but that is not (ho point at issue at pro 
It appears that the small-pox. broke out in the little boy at 
Throe Castles ; that it was on him when you visited the aloh 
hr your own reasons ; and that you sate with the child for 
time, and immediately afterwards with my young lord.” 
Doctor raised bis voice as lie spoke, and looked towards my 
who had now come back, looking very pale, with a. hamllcerch 
in her hand. 

“ This is all very true, sir,” said Lady Esmond, looking at the you 
man. 

“ ’Tis to be leaved that he may have brought the infection 
him.” 

“ From the alehouse — yes,” said my lady. 

“ D it, I forgot when I collared you, boy,” cried my 

stepping 'book. ‘‘Keep oil', Harry, my boy ; there’s no goo 
running into the wolf’s jaws, you know.” 

My lady looked at him with some surprise, and instantly ad 
ring to Henry Esmond, took Ins hand. ‘\l beg your par 
Henry,” bIio stud; “I spoke, very unkindly. I have, no vigli 
interfere with you — with your” — ■ — • 

My lord broke out into an oath. “Can’t you leave the 
alone, my lady f ” She looked a little red, and faintly pressei 
lad’s hand ns she dropped it. 

“ There is no use, my lord,” she said; “ Frank was on his kn 
ho was making pictures, and was running constantly from H 
to me. The evil is done, if any.” 

“ Not with mo, damme,” cried my lord. “ I’ve, been firnbk 
— and lie lightod his pipe again with a coal — “ and it keej 
infection; and as tlio disease is in the village — plague take i 
would have you leave it. WoTl go to-morrow to Walcott: 
lady.” 

“ I have no fear,” said my lady ; “ 1 may have had it as an in 
it broke out in our house then : and when four of mv sister's h 
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at home, two years before our marriage, I escaped it, and two of my 
dear sisters died.” 

“ I won’t run the risk,” said iny lord ; “ I’m as bold as any mail, 
lint I’ll not bear that.” 

“Take Beatrix with you and go,” said my lady. “For us the 
mischief is done ; and Tucker can wait upon us, who has had the 

“ You take care to choose ’em ugly enough,” said my lord, at 
which her ladyship hung down her head and looked foolish : and 
my lord, calling away Tusher, bade him. come to the oak parlour 
and have a pipe. The Doctor made a low bow to her ladyship (of 
which salaams ho was profuse), and walked off on his creaking 
square-toes after his patron. 

When the lady and the young man were alone, there was a 
silence of some moments, during which he stood at the fire, looking 
rather vacantly at the dying embers, whilst her ladyship busied 
herself with her tambour-frame and needles. 

“ I atn sorry,” she said, after a pause, in a hard, dry voice , — “ I 
repeat .1 am sorry that I showed myself so ungrateful for the safety 
of my son. It was not at all my wish that you should leave us, I 
am sure, unless you found pleasure elsewhere. But you must per- 
ceive, Mi'. Esmond, that at your age, and with your tastes, it is im- 
possible that you can continue to stay upon the intimate footing in 
which you have been in this family. You have wished to go to 
the University, and I think ’tis quite as well that you should be 
sent thither. I did not press this matter, thinking you a child, as 
you are, indeed, in years — quite a child ; and I should never have 
thought of treating you otherwise until — until these circumstances 
came to light. And I shall bog iny lord to despatch you as quick 
as possible : and will go on with Frank’s learning as well as 1 can, 
(l owe my father thanks for a little grounding, and you, I’m sure, 
for muck that you have taught me,) — and — and I wish you a good- 
night, Mr. Esmond.” 

And with this sho dropped a stately curtsey, and, taking her 
caudle, went away through the tapostry door, which led to her 
apartments. Esmond stood by tho fireplace, blankly staring after 
her. Indeed, ho scarce seemed to see until she was gone; and 
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then her imago was impressed upon him, and remained for ever fe- 
ed upon his mommy. . He saw her retreating, the taper lighting 
.itp her marble face, her scarlet lip quivering, niul her shining golden 
hair. He went to his own room, and to bed, whore he tried to 
read, as his custom was; hut lie never know what he was reading 
until afterwards ho remembered the appearance of tins fetters 
of the book (it was in Montaigne’s Essays), and the events of 
the day passed before him— -that is, of the last hour of the day ; 
for as for the ’ morning, and the poor milkmaid yonder, he never 
so- much as once thought. And lie could 'not got to sleep until 
daylight, and woke with a violent headache, and quite nnve- 
freahed. 

Ho had brought the contagion with him from tho Three Castles 
sure enough, and was presently laid up with tho small-pox, which 
spared the Hall 'no more than it did the cottage. 


on a radii ix. 

I HjVVR THU SMAW.-roy, AND X'ninVUlK T,0 U5AV3! OASXUKWOOD. 

When Harry Esmond passed through tho crisis of that 
malady, and returned to health again, hu found that little 
Prank Esmond had also .sudoral and rallied after tho disease, and 
tho lady his mother was down, with it, with a couple more of the 
household “ Jt was a Providence, for which wo all ought to lie thank- 
ful,” Doctor Timber said, “ that my bnly aiid her son were spared, 
syhilo jlcath carried otf tl 10 poor domestics of the house ; ” and re- 
buked Harry for unking, in his simple way — for which we ought 
to he. thankful— -that the servants were killed, or the gentlefolks 
were saved ? Kor could young Esmond agree in the Doctor’s 
vehement protestations to my lady, when he visited her during 
her convalescence, that tlio malady had not in the least impaired 
her charms, and had not been churl enough to injure the fair 
features of the Viscountess of Castlewood, whereas in spite of these 
fine speeches, Harry thought that her ladyship’s beauty was very 


cleared away, they did not, it is true, leave furrows or scars on her 
face (except one, perhaps, on her forehead over her left eyebrow) ; 
but the delicacy of her rosy colour and complexion were gone : her 
eyes had lost their brilliancy, her hair fell, and her face looked 
older. It was as if a coarse hand had rubbed off the delicate tints 
of that ; sweet picture, and brought it, as one has seen unskilful 
painting-cleaners do, to the dead colour. Also, it must be owned, 
that for a year or two after the malady, her ladyship’s nose was 
swollen and redder. 

There would be no need to mention these trivialties, but that 
they actually influenced many lives, as trifles will in the world, 
where a gnat often plays a greater part than an elephant, and a 
mole-hill, as we know in King William’s case, can upset an' 
empire. When Tusher in his courtly way (at which Harry 
Esmond always chafed and spoke scornfully) vowed aud pro- 
tested that my lady’s face was none the worse — the lad broke 
out and said, “ It is worse : and my mistress is not noar so hand- 
some as she was;” on which poor Lady Esmond gave a rueful 
smile, and a look into a little Venice glass she had, which 
showed her I suppose that what the stupid boy said was only 
too true, for she turned away from the glass and her eyes filled 
with tears. 

The sight of theso in Esmond’s heart always created a sort 
of rage of pity, aud seeing them on the face of the lady whom 
ho loved host, the young blunderer sank down on his knees, 
and besought her to pardon him, saying that he was a fool and 
an idiot, that he was a brute to make such a speech, lie who 
had caused her malady, and Doctor TnBher told him that a bear 
ho was indeed, and a bear ho would remain, at which speech 
poor young Esmond was so dumb-strickcn that he did not even 
growl. 

“ He is my hear, aud I will not have him baited, Doctor,” my 
lady said, patting her hand kindly on the boy’s head, as ho was 
still kneeling at her feet. “How your hair has come off! And 
mine, too,” she added with another sigh. 

“ It is not for myself that I cared,” my lady said to Harry, when 
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the Parson Had taken liis leave ; ifbut am I very much 'changed 1 
Alas ! I fear ’tis too true,” 

“ Madam, you have the dearest, and kindest, and sweetest face 
in the world, I think,’’ the lad said; and indeed he thought and 
thinks so. 

“Will my lord think so when ho comes back?” the lady asked 
with a sigh, and another look at her Vcn ice glass. “ Suppose lie 
should tlviuk as you do, sir, that .1. am hideous— yes, you said 
hideous — he will ceaso to care for me. ’Tis all men care for . in 
women, our little beauty. Why did ho seloet me from among 
my sisters 1 ’Tvyas only for that. We reign but for a day or two : 
aild be sure that Yashti knew Esther was coming.” 

“ Madam,” said Mr. Esmond, “ Ahasuorus was the Grand Turk, 
and to change was the manner of his country, and according to his 

“ You are all Grand Turks for that matter,” said my lady, “ or 
Would be if you could. Come Frank, come my child. You, are 
well, praised bo Heaven. Your locks are not thinned by this 
dreadful small-pox : nor your poor face scarred — is it, my angel?” 

Frank began to shout and whimper at the idea of such a misfor- 
tune, I’rop tho vory earliest time the young lord had been taught 
to admire Ids beauty by Ids mother : and esteemed it, as highly as. 
any reigning toast valuod liers. 

One day, as he ldmself was recovering from his fever and illness, 
a pang of something like shame shot across young Esmond’s breast, 
as he remembered that lie had never once, during his illness, given, 
a thought to the poor girl at the smithy, whoso red Chocks but tv 
month ago lie had been so eager to see. Poor Nanay ! her checks 
had shared the fate, of roses, and wero withered now. She had 
taken tho illness on the same day with Esmond — -she and her 
brother were both dead of the small-pox, and buried under the 
Castle wood yew-trees. There was no bright face looking now front, 
the garden, or to cheer the old smith at his lonely fireside. Esmond 
would have liked to have kissed her in her shroud, (like the lass in 
Mr. Prior’s pretty poem :) but she rested many foot below the 
, ground, when Esmond after Jxis malady first: trod on it. 

Doctor Tusher brought the nows of this calamity, about which 


Harry Esmond longed to ask, but did not like. Ho said almost 
the whole village had been stricken with the pestilence ; seventeen 
persons were dead of it, among them mentioning the names of poor 
Nancy and her little brother. He did not fail to say how thank- 
ful we survivors ought to be. It being this man’s business to flat- 
ter and make sermons, it must be owned he was most industrious 
in it, and was doing the one or the other all day, 

And so Naucy was gone ; and Harry Esmond blushed tliat lie 
had not a single tear for her, and fell to composing an elegy in 
Latin verses over the rustic little beauty. He bade the Dryads 
mourn and the river-nymphs deplore her. As her father followed 
the calling of Vulcan, ho said that surely she was like a daughter 
of Terms, though Sievewright’s wife was an ugly shrew, as he re- 
membered to have heard afterwards. He made a long face, but, 
in truth, felt scarcely more sorrowful than a mute at a funeral. 
These first passions of men and women are mostly, abortive ; and 
are dead almost before they are bora, Esmond could repeat, to 
his last day, some of tlie doggvel lines in which his muse bewailed 
his pretty lass ; not without shame to remember how bad the 
verses were, • and how good lie thought them ; how false the grief, 
and yet liow lie was rather proud of it. 'Tis an error, surely, to 
talk of the simplicity of youth. I think no persons are more 
hypocritical, and have a more affected behaviour to one another, 
than the young. They doceivo themselves and each other with 
artifices that do not impose upon men of the world ; and so we get 
to understand truth bettor, and grow simpler as we grow older. 

When my lady hoard of the fate which had befallen poor Naucy, 
she said nothing so long as Tuahor was by, but wlieu ho was gone, 
she took Harry Esmond’s hand and said— - 

“ Harry, I beg youv pardon for those cruel words I used on the night 
you were taken ill. I am shocked at the fnto of the poor creature, 
and am sure that nothing had happened of that with which, in ray 
auger, 1 charged you. A nd the very first day wo go out, youmust take 
me to the blacksmith, and wo must sec if tlioro is any thing I can 
do to console the poor old man. Poor man ! to lose both his 
children ! "What should I do without mine !” 

And this was, indeed, the very first walk which my lady took, 
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leaning on Esmond’s' arm, after lier illness. But her visit broug 
no consolation to the old father; and he allowed no softness, or < 
sire to speak. The Lord gave and took away,” ho said; and 
knew what His servant’s duty was. Ho wanted for nothing — h 
now than ever before, as there were fewer mouths to feed. I 
wished her ladyship and Master Esmond good-morning — lie h 
grown tall in liis illness, and was but very little marked ; and w.i 
this, and a surly bow, he went in from the. smithy to the liou: 
leaving iny lady, somewhat silenced and shamefaced, at the dot 
'He had a handsome stone put up for his two children, which m 
be seen' in Castlewood cliurobyard to this very day ; and befort 
year was out his own name was upon the stone. In the preset 
of Death, that sovereign ruler, a woman’s coquetry is scared ] a: 
her jealousy will hardly pass the boundaries of that grim kingdo: 
’Tis entirely of the oarth that passion, and expires in the cc 
blue air, beyond our sphere. 

At length, when the danger was quite over, it Was announc 
that my lord and Ids daughter would return. Esmond well i 
numbered the day. The lady, his mistress, was in a Hurry of fea 
before my lord came, she went into her room, and returned from 
witixTodfloned checks. Her fate was about to bo decided. II 
beauty was gone — was her reign, too, over 1 A minute would H 
My lord came riding over the bridge — he could bo soon from t 
great window, clad in scarlet, and mounted on Lis grey .hackney 
liis little daughter ambled by him in a bright riding-dress of hh 
on a shining chestnut horse. My lady leaned against the gre 
mantelpiece, looking on, with one hand on her heart — she seem 
only thouiore pale for those red marks oil cither cheek. She p 
her handkerchief to her eyes, and withdrew it, laughing hystei 
eally— the cloth was quite red with the rouge when she took 
away. She ran to her room again, and came hack with pa 
cheeks and red eyes— her son in her hand— just as my lord entere 
accompanied by young Esmond, who had gone out to meet li 
protector, and to hold his stimip as ho descended from how 
back. 

? What, Harry, boy!” my lord said, good-naturedly, “ you lot 
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beauty, aud your wide- of the house hadn't never too much of it — 
ho; ho !” 

Ami he laughed, and sprang to the ground with no small agility, 
looking handsome and red, with a jolly face and brown hair, like a 
beef-, outer; Esmond kneeling again, as soon as his patron had 
descended, performed his homage, and thou went to greet tho little 
Beatrix, ancl help her from her horse. 

Fie ! how yellow you look,” she said ; “ ancl there are one, two, 
ml holes in your face;” which, indeed, was very true; Horry 
Esmond’s harsh countenance bearing, as long as it continued to bo 
a human face, the marks of the disease. 

My lord laughed again, in high good-humour. 

“D it! - ’ said he, with one of his usual oaths, “the little 

slut sees every thing, She saw the Dowager’s paint t’other day, 
and asked her why she wore that red stuff— didn’t you, Trix 1 and 
the tower; and St. James’s; and the play; and the Prince George., 
and tho Princess Ann — didn’t you, Trix?” 

“ They are both very fat, and smelt of brandy,” the child said. 

Papa roared with laughing. 

“ Brandy 1” ho said. “ And how do you know, Miss Pert?” 

“ Because your lordship smells of it after supper, when I embrace 
you before you go to bed,” said the young lady, who, indeed, was 
as pert as her father said, and looked as beautiful a litfclo gipsy as 
eyes ever gazed on. 

“ And now for my lady,” said my lord, going up tho stairs, and 
passing under the tapestry curtain that hung before the drawing- 
room door. Esmond remembered that noble iiguro handsomely 
arrayed in scarlet. Within the last few months he himself had 
grown from a boy to be a man, and with his figure, his thought;', 
had shot tip, and grown manly. 

My lady’s countenance, of which Harry Esmond was accustomed 
to watch the changes, and with a solicitous, affection to note and 
interpret the signs of gladness or cure, wore a sad and depressed 
look for many weeks after her lord’s return: daring which it 
seemed as if, by caresses and entreaties, she strove to win him back 
from some ill-humour he had, and which he did not choose to 
throw off! In her eagerness to please him she practised a hundred 
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of those arts which had formerly: charmed him, hut which seemed 
now to have lost their potency. Her songs did not amuse him; 
and tslio hushed thorn and the children when in his presence. 
My lord sat silent at his dinner, drinking greatly, his lady opposite 
to him, looking furtively at his face, though also speechless. Her 
silence annoyed him as much as her speech ; and he would peevishly, 
and with an oath, ask her why she held her tongue and looked so 
glum, or he would roughly check her when speaking, and bid her 
not talk nonsense. It seemed as if, since Ms return, nothing she 
could do or say could please him. 

When, a master and mistress are at strife in a house, the subordi- 
nates in the family take the one side or the other. Harry Esmond 
(■stood in so great fear of my lord, that he would run a league bare- 
foot to do a message for him; hut Ms attachment for Lady Esmond 
was such a passion of grateful regard, that to spare her a grief, or 
to do her a service, ho would have given his life daily ; and it was 
by the very depth and intensity of this regard that he began to 
divine how unhappy his adored lady’s life was, and that a secret 
caro (for she never spoke of her anxieties) was weighing upon her. 

Gan any one, who has passed through the world and watched 
the nature of men and women there, doubt what had befallen her? 
I have seen, to bo sure, sorno people carry down with them into 
old ago the actual bloom of their youthful love, and I know that 
Mr. Thomas Parr lived to be a hundred and sixty years old. But, 
for all that, threescore and ten is the ago of men, and few get 
; beyond it; and ’tis cortain that a man who marries for mere beaux 
m my lord did, considers his part-pf the contract at end when 
the woman ceases to. fulfil hors, and his love does not survive her 
beauty. I know ’tis often otherwise, I say; and can think (as 
most men in their own experience may) of many a house, where, 
lighted in early years, tho sainted lamp of love hath never been 
extinguished ; but so there is Mr. Parr, and so there is tho great 
giant at the fair that is eight foot high — exceptions to men— and 
that poor lamp whereof I speak, that lights at first the nuptial 
■chamber, is extinguished .by a hundred winds and draughts down 
■ the chimney, or sputters out for want of feeding. And then — • 
lihhdthoaitis Ghloe; ; m:4lfodar^:St(afcawako, and Streplmnliioring 
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; unheeding,;. jcat-,.viee-tiei^,Jtas- poor Streghon that has married a 
| heartless jilt, and awoke out of that absurd vision of conjugal 
i felicity, which wa3 to last for ever, and is over like any other 
> dream. One and other has made his bod, and so must lie in it, 
until that final day when life ends, and they sleep separate. 

About this time young Esmond, who had a knack of stringing 
verses, turned some of Ovid’s epistles into rhymes, and brought 
them to his lady for her delectation. Those which treated of for- 
saken women touched her inunensdy* Harry remarked j and when 
CEnone called after Paris, .. and Medea hade Jason come hack 
again, the lady of Castlewood sighed, and said she thought that 
part of the verses was the most pleasing.' Indeed, she would 
have chopped up the Dean, her old father, in order to bring 
her husband hack, again. But her beautiful Jason was gone, 
as beautiful Jasons will go, and the poor enchantress had never a 
spell to keep him. . 

My lord was only sulky as long as his wife’s anxious face or be- 
haviour seemed to upbraid him. When she had got to master 
these, and to show an outwardly cheerful countenance and behaviour, 
her husband’s good-humour returned partially, and he swore and 
stormed no longer at dinner, hut laughed somotimes, ancl yawned 
unrestrainedly ; absenting himself often from home, inviting more 
company thither, passing the greater part of his days in the hunt- 
ing-field, or over the bottlo as before ; hut, with this difference, 
that the poor wife could no longer see now, as she had done formerly, 
the light of love kindled in his eyes. lie was with her, hut that 
flame was out ; and that once welcome beacon no more shone there. 

■What were this lady’s feelings when forced to admit the truth 
whereof her foreboding glass had given her only too true warning, 
that with her beauty her reign had ended, and the days of her love 
were over 1 What does a seaman do in a storm if mast and rudder 
are carried away 1 He ships a jurymast, and steers as ho best can 
with an oar. What happens if your roof falls in a tempest ! After 
the first stun of tho calamity tho sufferer starts up, gropes around 
to see that the children are safe, and puts them under a shed out 
of the rain. If the palace burns down, you take shelter in the 
ham. What man’s life is not overtaken by one or more of these 


tornadoes that send us out of the course, aud fling us on rocks to 
shelter as best wo may ? 

When Lady Gastlcwood found that her great ship had gone down, 
she began as best she might, after she hail rallied from the effects 
of the loss, to put out small ventures of happiness j and hope for 
little gains and returns, as a merchant on 'Change, indmMs pern- 
vtifant-pafo having'lost his thousands, embarks a few guineas upon 
the next ship. She laid out her all upon her children, indulging 
them beyond all measure, as was inevitable with one of her ldnd- 
liess of disposition; giving all her thoughts to thoir welfare — 
learning, that sho might teach thorn, and improving her own many 
natural gifts and feminino accomplishments, that she might impart 
them to her young ones. To be doing good for some one else, is the 
life of most good women. They are exuberant of kindness, as it were, 
and must impart it to some one. She made herself a good scholar 
of French, Italian, and Latin, having been grounded in these by 
her father in her youth : hiding those gifts from her husband out 
of fear, perhaps, that they should offend him, for my lord was no 
bookman— -pish’d and palm’d at the notion of learned ladies, and 
would have been angry that his wife could construe out of a Latin 
hook of which he could scarce understand two words. Young Esmond 
>v.h usher, or house tutor, under her or over her, as it miglibhappen. 
During my lord’s many absences, these school-days would go on 
uninterruptedly : the mother and daughter learning with surprising 
quickness ; the latter by fits and starts only, and as suited her way- 
ward humour. As for the little lord, it, he owned that ho 

took after his father in the matter of learning-liked marbles and 
play, and the great horse, mid the little one which his father brought 
him,’ and on which lie took him out a-huuting— a great deal hotter 
than Cordevius and Lily ; marshalled the village boys, and had a 
little, court of them, already flogging them, and domineering over 
them with a fine imperious spirit, that made his father laugh when 
he beheld it, and his mother fondly warn him. The cook had a 

ju, the woodman had two, the big lad at the porter’s lodge took 
his cull's and his orders. Doctor Tusher said he was a young noble- 
man of gallant spirit ; and Harry Esmond, who was his tutor, and 
. omlit years his little lordship's senior, had hard work sometimes 


to keep Iris own temper, aucl hold Iris authority over his rebellions 
little chief and kinsman. 

In a Couple of years after that calamity had befallen, which had 
robbed Lady Castlewood of a little — a very little — of her beauty, 
anil her careless husband’s heart (if the truth must be told, my lady 
had found not only that her reign was over, but tliat her successor 
was appointed, a Princess of a noble house in Drury Lane somewhere, 
who was installed and visitod by my lord at the town eight miles 
off- — pudet hcec opprobria dicere nobis ) — a great change had taken 
place in her mind, which, by struggles only known to herself, at 
least never mentioned to any one, and unsuspected by the person 
who caused the pain she endured — had been schooled into such a 
condition as she could not very likely have imagined possible a 
score of months since, before her misfortunes had begun. 

She had oldened in that time as people do who suffer silently 
great mental pain ; and learned much that she had never suspected 
before. She was taught by that ' bitter teacher Misfortune. A. 
child, the mother of other children, hut two years back her lord 
Was a God to her ; his words her law ; his smile her sunshine ; 
his lazy commonplaces listened to eagerly, as if they were words 
of wisdom— all his wishes and freaks obeyed with a servile devo- 
tion. She had been my lord’s chief slave and blind worshipper. 
Some women bear farther than this, and submit not only to neglect 
but to unfaithfulness too — but here this lady’s allegiance had failed 
her. Her spirit rebelled and disowned any more obedience. First 
she had to bear in; secret the passion of losing the adored object 
then to get, a farther initiation, and to find this worshipped being 
was hut a clumsy idol: then to admit the silent truth, that it was 
she was superior, and not the monarch her master ; that she had 
thoughts which his brains could never master, and was the better 
of the two ; quite separate from my lord although tied to him, and 
bound as almost all people (save a very happy few) to work all her 
life alone. My lord sat in iris chair, laughing his laugh, cracking 
his joke, his face flushing witli wino — my lady iu her place over 
against him— he never suspecting that his superior was there, in 
the calm resigned lady, cold of manner, with downcast eyes. ' When 
ho was merry in his cups, he would make jokes about her coldness, 
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and, “D it,. now my lady is gone, we will have t’other bottle,” 

he would Bay. He was frank enough in telling his thoughts, such, 
ns they were. There, was little mystery about my lord’s words or 
actions. His fitir Itosamoud did not live in a labyrinth, like the 
lady of Mr, Addison’s opera, but paraded with painted cheeks and 
a tipsy retinue in the -country town. Had she a mind to be re- 
ivengedj Lady Castlewood could have .found the way to her rival’s 
fhouse; easily enough; and, if she had come with bowl and dagger, 
Would have been routed off the ground by the enemy with a volley, 
t>f Billingsgate, which the fair person always kept by her. 

Meanwhile, it has been said, that for Ilariy- Esmond his bene- 
factress’s sweet lace had lost none of its charms. It had always the 
kindest of looks and smiles for him — smiles, riot so gay and artless 
perhaps as those which Lady Castlewood had formerly worn, when, 
a child herself; playing with her children, her husband’s pleasure 
und authority were all she thought of; but out of lior griefs and 
cares, as will happen I think when those trials fall upon a kindly 
heart, and aro not too unbearable, grow up a iiumbor of thoughts 
and excellences which ’ had never come into existence, had not her 
- sorrow and misfortunes engendered them. Sure, occasion is the 
father of most that is good in us, As'you have seen the awkward 
lingers and clumsy tools of a prisoner cut and fashion the most deli- 
cate little pieces of carved work; or achieve the. most prodigious 
underground labours, and cut through walls of masonry, and 
saw iron bars and fetters; ’tis misfortune that awakens ingenu- 
ity, or fortitude, : or endurance, in hearts where these qualities 
had never come to life but for the circumstance, which gave them 
a being. 

■“.’•Twos after Jason left her, no doubt,” Lady Castlewood once 
said with one of her smiles to : yoting Esmond (who was reading to 
her , a version of certain linos out of Euripides), “ that Medea be- 
came a learned wonianand a great enchantress.” 

“And she could conjure the stars out of Heaven,” the young 
tutor added, “ but she could not bring Jason back again.” 

“ What do you mean i ” asked my lady, very angry. 

Indeed I mean nothing,’’ said the other, “save wluit I’ve read 
in books. What should I know about such matters '? I have seen 


no woman save you and little Beatrix, and the parson’s wife and 
my late mistress, and your ladyship’s woman hero.” 

“ The men who wrote your hooks,” says my lady, “your Horaces, 
and Ovids, aucl Virgils, as far as I know of them, all thought ill of 
us, as all the heroes they wrote about used us basely. We were 
bred to bo slaves always ; and even of our own times, as you. are 
still the only lawgivers, I tliink our sermons seem to say that the 
best woman is she who bears her master’s chains most gracefully. 
’Tis a pity there are no nunneries permitted by our church : 
Beatrix and I would fly to one, and end our days in peace there 
away from you.” 

“ And is there no slavery in a convent 1 ” says Esmond. 

“At least if women are slaves there, no one sees them,” answered 
the lady. “ They don’t work in street-gangs with tho public to jeer 
them : and if they suffer, suffer in private. Hero comes my lord 
homo from hunting. Take away the books. My lord does not 
love to, see them. Lessons are over for to-day, Mr. Tutor.” And 
with a curtsey and a smile she would end this sort of colloquy. 

Indeed “ Mr. Tutor,” as my lady called Estuond, had how busi- 
ness enough on his hands in Castlowood House. He had throe 
pupils, his lady and her two children, at whose lessons she would 
always be present; besides writing my lord’s letters, and arranging 
his accompta for him — when these could be get from Esmond’s in- 
dolent patron. 

Of the pupils the two young people were but lazy scholars, and 
as my lady would admit no discipline such as was then in use, my 
lord’s son only learned what lie liked, which was but little, and 
never to his life’s end could be got to construo more than six lines 
of Virgil. Mistress Beatrix chattered French prettily from a very 
early age ; and sang sweetly, but this was from her mother’s teach- 
ing — not Harry Esmond’s, who could scarce distinguish between 
Green Sleeves and Lillabulloro j although lie had no greater delight 
in life than to hear the ladies sing. He sees them now, (will he 
ever forget them 1 ) as they used to sit together of the summer 
evenings — the two golden heads over tho page — the child’s little 


But if the children were cureless, ’twas a, wonder liow eagerly the 
mother learned from her young tutor — and taught him too. The 
happiest instinctive faculty was this lady’s — a faculty for discerning 
latent beauties and hidden graces of books, especially hooks of 
poetry, as in a walk she would, spy- -out' field-flowers and make posies 
of them, such as no other hand could. She was a critic not by 
reason bub by feeling ; the sweetest commentator of those books 
they read together ; and the happiest hours of young Esmond’s life, 
perhaps, were those past iii the company of this hind mistress and 
her children. 

These, happy days wore to end soon, however; and it was by tin* 
Lady Castlewood’s own decree that they were brought to a conclu- 
sion, It happened about Christmas-time, Harry Esmond being 
now past sixteen years of age, that his old comrade, adversary, and 
friend, Tom Tasker, returned from his school in London, a Mr, 
well-grown, and sturdy lad, who was about to enter college, Avith 
an exhibition from his school, and a prospect of after promotion in 
the church. Tom Tuslier’s talk was of nothing hut Cambridge, 
now; and the boys, who wore good friends, examined each- other 
eagerly "about their progress ixi hooks. Tom had learned some 
Greek and Hebrew, besides Latin, in wluoh lie was pretty well 
skilled, aucl also had given himself to mathematical studies under 
his father’s guidance, who was a proficient in those sciences, of 
which Esmond know nothing, nor could ho write Latin so well as 
T 0111, though he could talk it better, having beeti taught by his 
dear friend the Jesuit Father, for whose memory the lad ever iv- 
iainud tho warmest affection, reading Ms books, keeping his sword -s 
clean in the little crypt where the Father had shown them to 
Esmond on the night of his visit ; and often of a night sitting in 
theehaplain’s room, which heinhabited, over his books, his verses, 
and rubbish, with which tho lad occupied himself) lie would look 
up at the window, flunking ho wished it might open and let in the 
good Father, Ho had come and passed away like a dream; but 
for the swords and: books Harry might almost think the Father 
. was an imagination of his mind~and for two letters which had 
come to him, one from abroad fnll of advice and affection, another 
soon after he had been confirmed by the Bishop of Hexfcon, in which 
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Father Holt deplored his falling away. But Harry Esmond felt so 
confident now of liis being in the right, and of his own powers as a 
casuist, that he thought he was able to face tlie Father himself in 
argument, and possibly convert him. 

To work upon the faith of her young pupil, Esmond’s kind mis- 
tress sent to the library of her father the Dean, who had been dis- 
tinguished in the disputes of the late king’s reign ; and, an old 
soldier now, had hung up his weapons of controversy. These ho 
took down from his shelves willingly for young Esmond, whom he 
benefited by his own personal advice and instruction. It did not 
require much persuasion to induce the boy to worship with his be- 
loved mistress. And the good old nonjuring Dean flattered himself 
•with a conversion which in truth was owing to a much gentler and 
fairer persuader. 

" Under her ladyship’s kind eyes (my lord’s being sealed in. sleep 
pretty generally), Esmond read many volumes of the works of the 
famous British Divines of the last age, and was familiar with Waite 
And Sherlock, with Stillingfieet and Patrick. I-Iis mistress never 
tired to listen or to read, to pursue the text with fond comments, 
to urge those points which her fancy dwelt on most, or her reason 
deemed most important. Since the death of her father the Dean, 
this lady hath admitted a certain latitude of theological reading, 
■which her orthodox father would never have allowed phis favourite 
writers appealing more to reason and antiquity than to the passions 
or imaginations of their readers, so that the works of Bishop 
Taylor, nay, those of Mr. Baxter and Mr. Law, have in reality found 
more favour with my Lady Castlewood than the severer volumes 
of our great English schoolmen. 

In later life, at the University, Esmond re-opened the contro- 
versy, and pursued it in a very different manner, when his patrons 
had determined for him that he was to embrace the ecclesiastical, 
life. Bub though his mistress’s heart was in this calling, his own 
never was much. After that first fervour of simple devotion, 
which his beloved Jesuit -priest had inspired in him, speculative 
theology took but little hold upon the young man’s mind. "When 
Iris early credulity was disturbed, and his saints and virgins 
taken out of his worship, to rank little higher than the divinities 
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of Olympus, liis belief became acquiescence) rather than ardour; 
aiict lie made his mind up to assume the cassock and bauds, as 
another man. does to wear a breast-plate and jnok-boots, or to 
mount a merchant’s desk for a livelihood, and from obedience and 
necessity, rather than from choice. There were scores of such men 
in Mr. Esmond’s time at the universities, who were going to the 
church with no better calling than his. 

When Thomas Tusher was gone, a feeling of no small depression 
and disquiet fell upon young Esmond, of which, though he did not 
complain;, his kind mistress must have divined the cause : for soon 
after she showed not only that she understood the reason of Harry’s 
melancholy, but could provide a remedy for it. Her habit was 
thus to watch, unohservedly, those to whom duty or affection 
hound her, and to prevent their designs, or to fulfil them, when she 
had the power. It was this lady’s disposition to think kindnesses, 
anti devise silent bounties, and to scheme beuevoleiice for those 
about her. We take such goodness, for the most part, as if it was 
our due ; tlxo Marys who bring ointment tor our feet get but little 
thanks. Some of us never feel this devotion at all, or are moved 
by it to gratitude or acknowledgment ; others only recall it year.; 
after, when the days are past in which those sweet kindnesses were 
spent on us, and we offer back our return for iho debt by a poor 
tardy payment of tears, Then forgotten tones of love recur to ns, 
and kind glances shine out of tlio past — Oh so bright and clear !— 
Oh so longed after I — be'eauso they aro out of reach ; as holiday 
music from withinaide a prison wall— or sunshine seen through the 
bars ; more prized bcoause unattainable — more bright because of 
the contrast of present darkness and solitude, whence there is no . 
escape, .. . • 

All the notice, then, which Lady Castlowood seemed to take 
of Harry Esmond’s melancholy, upon Tom Tusker's departure, was, 
by a gaiety uuusual to lier, to attempt to dispel his gloom. She 
made his three scholars (herself being the chief one) more cheerful 
than ever they had been before, and more docile too, all of them 
learning and reading much more than they had been accustomed 
to do. “For who knows,”, said the lady, “what may happen, and 
whether we may bo able to keep, sneh a learned tutor long? ” 
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Frank Esmond said lie for liis part did 110b want to learn 
any more, and cousin Harry might shut up his book when- 
ever he liked, if he would come out a-fishing ; and little 
Beatrix declared she would send for Tom Tusher, and he 
would bo glad enough to come to Castlewood, if Harry chose 
to go away. 

At last cornea a messenger from Winchester one day, bearer of a 
letter with a great black seal from the Dean there, to aay that his 
sister was dead, and had left her fortune of £2000 among her six 
nieces, the Doan’s daughters ; and many a time since has Harry 
Esmond recalled the flushed face and eager look wherewith, after 
this intelligence, his kind lady regarded him. .She clid not pretend 
to any grief about tho deceased relative, from whom she and her 
family had boon many years parted. 

When my lord heard of tho news, he also did not make any very 
Jong face. “ The money will como very handy to furnish the 
music-room and tho cellar, which is getting low, and buy youir 
ladyship a coach and a couple of horses that will do indifferent to 
ride or for the coach. And Beatrix, you shall have a spinnot : and 
-Frank, you shall have a little horse from Hexton Fair ; and Harry, 
you shall have five pounds to buy some books,” said my lord, who 
was generous with his own, and indeed with other folks’ money. 
“ I wish your aunt would die once a year, Rachel ; we could spend 
your money, and all your sisters’, too.” 

“I have hut one aunt — and — and I have another use for tho 
money, my lord,” says my lady, turning veiy red. 

“Another use, my dear ; and what do you know about money '1 ” 
cries my lord. “ And what the devil is there that I don’t give 
you which you want ?” 

“ I intend to give this monoy — can’t you fancy how, my lord 1 ” 

My lord swore one of his largo oaths that he did not know in 
the least what she meant. 

“ I intend it for Harry Esmond to go to College. — Cousin 
Harry,” says my lady, “ you mustn’t stay longer in this dull place, 
but make a name to yourself and for us too, Harry.” 

“ D — n it, Harry’s well enough here,” says my lord, for a mo- 
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“Is Harry going away ? You don’t meau to say you will go 
away ?” Ory out Frank and Beatrix at ono breath. 

“ But lie will come back : and this will always be bis borne ” 
cries my lady, with blue eyes looting a celestial kindness : “and 
his scholars will always love him ; won’t they ? ” 

“ By G-— -d, Rachel, you’re a good woman ! ” says my lord, seizing 
my lady’s hand, at which she blushed very much, and shrank back, 
putting her children before her. “ I wish you joy, my kinsman,” 
he continued, giving Harry Esmond a hearty slap on the shoulder, 
‘?I won’t baulk your luck. Go to Cambridge, boy; and when 
Tusker dies you shall have the; living hero, if you are not better 
provided by that time. We’ll famish the dining-room and buy the 
horses another year. I’ll give then a nag out of -the stable : take 
any one except my hack and the bay gelding and the coach-horses ; 
and God speed thee, my boy ! ” 

“Have the sorrel, Hariy ; ’tis a good ono. Father says ’tis the 
best in the stable,” says little Finnic, clapping his hands, and 
jumping up. “ Lot’s come and see him in the stable.” And the 
other, in his delight and eagerness, was for leaving the room that 
instant to arrange about his journey. 

The Lady Castlowood looked after him with sad penetrating 
glances. “ Ho wishes to be gone already, my lord,” said she to her 
husband. 

Tim young man hung back abashed, " Indeed, I would stay for 
over, if your ladyship bade me,” he said, 

“And thou wouklat he a fool for thy pains, kinsman,” said my 
lord. “ Tut, tut, man. Go and see the world. Sow thy wild 
oats ; and take the host luck that Fate scuds thee. I wish I were 
a hoy again that I might goto college, and taste the Truruping- 
ton ale.” 

“ Ours, indeed is but a dull home,” cries my lady, with a little 
of sadness, and may ho of satire, in her voice : “an old glum 
house, half ruined, and the rest only half furnished; a woman 
rtiid two children are but. poor company for mon that are ac- 
customed to bettor. We are only fit to lie your worship’s hand- 
maids, and your pleasures must of necessity lie elsewhere than 
at home.” 
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“ Curse me, Rachel, if I know now whether thou art in earnest 
or not,” said ray lord. 

“ In earnest, my lord ! ” says she, still clinging by one of her 
children. “ Is there much subject here for joke 1 ” And she made 
him a grand curtsey, and, giving a stately look to Harry Esmond, 
•which seemed to say, “ Remember ; you understand me, though he 
does not,” she loft the room with her children. 

« Since she found out that confounded Hexton business,” ray- 
lord said — “ and he hanged to them that told her ! — she has not 
been the same woman. She, who used to bo as humble as a milk- 
maid, is as proud asi a princess,” says my lord. “ Take ray counsel, 
Harry Esmond, and keep clear of women. Since I have had any- 
thing to do with tiie jades, they have given me nothing but dis- 
gust. I had a wife at Tangier, with whom, as she couldn’t speak 
a word of my language, you’d have thought I might lead a quiet 
life. But she tried to poison me, because she was jealous of a Jew 
girl. There was your aunt, for aunt she is — aunt Jezehel, a pretty 
life your father led with hsr, and here’s my lady. When I saw her 
on a pillion riding behind the Dean her fathor, she looked and was 
such a baby, that a sixpenny doll might have pleased her. And 
now yon see what she is — hands off, highty-tighty, high and 
mighty, an empress couldn’t he grander. Pass us the tankard, 
Harry, my boy. A mug of beer and a toast, at mom, says my 
host. A toast and a mug of boor at noon, says my dear. D-— n it, 
Polly loves a mug of ale, too, and laced with brandy, by Jove !” 
Indeed, I suppose they drank it together; for my lord was often 
thick in his speech at mid day-dinner; and at night at supper, 
speechless altogether. 

Harry Esmond’s departure resolved upon, it seemed as if the 
Lady Castlewood, too, rejoiced to lose him ; for more than once, 
when tlio lad, ashamed perhaps at his own secret eagerness to go 
away (at any rate stricken with sadness at the idea of leaving those, 
from whom lie had received so many proofs of love and kindness 
inestimable), tried to express to his mistress his sense of gratitude 
to her, and his sorrow at quitting those who had so sheltered and 
tended a nameless and houseless orphan, Lady Castlewood *ent 
short his protests of love and jiis lamentations, and would hear of 
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sio grief; but only look forward to Harry’s fame and prospects in 
life. “ Our little legacy will keep you for four years like a gentle- 
man. Heaven’s Providence, your own genius, industry, honour, 
must do the rest for you. Castlewood will always be a homo for 
you ; and these children, whom you h ave taught and loved, will not 
forget to love yott. And Harry,” said site (and this was. the only 
time when she spoke with a tear in her eye, or a tremor in her 
voice), “it may happen in the course of nature that I shall be 
called away from them : and their father — and— and they will 
need true friends and protectors. Promise me that yon will be 
true to them — as — as I think I have been to you— -and a mothers 
fend prayer and blessing go with you.” 

“So help me God, madam, I will,” said Harry Esmond, falling 
on his knees, and kissing the hand of his dearest mistress. “If 
you will have me stay now, I will. What matters whether or no 
I make my way in life, or whether a poor bastard dies as unknown 
as lie is now ? ’Tis enough that I have your love and kindness 
surely ; and to make you happy is duty enough for me.” 

“Happy!” says sho; “ but indeed I ought to ha, with my 
children, and” — - 

“Not happy!” cried Esmond (for ho knew what her lifts was, 
though lie and his mistress never spoke a word concerning it). 
“ If not happiness, it may be ease. Lot me stay and work for you- — 
lot me stay and bo your servant/’ 

“ Indeed, you are best away,” said my lady, laughing, ns she put 
her hand on the hoy’s head for a moment. “ You shall stay in no 
such dull place. You shall go to collogo and distinguish yourself 
as becomes your. name. That is how you shall please mo best; 
and — and if my children want you, or I want yoti, you shall come 
to us } and I know we may count on you.” 

“ May Heaven forsake mo if you may not,” Harry said, getting 
up from his knee. 

“And my knight longs for a dragon this instant that he may 
light,” said my lady, laughing 3 which speech made Harry Esmond 
start, and turn red 3 for indeed the very thought was in bis mind, 
that he would like that some chance should immediately happen 
whereby he might show his devotion. And it pleased him to 
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think that his lady had called him “her knight/’ and often and 
often ho recalled this to his mind, anil prayed that he might bo her 
true knight, too. 

My lady’s bed-chamber window looked out over the country, and 
you could see from it the purple hills beyond Castlowoocl village, 
the green common betwixt that and the Hall, and the old bridge 
which crossed over the river. When Harry Esmond wont away 
for Cambridge, little Frank ran alongside his horse as far as the 
bridge, and there Harry stopped for a moment, and looked back 
at the house where tho best part of liis life had been past. It lay 
before him with its grey familiar towers, a pinnacle or two shining 
in the sun, the buttresses and terrace walls easting great blue shades 
on the grass. And Harry remembered alibis lifo after how he saw 
his mistress at the window looking out on him, in a white Tobo, 
the little Beatrix’s chestnut curls resting at her mother’s side. Both 
waved a farewell to him, and little Frank sobbed to leave him. 
Yes, he would be his lady’s true knight, he vowed in his heart ; lib 
waved her an adieu with his hat. The village people had good- 
bye to say to liim too. All knew that Master Harry was going to 
college, and most of them had a kind word and a look of farewell. 
I do not stop to say what adventures ho began to imagine, or wlint 
career to deviso for himself, before ho had ridden throe miles from 
home. He had not read Monsieur Galland’s ingenious Arabian 
tales as yet; but bo sure that there are other folks who build castle.3 
in the air, and have fine hopes, and kick them down too, besides 
honest Alnnschar. 


CHAPTER X. 

I CiO TO CAMBRIDGE, AND DO BUT LITTLE GOOD THERE. 

My Lord, who said he should like to revisit the old haunts of 
his youth, kindly accompanied Harry Esmond in his first j ourney 
to Cambridge. Their road lay through London, whore my Lord 
Viscount would also have Harry, stay a few days to show him the 
pleasures of the town, before he eutered upon his university studies, 


and whilst here Harry’s patron conducted tlio young man to my 
Lady Dowager’a house at Chelsey near London : the kind, lady at 
Castlewood having specially ordered that the young gentleman and 
the old should pay a respectful visit in that quarter. 

Her ladyship the Viscountess Dowager occupied a handsome now 
house in Chelsey, with a garden behind it, and facing the river, al- 
ways a bright and animated sight with its swarms of sailors, barges, 
and wherries. Harry laughed at recognising in the parlour the 
well-remembered old piece of Sir Peter Lely, wherein bis father’s 
widow was represented as a virgin huntress, armed with a gilt 
bow and arrowy and encumbered only with that small quantity of 
drapery which it would seem the virgins in King Charles’s day 
were accustomed to wear. 

My Lady Dowager had left off this peculiar habit of huntress 
when she married. But though she was now considerably past- 
sixty years of ago, I believe she thought that airy nymph of the 
piettim chhld still bo easily recognised in the venerable personage 
wlio gave an audience to Harry and his patron. 

She received the young man with oven more favour than she 
showed to the elder, for she chose to carry on the conversation an 
French, in which my Lord Oastlcwood was no groat proficient, and 
expressed her satisfaction at finding that Mr. Esmond could speak 
fluently in that language. 11 ’Twas the only brio fit for polite con- 
versation,” she condescended to say, ft .and suitable to persons of 
high breeding.” ; "" 

My lord laughed afterwards, as the gentlemen went away, at his 
kinswoman's; behavour. Ho said he remembered the time when 
she could speak English first enough, and joked in his jolly way at 
the loss he had had of such a lovely wife as that. 

My Lady Viscountess deigned to ask his lordship news of his 
wife and children ; she had heard that Lady Castlewood had had 
the small-pox ; she hoped she was not so very much disfigured as 
people said. 

At this remark about bis wife’s malady, my Lord Viscount 
winced and turned red ; but the Dowager, in speaking of tlie disfi- 
gurement of the young lady, turned to her looking-glass and exa- 
mined her old wrinkled countenance in. it with such a grin of satis- 


faction, that it was all Iter guests could do to retrain from laughing 
in her ancient face. 

She asked Harry what his profession was to be ; and my lord; 
saying that the lad was to take orders, and hare the living of Castle- 
wood when old Dr. T usher vacated it; she did not seem to show 
any particular anger at the notion of Harry’s becoming a Church 
of England clergyman, nay, was rather glad than otherwise, that 
the youth should be so provided for. She bade Mr. Esmond not 
to forget to pay her a visit whenever he passed through London, 
and carried her graciousness so far as to send a purse with twenty 
guineas for him, to the tavern at which my lord put up (the 
“Greyhound," in Charing Cross) ; and, along with this welcome 
gift for her kinsman, she sent a little doll for a present to my 
lord’s little daughter Beatrix, who was growing beyond the ago of 
dolls by this time, and was as tall almost as her venerable relative. 

After seeing the town, and going to the plays, my Lord Castle- 
wood and Esmond rode together to Oambridgo, spending two plea- 
sant days upon the journey, Those rapid now coaches were not 
established as yet, that performed the whole journey between Lon- 
don and the University in a single day ; however, the road was 
pleasant and short enough to Harry Esmond, and he always grate- 
fully remembered that happy holiday, which his. kind patron gave 
him. 

Mr, Esmond was entered a pensioner of Trinity College in Cam- 
bridge, to which famous college my lord had also in his youth be- 
longed. Dr, Montague was master at this time, and received my 
Lord Viscount with great politeness : so did Mr. Bridge, who was 
appointed to he Harry’s tutor. Torn Ttisher, who was of Emanuel 
College, and was by this time a junior .soph, came to wait upon "my. 
lord, and to take Harry under bis protection ; and comfortable 
rooms being provided for him in the great court close by the gate, 
and near to the famous Mr. Newton's lodgings, Harry’s patron took 
leave of him with many kind words and blessings, and an admoni- 
tion to him to behave better at the University than my lord him- 
self had ever done, 

’Tia needless in these memoirs to go at any length into the par- 
ticulars of Harry Esmond’s college career. It was like that of a 


hundred young gentlemen of that day, . But he had the ill-fortune 
to be older by a couple of years than most of his fellow-students; 
and by his previous solitary, mode of bringing up, the circumstances 
of his life, and the peculiar thoughtfulness and melancholy that had 
naturally engendered, he was, in a great measure, cut off from the 
society of comrades who were much younger and higher-spirited 
than he. His tutor, who litul bowed down to the ground, as he 
walked my lord over the college grass-plats, changed his behaviour 
as soon as the nobleman’s back was turned, and was — at least 
Harry thought so— harsh and overbearing. When the lads used 
■\ to assemble iu their greges in hall, Harry found himself alone in 
I the midst of that little flock of hoys j they raised a great laugh at 
I him when he was set on to read Latin, which lie did with the 
| foreign pronunciation taught to him by his old master, the Jesuit, 
| than which ho knew no other. Mr. Bridge, the tutor, made him 
4 the object of olurnsy jokes, in which he was fond of indulging. 
\ The young man’s spirit was chafed, and his vanity mortified ; and 
\ he found himself, for some time, as lonely in this place as ever ho 
l had been at Cflstlowood, whither be longed to return. His birth 
was a source of shame to him, and ho fancied a hundred slights and 
sneers from young and old, who, no doubt, had treated him better 
had he met them himself more frankly. And as ho looks back, iu 
calmer clays, upon this period of liis life, which he thought so un- 
liappy, he can see that his own pride and vanity caused no small 
part of the mortifications which he attributed to others’ ill-will. 
The world deals good-naturedly with good-natured people, and I 
never knew a sulky misanthropist who quarrelled with it, but it 
was ho, and not it, that was in the wrong.- Tom Tuslior gave 
Harry plenty of good advice on this subject, for Tom had both 
good souse and good humour j but Mr. Harry chose to treat liis 
senior with a great deal of superfluous disdain and absurd scorn, 
v. and would by no means part from Ids darling injuries, in which, 
very likely, no man believed but himself. As for honest Doctor 
, Bridge, the tutor found, after a few trials of wit with the pupil, 
that the younger man was an ugly subject for wit, and that the 
laugh was often turned against him. This did not make tutor and 
pupil any better friends j but had, so far, an advantage for Esmond, 
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that Mr. Bridge was induced to leave him alone ; and so long as 
lie kept his ohapels, and did the college exercises required of him, 
Bridge was content not to see Harry’s glum face in his class, and to 
leave him to read and sulk for himself in his own chamber. 

A poem or two in Latin and English, which wei - e pronounced 
to have some merit, and a Latin oration (for Mr. Esmond could 
write that language better than pronounce it), got him a little re- 
putation both with the authorities of the University and amongst 
the young men, with whom he begau to pass for more than ho was 
worth. A few victories over their common enemy Mr. Bridge, 
made them incline towards him, and look upon him as the cham- 
pion of their order against the seniors. Such of the lads as ho took 
into his confidence, found Ixim not so gloomy and haughty as his 
appearance led them to believe ; and Don Dismallo, as he was 
called) became presently a person of some little importance in his 
college, and was, as he believes, set down by the seniors there as 
rather a dangerous character. 

Don Dismallo was a stanch young Jacobite, like the rest of 
his family ; gave himself many absurd airs of loyalty ; used to in- 
vito young friends to Burgundy, and give the King’s health on 
King James’s birthday ; wore black on the day of his abdication ; 
fasted on the anniversary of King William’s coronation; and per- 
formed ,a thousand absurd antics, of which ho smiles now to 
think. 

These follies caused many remonstrances on Tom Tushci'’s part, 
who was always a friend, to the powers that be, as Esmond was 
always in opposition to them. Tom Was a Whigy While Esmond 
was a Tory. Tom never missed a Icctnro, and capped the proctor 
with the profoundest of bows. No wonder lie sighed over Harry’s 
insubordinate coux’ses, and was angry when the others laughed at 
him. But that Harry was known to have my Lord Viscount's 
protection, Tom no doubt would hove broken with him altogether. 
But honest Tom never gave up a comrade as long as he was the 
friend of a great man. This was not out of scheming on Tom’s 
part, but a natural inclination towards the great. ’Twas no hypo- 
crisy in him to flatter, but the bout of his mind, which was always 
perfectly good-humoured, obliging, and servile. 
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Hariy had very liberal allowances, for his dear mistress of Castle- 
wood not only regularly supplied him, Put ilie Dowager at Olielsey 
Jnaile her donation annual, and received Esmond at her house near 
London every Christmas j hut, in spite of those benefactions, Esmond 
was constantly poor j" 'whilst ’twas a wonder with how small a 
stipend from his father, Tom Tusher contrived to make a good 
figure. Tis true that Harry both spent, gave, and lent liis money 
very freely, whioli Thomas never did. I think ho was like the 
v famous Duke of Marlborough in this instance, who, getting a present 
of fifty pieces, when a young man, from some foolish woman who 
fell in lovo with his good looks, showed the money to Cadogan in a 
drawer scores of years after, where it had lain ever since ho had 
sold his beardless honour to procure it. I do not mean to say that 
Tom ever lot out his good looks so profitably, for nature had not 
endowed him with any particular charms of person, and ho ever 
was a pattern of moral behaviour, losing no opportunity of giving 
the very best advice to his younger comrade ; with which article, 
to do him justice, he parted very freely. Not but that he was a 
merry follow, too, in his way ; he loved a joke, if by good fortune 
he understood it, and took his share generously of a bottle if another 
, paid for it, and especially if there was a young lord in company to 
drink it. In these cases there was not a harder dviulcor in the 
University than Mr. Tusher oould be ; and it was edifying to 
behold him, fresh shaved and with smug face, singing out “ Amen ! ” 
at early chapel in the morning. In his reading, poor Harry per- 
mitted himself to go a gadding after all the Nino Muses, and so 
very likely had hut little favour from any one of them ; whereas 
Torn Tusher, who had no more turn for poetry than a plonghboy, 

. nevertheless, by a dogged perseverance and obsequiousness in court- 
ing the divine Calliope, got himself a prize, and some credit in the 
University, and a fellowship at his college, as a reward for his 
scholarship. In this time of Mi*. Esmond’s life, he got the little 
reading which he ever could boast of, and passed a good part of 
his days greedily devouring all the hooks on which he could 
lay hand. In this desultory way the works of most of the 
English, French, and Italian poets eamo under his eyes, and he 
had a smattering of the Spanish tongue likewise, besides the 
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ancient languages, of which, at least of Latin, he was a tolerable 
master. 

Then, about midway iu his University career, he fell to reading 
for the profession to which worldly prudence rather than inclination 
called him, and was perfectly bewildered in theological controversy. 
In the course of his reading (which was neither pursued with that 
seriousness or that devout mind which such a study requires), the 
youth found himself, at the end of one month, a Papist, and was 
about to proclaim his faith ; the next month a Protestant, with 
Chillingworth ; and the third a sceptic, with Hobbs and Bayle. 
Whereas honest Tom Tusher never permitted his mind to stray out 
of the proscribed University path, accepted the Thirty-nine Articles 
with all his heart, and would havo signed ancl sworn to other nine- 
and-thirty with entire obedience. Harry’s wilfulness in this mat- 
ter, and disorderly thoughts and conversation, so shocked and afflict- 
ed his senior, that there grow up a coldness and estrangement 
between them, so that they became scarce more than mere acquaint- 
ances, from having been intimate friends when they came to college 
first. Politics ran high, too, at the University j and here, also, the 
young men were at variance. Tom professed himself, albeit a high 
churchman, a strong King William’s-inan ; whereas Harry brought 
his family Tory politics to College with him, to which ho must add 
a dangerous admiration for Oliver Cromwell, whoso side, or King 
James’s by turns, lie often chose to tako in. the disputes which the 
young gentlemen used to hold in each other’s rooms, whore they 
debated on the state of the nation, crowned and deposed kings, and 
toasted past and present heroes' or beauties in flagons of College ale. 

Thus, either from the circumstances of his birth, or the natural 
melancholy of his disposition, Esmond came to live very much by 
himself during his stay at the University, having neither ambition 
enough to distinguish himself in the College career, nor earing to 
mingle with the more pleasures and boyish frolics of tlie students, 
who were, for the most part, two or three years younger than he. 
He faucied that tire gentlemen of the common room of his college 
slighted him on account of his birth, aud hence kept aloof from 
their society. It may be that he made the ill-will, which he ima- 
gined came from them, by his own behaviour, which, as he looks 


back on it in after-life, lie now sees was morose and haughty. . At any 
rate, he was as tenderly grateful for kindness as lie was susceptible 
of slight and wrong ; and, .lonely as he was generally, yet had one 
or two very warm friendships for his companions of those days. 

One of these was a queer gentleman that resided in the Univer- 
sity, though he was no member of it, and was the professor of a 
science scarce recognised in the common course of College educa- 
tion. This was a French refugee-officer, who had been driven out 
of his native country at the time of the .Protestant persecutions 
there, and who came to Cambridge, where he taught the science of 
the Binall-sword, and set up a saloon-bf-aims. Though ho declared 
himself a Protestant, ’twas said Mr. Moreau was a Jesuit in dis- 
guise; indeed, he brought very strong recommendations to the 
Tory party, which was pretty strong in that University, and 
very likely was one of the many agents whom King James had in 
this country. Esmond found this gentleman’s conversation very 
much more agreeable, and to his taste, than the talk of the College 
divines in the common room ; ho never wearied of Moreau’s stories 
of the wars of Turenue and Coude, in which he had borne a part ; 
and being familiar with the French tongue from his youth, and in 
a place where but few spoke it, his company became very agreeable 
to the brave old professor of arms, whoso favonrito pupil he was, 
and who made Mr. Esmond a very tolerable proficiont in the noble 
science of escrime. 

At the next term Esmond was to take his degree of Bachelor of 
Arts, and afterwards, in proper season, to assume the cassock and 
bands which his fond mistress would have him wear. Tom Tusher 
himself was a parson and a fellow of his college by this time ; and 
Harry felt that .he would very gladly ccdo his right to the living of 
Costlewood to Tom, and that liis own calling was in no way the 
pulpit. But as he was bound, before all tilings in the world, to 
his dear mistress at homo, and knew that a refusal on his part 
would grieve her, he determined to give her no hint of his unwill- 
ingness to the clerical office ; and it was in this unsatisfactory 
mood of mind that he went to spend tlio last vacation he should 
have at Castlewood before he took orders. 


CHAPTER XT. 


5 COME HOME FOR A HOLIDAY TO CASTLEWOOD, AND FIND A SKELETON IN 
TUB HORSE, 

At his third long vacation, Esmond came as usual to Castlewood, 
always feeling an. eager thrill of pleasure when he found himself 
once, more in the house where he had passed so many years, and be- 
held the kind familiar eyes of his mistress looking upon him. She 
and her children (out of whose company she scarce over saw him) 
camo to greet him. Miss Beatrix was grown so tall that Harry did 
not quite know whether he might kiss her or no ; and she blushed 
find held hack when he offered that salutation, though she took it, 
and even courted it, when they were alone. The young lord was 
shooting up to be like his gallant father in look, though with his 
mother’s kind eyes : the Lady of Oastlcwood herself seemed grown, 
too, since Harry saw her — in her look more stately, in her person 
fuller, in her face, still as ever most tender and friendly, a greater' 
air of command and deoision than had appeared in that guileless 
sweet countenance which Harry remembered so gratefully. The 
tone of her voice was so much deeper aud sadder when she spoke 
and welcomed him, that it quite startled Esmond, who looked up 
at her surprised as she spoke, when she withdrew her eyes from 
him ; nor did she ever look at him afterwards when his own eyes 
wore gazing upon her. A something hinting at grief and secret, 
and filling his mind with alarm undefinablo, seemed to speak with 
that low thrilling voice of hers, and look out of those clear sad 
eyes. Her greeting to Esmond was so cold that it almost pained 
the lad (who would have liked to liill on his knees and kiss the 
skirt of her roho, so fond and anlont was his respect and regard 
lor her), and t ho faltered in answering the questions which she, 
hesitating on her side, began to put to him. Was he happy at 
Cambridge? Bid lio study too hard ? She hoped not. He had 
grown very tall, and looked very well. 

a He has got a moustache !” cries out Master Esmond. 

“ Why does ho not wear a peruke like my Lord Mohun?” 
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asked Miss Beatrix. “ My lord says that nobody wears tlieir own 
hair.” 

“ I believe you will have to occupy your old chamber,” says my 
lady. “ I hope the housekeeper has got it ready.” 

“ Why, mamma, you have been there tun times these three days 
yourself !” exclaims Frank. 

11 And she cut some flowers which you planted in my garden — 
do you remember, over so many years ago ? — when 1 was quite a 
little g-irl,” cries out Miss Beatrix, on tiptoe, “And mamma put 
them in your window.” 

“ I remember when you grew well after you were ill that you 
used to like rosea,” said the lady, Mushing like one of them. They; 
all conducted Harry Esmond to liis chamber ; the children running 
before, Harry walking by his mistress hand-in-hand. 

The old room had been ornamented and beautified not a little to re- 
ceive him. The flowers were in the window in a china vase ; and there 
was a fine new counterpane on tho bed, which chatter-box Beatrix 
said mamma had made too. A fire was crackling on tho hearth, 
although it was June. My lady thought tho room wanted warm- 
ing ; overy tiling was done to make him happy and welcome : 
“And you are not to be a page any longer, but a gentleman and 
kinsman, and to walk with papa and mamma,” said tho children. 
And as soon as his dear mistress and children had loft him to him- 
self, it was with a heart overflowing with love and gratefulness 
that he flung himself down on his knees by the side of the little 
bed, and asked a blessing upon those who wore so kind to him, : 

Tho children, who are always house tell-tales, soon made him 
acquainted with the little history of the house and family. Papa 
had been to London twice.' Papa often went away now. Papa 
had taken Beatrix to JWestlands, where she was taller than Sir 
George Harper’s second daughter, though she was two years older. 
Papa had taken Beatrix and Frank both to Belhuinster, where 
Frank had got the better of Lord Bellminstor’a son in a boxiug- 
match — my lord, laughing, told Harry afterwards. Many gentle- 
men came to stop with papa, and papa had gotten a new game 
from London, a French game, called a billiard— that the French 
king played it very well : and the Dowager Lady Castlewood had 
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scut Miss Beatrix a present ; and papa liad gotten a new chaise, 
with two little horses, which he drovo himself, beside tho coach, 
which mamma went in ; and Dr, Tusther was a cross old plague, 
and they did not like to learn from him at all ; and papa did not 
care about them learning, and laughed when they were at their 
books, but mamma liked them to learn, and taught them ; and 
“ I don’t think papa is fond of mamma,” said Miss Beatrix, with 
her great eyes. She had come quite close up to Harry Esmond by 
tho time this prattle took placo, and was on his knee, and had 
examined all the points of his dross, and all the good or bad features 
of his homely face. t 

“ You shouldn’t say that papa is not fond of mamma,” said tho 
boy, at this confession. "Mamma never said so; and mamma for- 
bade you to say it, Miss Beatrix.” 

'Twas this, no doubt, that accounted for tho sadness in Lady 
Castlowood’s eyes, and the plaintive vibrations of her voice. Who 
does not know of eyes, lighted by love once, where the flame slimes 
no more? — of lamps extinguished, once properly trimmed and , 
tended? Every man has such in his house. Such mementos if 
make our aplendidest chambers look blank and sad ; such facofp 
seen in a day cast a gloom upon our sunshine. So oaths mutually: 
sworn, and invocations of Heaven, and priestly ceremonies, ami- 
fond belief, and love, so fond and faithful that it never doubted but 
that it should live for ever, aro all of no avail towards making] 
love eternal : it dies, in sprite of the banns and the priest ; and li 
have often thought there should bo a visitation of the sick for it, 
and a funeral service, and an extreme unction, and an obi in pace. 
It has its course, like all mortal things — its beginning, progress, 
and decay. It buds and it blooms out into sunshine, and it withers 
and ends. Strephon aud Cl doe languish apart ; join in a rapture : 
and presently you hear that Chloe is crying, and Strephon has 
broken his crook across Iior back. Can you mend it so us to show 
no marks of rupture 1 Not all the priests of Hymen, not all the 
incantations to the gods, can make it whole ! 

Waking up from dreams, books, aud visions of College honours, 
in which, for two years, Harry Esmond had been • immersed, he 
found himself instantly, on his return home, in the midst of this 
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actual tragedy of life, which absorbed and interested him more 
than all hia tutor taught him. The persons whom lie loved host 
in the world, and to whom he owed most, were living unhappily 
together. The gentlest and kindest of women was suffering ill- 
and shedding tears in secret : the man who made her wretched 
by neglect, if not hy violence, was Many’s benefactor arid patron. 
In houses where, in place of that sacredj inmost flame of love, there 
is discord at the centre, the whole household becomes hypocritical, 
and each lies to his neighbour. The. husband (or it may be the 
lies when the visitor comes in, and wears a grin of reooncilia- 
politenoss before him. The wife lies (indeed, her business 
that, and to smile, however much she is beaten), swallows her 
and lies to her lord and master ; lies in bidding little Jaoky 
dear papa ; lies in assuring grandpapa that she is perfectly 
happy. The servants lie, wearing grave faces behind their masters’ 
chair, and pretending to be unconscious of the fighting ; and so, 
morning till bed-time, life is passed in falsehood. And wise- 
acres call this a proper regard of morals, and point out Baucis and 
Philemon as examples of a good lifo. 

If my lady did not speak of her griefs to Harry Esmond, my 
lord was hy no moans reserved when in his cups, and spoke his 
mind very freely, bidding Harry in his coarse way, and with his 

S blunt language, beware of all women as cheats, jades, jilts, and 
using other unmistakeablo monosyllables in speaking of them. 
Indeed, ’twos the fashion of the day as I must own ; and there’s 
snot a writer of my time of any note, with the exception of poor 
f 'Dick Steele, that does not speak of a woman as of a slave, and 
i scorn and use her as such. Mr. Pope, Mr. Congreve, Mr. Addison, 


Mr. Gay, every one of ’em, e 


n this key, each according to Ids 


nature and politeness ; and louder and fouler than all in abuse is 
Dr. Swift, who spoke of them as he treated them, worst of all. 

of the quarrels and hatred which arise between married 
o in my mind from the husband’s rage and revolt at 
who is to minister to all his 
and obey him — is his supe- 
subordinate of the 


mutation, when the love-lamp is put out that anon wo spoko of, 
and "by the common daylight we look at the picture, what a daub 
it looks ! what a clumsy effigy ! How many men and wives come 
to this knowledge, think you i And if it bo painful to a woman 
to find herself mated for life to a boor, and ordered to 'love and 
honour a dullard ; it is worse still for the man himself perhaps, 
whenever in his dim comprehension the idea dawns that his slave 
and drudge yonder is, in truth, his superior ; that the woman who 
does his bidding, and submits to his humour, should bo his lord ; 
that she can think a thousand things beyond the power of his mud- 
dled brains ; and that in yonder head, on the pillow opposite to 
him, lie a thousand feelings, mysteries of thought, latent scorns 
and rebol lions, whereof he only dimly perceives the existence as 
they look out furtively from her eyes : treasures of love doomed to 
perish without a hand to gather them ; sweet fancies and images 
of beauty that would grow and unfold themselves into flower ; 
bright wit that would shine like diamonds could it bo brought into 
the sun : and the tyrant in possession crushes tho outbreak of all 
these, drives them back like slaves into the dungeon and darkness, 
and chafes without that his prisoner is rebellious, and his sworn 
subject undutiful and refractory. So tho lamp was out in Castle- 
wood Hall, and the lord and lady there saw each other as they 
were. "With her illness and altered beauty my lord’s fire for his 
wife disappeared ; with his selfishness and faithlessness her foolish 
fiction of lovo and reverenco was rent away. Love I — who is to 
love what is base and unlovely ? Hespeet !— who is to respect 
what is gross and sensual? Not all the marriage oaths sworn 
before all the parsons, cardinals, ministers, muftis, and rabbins in 
the world, can bind to that monstrous allegiance. This couple was 
living apart then ; the woman happy to be allowed to love and 
tend her cliildreu (who were never of her own good-will away from 
her) and thankful to have saved such treasures iis these out of the 
wreck in which the better part of her heart went down. 

These young ones had had no instructors save their mother, and 
Doctor Tusker for their theology occasionally, and had made moro 
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progress than might have been expected under a tutor so indulgent 
had fond as Lady Castlewood. Beatrix could sing and dance like 
a nymph Her voice was her father’s delight after dinner. She 
ruled over the bouse with little imperial ways, which her parents 
coaxed and laughed at. She had long learned the value of her 
bright eyes, and tried experiments in coquetry, in corpora vili, upon 
rustics and country squires, until she should prepare to conquer the 
world and the fashion. She put on a new ribbon to welcome 
Harry Esmond, made eyes at him, and directed her young smiles 
at him, not a little to the amusement of tho young man, and the 
joy of her father, who laughed his great laugh, and encouraged her 
in her thousand antics. Lady Castlewood watched the child grave- 
ly and sadly: the little one was pert in her replies to her mother, 
yet eager in her protestations of love and promises of amendment ; 
and as ready to cry (after a little quarrel brought on by her own 
giddiness) until she had won back her mamma’s favour, as she was 
to risk the lcixid. lady’s displeasure by fresh outbreaks of restless 
vanity. From her mother’s sad looks she fled to her father’s chair 
and boossy laughter. She 'already set the ono against the other : 
and the little rogue delighted in the mischief which she knew how 
to make so early. 

The young heir of Castlewood was spoiled by father and mother 
both. He took their caresses as men do, and as if they were liis 
right, He had his hawks and his spaniel dog, his little horse and 
Ids beagles. He had learned to ride and to drink, and to shoot 
flying: and he had a small court, the sons of tho huntsman and 
woodman, as became .tho heir-apparent, taking after the , example of 
my lord his father. If he had a headache, his mother was as much 
frightened as if the plague wove in the house: my lord laughed 
and jeered in hia abrupt way — (indeed, ’twas on the day after Hew 
Year’s Day, and an excess of mince pie) — and said with some of his 
Usual oaths* — “ D — n it, Harry Esmond — -you see how jny lady 
takes on about Frank’s megrim. She used to be sorry about mo, 
my boy (pass the tonkard, Harry), and to be frightened if I had 
a headache once. She don’t care about my head now. They’re 
like that — women are — all the same Harry, all jilts in their 
hearts. ■_ Stick to College-— stick to punch and buttery ale : and 


never see a woman that’s handsomer than an old cinder-faced hed- 
malcer. That’s my counsel.” 

It was my lord’s custom to fliug out many jokes of this nature, 
in presence of his wife and children, at meals— clumsy sarcasms 
which my lady turned many a time,, or which, sometimes, she affect- 
ed not to hear, or wliieh now' and again would hit their mark and 
make the poor victim wince (as you could see by her flushing face 
and eyes filling with tears), or which again worked her up to anger 
and retort, when, in answer to one of these heavy holts, she would 
flash back with a quivering reply. The pair were not happy ; nor 
indeed was it happy to be with them. .. Alas that youthful love and 
truth should end in bitterness and bankruptcy ! To see a young,, 
toiql 1 n i ah o lit i i « ill 1 it m u Tn ol l e uj h 
loving each other is the best sight of all. Harry fismoncT Became 
the confidant of one and the other — that is, my lord told the lad all 
his griefs and wrongs (which were indeed of Lord Castlewood’s own 
making), and Harry divined my lady’s; lus affection leading him 
easily to penetrate the hypocrisy under which Lady Castle wood 
generally chose to go disguised, and see her heart aching whilst her 
face wore a smile. ’Tis a hard task for women in life, that mask 
which the world bids them wear. But there is no greater crime 
than for a woman who is ill used and unhappy to show that she is 
so. The world is quite relentless about bidding her to keep a 
cheerful face ; and our women, like the Malabar wives, arc forced 
to go smiling and painted to sacrifice, themselves with their hus- 
bands; their relations being the most eager to push them on to 
their duty, aud, under their shouts and applauses, to smbther and 
hush their cries of pain. . 

So, into the sad secret of his patron’s household, Harry Esmond 
became initiated, he scarce knew liow. It had passed under his 
eyes two years before, when he could not understand it ; but rcadk 
ing, and thought, and experience of men, had oldened him ; and| 
one of the deepest sorrows of a life which had never, iu truth, been) 
very happy, came upon him now, when lie was compelled to under -I 
stand and pity a grief which bo stood quite powerless to relieve. 

It hath been said my lord would never take the oath of allegi- 
ance, nor his seat as a peer of the kingdom of Ireland, where, iu- 
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deed, lie had but a nominal estate; and refused an English peerage 
Which King William’s government offered him as a bribe to secure 
his loyalty. 

Ho might have accepted this,, and would doubtless, but for the 
earnest remonstrances of his wife (who ruled her husband's opinions 
bettor than she could govern his conduct), and who being a simple- 
hearted woman, with but one rule of faith and right, never thought 
of swerving from her fidelity to the exiled family, or of recognis- 
ing any other sovereign but King James; and, though she ac- 
quiesced in the doctrine of obedionce to the reigning power, no 
temptation, she thought, could induce her to acknowledge the 
Prince of Orange as rightful monarch, nor to let her lord so ac- 
knowledge him. So nry Lord Castle wood remained a non juror all 
his life nearly, though his self-deuial caused him many a pang, and 
left him sulky and out of humour. 

The year after the Kevolution, and all through King William’s 
life, ’tis known there were constant intrigues for the restoration of 
the exiled family; but if my Lord Castlowood took any share of 
these, as is probable, ’twas only for a short time, and when Harry 
Esmond was too young to bo introduced into such important 
secrets. 

But in the year 1695, when that conspiracy of Sir John Feh-> 
wick, Colonel Lowiclc, and others, was set on foot, for waylaying 
King William as he came from Hampton Court to Loudon, and a 
secret plot was formed, in which a vast number of tho nobility and 
people of honour wore engaged; Bather Holt appeared at Oastlo- 
•\yood, and brought a young friend with him, a gentleman whom 
’twas easy to see that both my lord and tho Father treated with' 
uncommon deference. Harry 1 Esmond Saw this gentleman, and 
knew and recognised him in after-life, as shall bo shown in its 
place ; and lie has little doubt now that my Lord 'Viscount was 
implicated somewhat in tho transactions which always kept Father 
Holt employed and travelling hither and thither under a dozen of 
different names and disguises.:. . The Father’s companion went by 
the name of Captain James; and it was under a very different 
name and appearanco that Harry Esmond afterwards saw him. 

It was the next year that the Fenwick conspiracy blewmp, 


■which is a matter of public history now, and which ended in the 
execution of Sir John and many more, who: suffered manfully for 
their treason, and who were attended to Tyburn by my Indy’s father 
Dean. Armstrong, Mr. Collier, and Other stout nonjuring clergymen, 
’ who. absolved them at the gallows-foot. 

’Tia .known, that when Sir John was apprehended, discovery was 
made of a groat number of names of gentlemen engaged in the con- 
spiracy; when, with a noble wisdom and clemency, the Prince 
burned the list of conspirators furnished to him, and said ho would 
know no more. Now it was, after this, that Lord Castlewoocl 
swore his great oath, that he would novel’, so help him Heaven, be 
engaged in any transaction against that brave and merciful man ; 
and so he told Holt when the indefatigable priest visited him, 
and would have had him engage in a farther conspiracy. After 
this my lord ever spoke of King William as ho was — as one of the 
wisest, the bravest, and the greatest of men. My Lady Esmond 
(for her part) said alio could never pardon the King, first, for oust- 
ing his father-in-law from hia throne, and secondly, for not being 
constant to his wife, the Princess Mary. Indeed, I think if Nero 
were to rise again, and be king of England, and a good family man, 
the ladies would pardon him. My lord laughed at his wife’s 
objections — the standard of virtue did not fit him much. 

The last conference which Mr. Holt had with his lordship took 
place when Harry was come home for his first vacation from col- 
lege (Harry saw his old tutor but for a half hour, and exchanged 
no private words with him), and their talk, whatever it might be, 
left my Lord Viscount very much disturbed in mind— so much so, 
that his wife, and his young kinsman, Henry Esmond, could not 
but observe his disquiet. After Holt was gone, my lord rebuffed 
Esmond, and again treated him with the greatest deference ; he 
shunned liis wife’s questions and company, and looked at his chil- 
dren with such a face of gloom and anxiety, muttering “Poor 
children— poor children !” in a way that could not but fill those 
whose life it was to watch him and obey him, with great alarm. 
Eor which gloom, each person interested in the Lord Gastlewood, 
framed in his or her own mind an interpretation. 

My lady, with a laugh of cruel bitterness, said, “I suppose the 


person at Hexton .has been ill, or lias scolded him (for my lord’s 
infatuation about Mrs. Marwood w&S known only too well). Young 
Esmond feared for Ilia money affairs, into the condition of which 
he luid been initiated ; and that the expenses, always greater than 
his revenue, had caused Lord Gostlewaqd disquiet. 

One of the causes why my Lord Viscount had taken young Es- 
mond into Ms special favour was a trivial one, that hath not before 
been mentioned, though it was a very lucky accident in Henry 
Esmond's, life. A very few months after my lord’s coming to 
Oostlcwood, in tho winter time — the little hoy, being a child in a 
petticoat, trotting about— it happened that little Erauk was with 
his father after dinner, who fell asleep over his wine, heedless of 
the child, who crawled to the fire ; and, as good fortune would 
have it, Esmond was sent by lfis mistress for the boy just as the 
poor little screaming urchin’s coat was set on fire by a log ; when 
Esmond, rushing forward, tore the dress off the infant, so that his 
own hands were burned more than the child’s, who was frightened 
rather than hurt, by this accident. But certainly ’twas providential 
that a resolute person should have come in at that instant, or the 
child had been burned to death probably, my lord sleeping very 
heavily after drinking, and not waking so cool as a man should who 
had a danger to face. 

Ever: after this the father, loud in his expressions of remorse and 
humility for being a tipsy good-for-nothing, and of admiration for 
Harry Esmond, whom his lordship would style a hero for doing a 
very trifling service, had the tenderest regard for his son’s preserver, 
and Harry became quite as one of the family. His burns were 
tended with the greatest care by liis kind mistress, who said that 
Heaven had sent him. to be the guardian of her children, and that 
she would love him all her life. 

And it was after this, and from the vc-iy great love and tender- 
ness which had grown up in this little household, rather than to 
the exhortations of Dean Armstrong (though these had no small 
weight with him), that Harry came to he quite of the religion of 
his house and his dear mistress, of which ho has over since been a 
professing member. As for Hr. Tusher’s boasts that he was the 
cause of this conversion — even in these young days Mr. Esmond 


had such a contempt for the .Doctor, that had Tusher bade him be- 
lieve any thing (which he did not — never meddling at all), Harry 
would that instant hare questioned the truth on’t. 

My lady seldom drank wine ; but on certain days of the year, 
such as birthdays (poor Harry had never a one) and anniversary®, 
she took a little ; and this day, the 29 th December, was one. At 
the end, then, of this year, ’96, it might have been a fortnight after 
Mr. I-Iolfc's last visit,. Lord Oastlewood being still very gloomy in 
mind, and sitting at table— my lady bidding a servant bring her a 
glass of wine, and looking at her husband with one of her sweet 
smiles, said— 

“My lord, will you not fill' a bumper too, and let me call a 
toast?” 

“ What is it, Eashel ? ” says he, holding put his empty glass to 
he filled. 

“’Xis the 29th of December,” says my lady, with her fond look 
of gratitude ; and “ my toast is, ‘ Barry — and God bless him, who 
saved my boy’s life ! 

My Lord looked at Harry hard, and drank the glass, but clapped 
it down on the table in a moment, and, with a sort of groan, rose 
up, and went out of the room. What was the matter? We all 
knew that some great grief was over him. 

Whether ray lord’s prudence had made him richer, or legacies 
had fallen to him, which enabled him to support a greater establish- 
ment than that frugal one which had boon too much for his small 
means, Harry Esmond knew not; but the house of Gastlowood was 
now on a scale much more costly than it had been during the first 
year of his lordship’s coming to the title. Thoro wore more horses 
in the stable and move servants in the hall, and many more guests 
coming and going now than formerly, when it was found difficult 
enough by the strictest oconomy to keep the house as befitted one 
of his lordship’s rank, and the estate out of debt. And it did not 
require very much penetration to find, that many of the new ac- 
quaintances at Gastlowood were not agreeable to the lady there : 
not that she ever treated them or any mortal with any thing but 
courtesy; but they Avero persons who could not be welcome to her ; 
and whose society a lady so refined and reserved could scarce desire 
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for her children. There came fuddling squires from the country 
round, who bawled their songs under her windows and drank 
themselves tipsy with my lord’s punch and ale: there came officer;! 
from Hexton, in. whose company our little lord was made to hear 
talk and to drink, and swear too in a way that made the delicate 
lady tremble for her son. Esmond tried to console her by saying 
what lie knew of his College experience ; that with this sort of 
company and conversation a man must fall in sooner or later in his 
course through the world : and it mattered very little whether lie 
heard it at twelve years old* or twenty — the youths who quitted 
mother’s, apron-strings the latest being not uncommonly the wildest 
rakes, But it was about her daughter , that Lady Castleivood was 
the most anxious, and the danger which she thought menaced the 
little Beatrix from the indulgencies which her father gave her (it 
inust he owned that my lord, since these uiilmppy domestic differences 
especially, was at once violent in his language to the children when 
angry; as he was too familiar, not to say coarse, when ho was in 
a good humour), and from the company, into which the. careless 
lord brought the child. ' 

Not very far off from Castlcwood is Bark Castle, where the Mar- 
chioness of Bark lived, who was known to have been, -a mistress of 
the late King Charles— and to tins house, whither indeed a groat 
part of the country gentry went, my lord insisted upon going, not 
only himself, but on taking his little daughter and son, to play 
with the children there. The children were nothing loth, for the 
house was splendid, and the welcome kind enough. But my lady, 
justly no doubt, thought that the children of such a mother as 
that noted Lady Sark had been, could be ho good company for her 
two ; and spoke her mind to her lord. His own language when he 
was thwarted was not indeed of the gentlest : to be brief) there was a 
family dispute on this, as tliero had been on many other points — 
and the; lady was not only forced to give in, for the other’s will was 
law — nor could she, on account of their tender age, tell her children 
what was the nature of her objection to their visit of pleasure, or 
indeed mention to them any objection at all — -but she had the 
additional, secret -mortification to find them returning delighted 
with their new friends, loaded with presents from them, and eager 


to bo allowed to go back to a place of suck deligkts as Sark Castle. 
Every year she thought the company there would be more danger- 
ous to her daughter, as from a child Beatrix grew to a woman, and 
her daily-increasing beauty, and many faults of character too, ex- 
panded. 

It was Harry Esmond’s lot to seo one of the visits which the 
old Lady of Sark paid to the Lady of Castlewood Hall : whither 
she came in state with six chestnut horses and blue ribbons, a page 
on each carriage stop, a gentleman of the horse, and armed servants 
riding before and behind her. And, but that it was unpleasant to 
see Lady Castlewood’s face, it was amusing to watch the behaviour 
of the two enemies : the frigid patience of tho younger lady, and 
the unconquerable good-humour of the elder — who would seo no. 
offence whatever her rival intended, and who never ceased to smile 
and to laugh, and to coax the children, and to pay compliments to 
every man, woman, child, nay dog, or chair and tablo, in Castle- 
woo J, so bent was she upon admiring every thing there. She landed 
the children, and wished’ — as indeed she well might — that licr own 
family had been brought up as well as thoso cherubs. She had 
never seen such a complexion as dear Beatrix’s — though to ho sure 
she had a right to it from father and mother — Lady Castlowood’s 
was indeed a wonder of freshness, and Lady Sark sighed to think 
she had not been born a fair woman ; and remarking Harry Es- 
mond, with a fascinating superannuated smile, she complimented 
him on his wit, which she said she could see from his oyes and fore- 
head ; aud vowed that she would never have Mm at Sark until her 
daughter were otir of the way. 


Oil ALTER XII. 

nr lord Moiicsr comes amono us for. no good. 

There had ridden along with this old Princess’s cavalcade, two 
gentlemen; her son, my Lord Firebrace, and his friend, my Lord 
Mohim, who both were greeted with a great deal of cordiality by 
the hospitable Lord of Castlewood. My Lord Firobrace was but 
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a feeble-minded and weak-limbed young nobleman, small in stature 
and limited in understanding — to judge from the talk young 
Esmond bad with him ; but tlio other was a person of a handsome 
presence, with the Id (dr, and a bright daring warlike aspect, which, 
according to the chronicle of those days, had already achieved for 
him the conquest of several beauties and toasts. Ho had fought 
and conquered in France, as well as in Flanders; he had served 
a couple of campaign's with, the Prince of Baden on the Danube, 
and witnessed the rescue of Vienna from the Turk. And he 
spoke of his military exploits pleasantly, and with the manly 
freedom of a soldier, so as to delight all his hearers at Castle- 
wood, who were little accustomed to meet a companion so 
agreeable. 

On the first day this noble company came, my lord would not 
hear of their departure before dinner, mid carried away the gentle- 
men to amuse them, whilst his wife was left to do the honours of her 
house to the old Marchioness and her daughter within. They looked 
at the stables, where my Lord Mohan praised the horses, though, 
there was hut a poor show there : they walked over the. old house anil 
gardens, and fought tho siege of Oliver’s time over again : they 
played a game of rackets in tho old court, where my Lord Castle 
wood beat my Lord Mohun, who said he loved hall of all things, 
and would quickly come back to Castle wood for his rcveiige. After- 
dinner they played bowls, and drank punch in the green alley ; and 
when they parted they wore sworn friends, my Lord Castlewood 
hissing the other lord before he mounted on horseback, and pro- 
nouncing Mm the best companion he had met for many a long day, 
* All night long, over his tobacco-pipe, Castlewood did not cease to 
talk to Harry Esmond in praise of his now friend, and in fiict did 
not leave off speaking of him until Ms lordship was so tipsy that 
lie could not speak plainly any more. 

At breakfast next day it was the, same talk rcuewed; and when 
my lady said there was something free in the Lord Mohun’s looks 
and manner of speech which caused her to mistrust him, her lord 
burst out with, one of his laughs and oaths ; said that lie never 
liked man, woman, or beast, but what she was sure to lie jealous of 
it ; that Mohun was the prettiest fellow in England ; that he hoped 


to see more of hi™ whilst in the country; and that he would lot 
Molina know what my Lady Prude said of him. 

“ Indeed ” Lady Castlewood said, “ I liked liis conversation well 
enough. ’Tis more amusing thau that of most people I know. 

I thought it, I own, too free ; not from what he said, as rather 
from wliat ho implied.” 

“ Psha ! your ladyship docs not know the world,” said lior 1ms- 
band; “and you have always been as squeamish as when you were 
a miss of fifteen.” 

“ Yon found no fault when I was a miss at fifteen.” 

“ Begad, madam, you are grown too old for a pinafore now ; anti 
I hold that ’tis for me to judge what company my wife shall see,” 
said my lord, slapping the table. 

“ Indeed, Francis, I never thought otherwise,” answered my. lady, 
rising and dropping him a curtsey, in whioh stately action, if 
there was obedience, there was defiance 'too; and -in which a 
bystander, deeply interested in the happiness of that pair as Harry 
Esmond was, might soe how liopelossly separated they were ; what 
a great gulf of difference and discord had run between them. 

“ By Q- — d ! Mohun is the best fellow in England; and I’ll invite 
him here, just to plague that woman. Did you ever see suoli a 
frigid insolence as it is, Harry ? That’s the way she treats mo,” 
he broko out, storming, and liis face growing red as ho clenched liis 
fists and went on. “ I’m nobody in my own house. I’m to be tlio 
humble servant of that parson’s daughter. By Jove ! I’d rather 
she should fling the dish at my head than snoor at mo as she does. 
She puts me to shamo before the children with her, d — cl airs; and, 
I’ll swear, tolls Frank and Beaty that papa’s a reprobate, and thaj| 
they ought to despise mo.” 

“ Indeed and indeed, sir, I never heard lior say a word but of 
respect regarding yon,” Harry Esmond interposed. 

“ No, curse it ! I wish she would speaic But she never clous. 
She scorns me, and holds her. tongue. She keeps off from me; as if 
I was a pestilence. By George ! she was fond enough of her pes- 
tilence once. And when I came a-courting, you would .see miss 
blush — blush red, by George ! for joy. Why, what do yon think 
she said to me, Harry 1 She said herself, when I joked with hor 
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about her d— d smiling red cheeks: ‘ ’Tis as they do at Saint 
James’s ; I put up my rod flag when my king comes.’ I was the 
king, you see, she meant. But now, sir, look at her ! I believe 
she would be glad if I was dead ; and dead I’ve been to her these 
five years — ever since you all of you had the small-pox : and she 
never forgave me for going away.” 

“Indoed, niy lord, though *t was hard to forgive, I think my 
mistress forgave it,” Harry Esmond said; “and remember how 
eagerly she watched your lordship’s return, and how sadly she 
turned away when she saw your cold looks.” 

“ Damme !„” cries out my lord ; “ would you have had me wait 
and catch the small-pox ? Whore the douce had been the good 
of that 1 I’ll hear danger with any man — but not useless danger 
— no, no. Thank you for nothing. And — you nod your head, and 
I know very well, Parson Harry, what you mean. < There was the 
— the other affair to make hei’ angry. But is a woman never to 
forgive a husband who goes a-tripping? Do you take me for 
a saint ? ” 

“ Indeed, sir, I dp not,” says Harry, with a smile. 

“ Since that time my wife’s as cold as the statue at Charing 
Cross. I tell thee sbo has no forgiveness in her, Henry. Her 
coldness blights my whole life, and sends me to the punch-bowl, 
or driving about the country. My children are not mine, but hers, 
when wo are together. ’Tis only when she is out of sight with her 
abominable cold glances, that run through me, that they’ll como to 
me, and that I dare to give them so much as a kiss ; and that’s 
why I take ’em and love ’em in other people’s houses, Harry. I’m 
^killed by the very virtue of that proud woman. Virtue ! give me 
the virtue that can forgive ; give mo the virtue that thinks not of 
preserving itself, but of making other folks happy. Damme, what 
matters a scar or two if ’tis got in helping a friend in ill fortune 1” 

And my lord again slapped the table, and took a great draught 
from the tankard. Harry Esmond admired as he listened to him, 
and thought how the poor preacher of this self-sacrifice had fled 
from the small-pox, which the lady had home so cheerfully, and 
which had been tbe cause of so much disunion in the lives of all in 
this house, “How well men preach,” thought the young man, 
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“ and cacli is the example in his own sermon. How each, has a 
story in a dispute, and a true ono, too, and both are right, or wrong 
as you will ! ” Harry’s heart was pained within him, to watch the 
struggles and pangs that tore the breast of this hind, manly, friend 
and protector. 

“ Indeed, sir,” said ho, “ I wish to God that my mistress could 
hear you speak as I have heard you ; she would know much that 
would make her life the happier, could she hear it.” But my 
lord flung away with one of his oaths, and a jeer ; he said that 
Parson Harry was a good fellow; hut that as for womon, all 
women were 'alike — all jades, and heartless. So a man dashes 
a fine vase down and despises it for being broken. It may be 
worthless— true : but who had the keeping of it, and who shat- 
tered it 1 

Harry, who would have given his life to make his benefactress and 
her husband happy, bethought him, now that he saw what my lord’s 
state of mind was, and that he really had a great deal of that love 
left in his heart, and ready for his wife’s acceptance if she would 
take it, whether he could not he a means of reconciliation between 
these two persons, whom he revered the most in the world. And 
he cast about how he should break a part of his mind to liis mistress, 
and warn her that in his, Harry’s opinion, at least, her husband 
was still her admirer, and even her lover. 

Bu t he found the subject a very difficult ono to handle, when he 
ventured to remonstrate, which he did in tho very gravost tone 
(for long confidence and reiterated proofs of devotion and loyalty 
lmd given him a sort of authority in the houso, which he resumed 
as soon as over he returned to it); and witli a speech that 
should have some effect, as, indeed, it was uttered with the 
speaker’s own heart, he ventured most gently to hint to his adored 
mistress, that she was doing her husband harm by her ill opinion 
of him, and that the happiness of all the family depended upon 
setting her right. 

She, who was ordinarily calm and most gentle, and full of smiles 
and soft attentions, flushed up when young Esmond so spoke to 
her, and rose from her chair, looking at him with a haughtiness 
and indignation that he had never before known her to displc 


She was quite an altered being for that moment ; and looked an 
angry Princess insulted by a vassal. 

“ Ilare you ever heard me utter a word in my lord’s, disparage- 
ment?” she asked hastily, hissing out her words, and stamping her 
foot, 

“ Indeed, no,” Esmond said, looking down. 

“ Are you coine to me as his ambassador — You ?” she continued. 

11 1 would sooner see peace between you than any thing else in 
the world,” Barry answered, “ and would go of any embassy that 
had that end.” 

“ So you are my lord’s go-between?” she went on, not regarding 
this speech. “ You are sent to bid me hack into slavery again, 
and inform me that my lord’s favour is graciously restored to his 
handmaid? He is weary of Covent Garden, is lie, that he comes 
homo and would have the fatted calf killod ?” 

“ There's good authority for it, surely,” said Esmond. 

“ 3? or a son, yes; but my lord is not my son. It was he who 
east me away from him. It was he who broke our happiness 
down, and lie bids me to repair.it. It was ho who showed himself 
to me at last, as he Was, not as I had thought him. It is he who 
comes before my children stupid and senseless with wine — Wlu> 
leaves our company foiHhat of frequenters of taverns and'bagnioH— 
who goes from his home to the city yonder and his friends there, 
and when ho is tired of them returns hither, and expects that I 
shall kneel and welcome him. And -lie sends -.you as his, chamber- 
lain ! What a proud embassy ! Monsieur, 1 make you my 
compliment of the new place.” 

# " It would be a proud embassy, and a happy embassy too, could 

I bring you and my lord together,” Esmond replied. 

“ I presume you have fulfilled your mission now, sir. ’Twas a, 
pretty one for you to undertake. I don’t know whether ’tis your 
Cambridge philosophy, or time, that has altered your Ways of 
thinking,” Lady Castiewood continued, still in a sarcastic tone. 
“ Perhaps you too have learned to love drink, and to hiccup over 
your wine or punch ;• — which is your worship’s favourite liquor? 
Perhaps you too put up at the Hose on your way to London, and 
have your acquaintances in Covent Garden, My services to 


yon, sii’, to principal anil ambassador, to master ami — and 
lacquey.” 

“ Great Heavens ! madam,” cried Harry, "What have I done 
that thus, for a second time, you insult me ? Ho you wish me to 
blush for what I used to he proud of, that I lived on your bounty ? 
Next to doing you a service (which my life would pay for), you 
know that to receive one from you is my highest pleasure. What 
wrong have I done you that you should wound me so, cruel 
woman ? ” 

“ What wrong ?” she said, looking at Esmond with wild eyes. 
“ Well, none — none that you know of, Harry, or could help. Why 
did you bring back the sruall-pox,” she added, after a pause, “ from 
C'nstlewood village ? You could not help it, could you 1 Which 
of us knows whither fate leads us? But we wore all happy, 
Henry, till then.” And Harry went away from this colloquy, 
thinking still that the estrangement between his patron and his 
beloved mistress was remediable, and that eaoli had at heart a 
strong attachment to the other. 

The intimacy between the Lords Mohun and Castlcwood ap- 
peared to increase as long as the former remained in the country ; 
and my Lord of Costlowood especially seemed nevor to be happy 
out of his new comrade's sight. They sported together, they drank, 
they played bowls and tennis : my Lord Castlcwood would go 
•or three days to Sark, and bring back my Lord Mohun to Castle- 
wood — where indeed his lordship made himself very welcome to all 
persona, having a joke or a new game at romps for the children, all 
the talk of the town for my lord, aud music and gallantry and plenty 
of the beau langctge for my lady, and for Harry Esmond, who was 
never tired of hearing his stories of his campaigns and his life at 
Vienna, Venice, Paris, and the famous cities of Europe which he had 
visited both in peace and war. And he sang at my lady’s harpsichord, 
and played cards or backgammon, or his now game of billiards 
with my lord (of whom ho invariably got the better) ; always 
having a consummate good-humour, and bearing himself with a 
certain manly grace, that might exhibit somewhat of the camp and 
Alsatia perhaps, but that had its charm and stamped him a gen- 
tleman : and his manner to Lady Castlcwood was so devoted and 


respectful, that she soon recovered from the first feelings of dislike 
which she. lwd conceived against him — nay, before long, began to 
1)0 interested in his spiritual welfare, and hopeful of his conversion, 
lending him books of piety, which he promised dutifully to study. 
With her my lord talked of reform, of settling into quiet life, quit- 
ting the court and town, and buying some land in the neighbour- 
hood — though it must be owned that, when the two lords were to- 
gether over their Burgundy after dinner, their talk was very dif- 
ferent, and there was very little question of conversion on my Lord 
Mohun’s part. When they got to tlieir second bottle, Harry Es- 
mond used commonly to leave these two noble toilers, who, though 
they talked freely enough, Heaven knows, in his presence (Good 
Lord, what a set of stories, of Alsatia and Spring Garden, of the 
taverns and gaming-houses, of the ladies of the court, and incsdames 
of the theatres, ho can recall out of their godly conversation !) — al- 
though I say they talked before Esmond freely, yet they seemed 
pleased when ho went away, and then they had another bottle, and • 
then thoy fell to cards, and then my Lord Mohnn came to her 
ladyship’s drawing-room ; leaving liis boon companion to sleep off 
his wine. 

’Tvras a point of honour with'tbe fine gentlemen of those days to 
lose Or win magnificently at their horse-matches, or games of cards 
and dice — and you could nevor tell, from, the demeanour of these 
two lords afterwards, which had been successful and which the 
loser at their games. And when my lady hinted to my lord that 
he played more than she liked, he dismissed her with a “ pish,” and 
swore that nothing was more equal than play betwixt gentlemen, if 
they did but keep it up long enough. And these kept it up long 
enough you may bo sure. A man of fashion of that tune often 
passed a quarter of his day at cards, and another quarter at drink: 
I have known many a pretty fellow, who was a wit too, ready of 
repartee, and possessed of a thousand graces, who would be puzzled 
if he had to write more than his name. 

There is scarce any thoughtful man or woman, I suppose, but can 
look back upon his course of past life, and remember some point, 
trifling as it may have seemed at the time of occurrence, which has 
nevertheless turned aud altered his whole career. ’Tis with almost 
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all of us, -03 in M. Massillon’s magnificent imago regarding King 
William, a grain' & sable that perverts or perhaps overthrows us ; 
and so it was but a light word flung in the air, a mere freak of 
perverse child’s temper, that brought down a whole heap of crush- 
ing woes upon that fondly whereof Harry Esmond formed a part. 

Coming homo to liis dear Castle wood in the third year ol his 
academical course (wherein he had now obtained some distinction, 
his Latin Poem on the death of the Duke of Glocoatcr, Princess 
Anne of Denmark’s sou, having gained him a modal, and introduced 
hiui to the society of the University wits), Esmond found his little 
friend and pupil Beatrix grown to be taller than her mother, a 
slim and lovely young girl, with cheeks mantling with health and 
roses: with eyes like stars shining out of assure, with waving 
bronze hair clustered about the fairest young forehead over seen: 
and a mien and shape haughty and beautiful, such nu that of the 
famous antique stat\io of the huntress Diana— at one time haughty, 
rapid, imperious, with oyes and arrows that dart and kill. Harry 
watched and .wondered at this yoiing cveabnro, and Hhmad her in 
his mind to Artemis with the ringing bow and shafts flashing 
death upon tho children of; Niobe ; at another time she was coy 
and melting as Luna shining tondorly upon Endymiou. This lair 
creature, this lustrous Pheobe, was only young as yet, nor had 
nearly reached her full splendour : lmt orescent and brilliant, our 
young gentleman of the University, his head lull of poetical ftiuei'em, 
v 4‘ his heart perhaps throbbing with ‘desires undofinod, admired 
this rising young divinity ; and gazed at her (though only ns at 
some “bright particular star,” far above liist ; oartli) vvith ondless 
delight and wonder. She had been . a" coquette from the jiarliest 
times almost, trying her freaks and jealousies, her way ward frol ids 
and winning caresses, upon all that camo within her reach ; who 
aet her women quarrelling in the nursery, and practised her eyes 
on the groom as she rodo behind him on tho pillion. 

She was the darling and torment of father and; mother. Him 
intrigued with each secretly ; and bestowed her fondness ami with- 
drew It, plied them with tears, smiles, kisses, cajolements ; — when the 
■■mother was angry, as happened often, flow to tho father, ami sheltering 
behind him, pursued her victim; when both wore displeased, trams- 


ferred her caresses to tho domestics, or watch until she could win 
back her parents’ good graces, either by surprising them into 
laughter and good-humour, or appeasing them by submission and 
artful humility. She was svevo lecta ncyotio, like that fickle god- 
dess Horace describes, and of whose “malicious joy ” a great poet 
of our own has written so nobly — who, famous aud heroic as ho 
was, was not strong enough to resist the torture of women. 

It was but three years before, that the child, then but ten years 
old, had nearly managed to make a quarrel between Harry Esmond 
and his comrade, good-natured, phlegmatic Thomas Tusher, who 
never of his own seeking quarrelled with any body : by quoting to 
the latter some sillyjoko which Harry had made regarding him — 
(it was the merest, idlest jest, though it near drove two old friends 
to blows, and I think such a battle would have pleased hoi’) — and 
from that day Tom kept at a distance from her ; and she respected 
him, and coaxed him sedulously whenever they met. But Harry 
was much more easily appeased, becauso lie was fonder of the child : 
and when she made mischief, used cutting speeches, or caused her 
Mends pain, she excused herself for her fault, not by admitting 
and deploring it, but by pleading not guilty, and asserting innocence 
so constantly, and with such seeming artlessness, that it was: im- 
possible to cpiestion her idea. In her childhood, they were but 
mischiefs then which she did ; hut her power became more filial as 
she grew older — as a kitten first plays with a ball, and then 
pounces on a bird and kills it. ’Tie- not to be imagined that Harry 
Esmond had all this experience at this early stage of his life, 
whereof he hr now writing the history — many things hero noted 
were hut known to him in later days. Almost every thing Bea- 
trix did or undid seemed good, or at least pardonable, to him then, 
and years afterwards. 

It happened, then, that Harry Esmond came home to Castle- 
wood for his last, Vacation, with good hopes of a fellowship at his 
college, and a contented resolve to advance his fortune that way. 
’Twas in the first year of the present century, Mr. Esmond (as far 
as he knew the period of his birth) being then twenty -two years 
_ old. He found his quondam pupil allot up into this beauty of 
which we have spoken, and promising yet more : her brother, my 
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lord’s son, a handsome high-spirited brave lad, generous and frank, 
and kind to every body, save perhaps bis sister, with whom 1-rank 
was at war (and not from bis but her foult)-adoring his mother, 
whose joy he was : and taking her side in the unhappy matrimonial 
differences which were now permanent, while ot course Mistress 
Beatrix ranged with her father. When heads of families fall out, 
it must naturally be that their dependants wear the one or tlio 
other party’s colour; and even in the parliaments in tlio servants 
hall or the stables, Harry, who had an early observant turn, could 
see which were my lord’s adherents and which my lady’s, and con- 
jecture pretty shrewdly how their unlucky quarrel was debated. 
Our lackeys sib in judgment on us. My lord’s intrigues may be 
ever so stealthily conducted, but his valet knows them; and my 
lady’s woman carries her mistress’s private history to the servants 
scandal-market, and exchanges it against the secrets of other 
abigails. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

my lord leaves its and his evil he hind him. 

My Lord Mohun (of whose exploits and fame some of the 
gentlemen of the University bad brought down but ugly reports) 
was once more a guest at Castlewood, and seemingly more inti- 
mately allied with my lord oven than before. Once in the spring 
those two noblemen had ridden to Cambridge from Newmarket, 
whither they bad gone for the horse-racing, and bad honoured 
Harry Esmond with a visit at bis rooms; after which Doctor Mon- 
tague, the master of the College, who bad treated Harry somowhat 
haughtily, seeing bis familiarity with these great folks, and that 
my Lord Castlewood laughed and walked with bis band on Ilarry s 
shoulder, relented to Mr. Esmond, and condescended to bo very 
civil to him ; and some days after bis arrival, Harry, laughing, 
told this story to Lady Esmond, remarking bow strange it was 
that men famous for learning and renowned over Europe, should, 
nevertheless, so bow down to a title, and cringe to a nobleman ever 


so poor. At tlua, Mistress Beatrix flung up lier head, and said, it 
became those of low origin to respect their betters ; that the par- 
sons made themselves a great deal too proud, she thought; and 
that she liked the way at Lady Sark’s best, where the chaplain, 
though he loved padding, as all parsons do, always went away be- 
fore the custard. 

“ And when I am a parson,” says Mr. Esmond, “ will you give 
me no custard, Beatrix i” 

.“ yon — you are different,” Beatrix answered. “ You arc of our 
blood.” 

■ “ My father was a parson, as you call him,” said my lady. 

“ But mine is a peer of Ireland,” says Mistress Beatrix, tossing 
her head. “Let people know them places, I suppose you will 
have me go down on my knees and ask a blessing of Mr. Thomas 
Tusher, that has just been made a curate, aud whose mother was a 
waiting-maid.” 

Aud she tossed out of the room, being in one of her flighty 
humours then. 

When she wa3 gone, my lady looked ’so sad and grave, that 
Harry asked the cause of her . disquietude. . She said it was not 
merely what he said of Newmarket, but what she had remarked, 
with great anxiety and terror, that my lord, ever since his acquaint- 
ance with the Lord Molum especially, had recurred to his fondness 
for play, which he had renounced siuoe his marriage. 

“ Bud men promise more than they are able to perform in mar- 
riage,” said my lady, with a sigh* " I fear he has lost large sums : 
and bur property, always small, is dwindling away- under this reck- 
less dissipation. I heard of him in London with very wild company. 
Since his return letters and lawyers are constantly coming and 
going-: he seems to me to have a constant anxiety, though he hides 
it under boisfcerousncss and laughter. I looked through— through 
the door last night, and— anil before,” said my lady, “ and saw them 
at cards after midnight ; no estate will bear that extravagance, 
much less ours, which will be so diminished that my son will have 
nothing at all, and my poor Beatrix no portion ! ” 

“1 wish I could help you, madam,” said Harry Esmond, sighing, 
and wishing that unavailingly, and for the thousandth time in his life. 
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“WIio can] Only God,” said Lady Esmond— “only God, in 
whose hands wo are.” And so it is, and for his rule over his family, 
and for his conduct, to wife and children — subjects over whom his 
power is monarchical — any one who watches the world must thinlc 
with trembling sometimes of the account which many a man will 
have to render. For in our society there’s no law to control the 
King of the Fireside. He is master of property, happiness— life 
almost. He is free to punish, to make happy or unhappy — to ruin 
or to torture. He may kill a wife gradually, and he no more ques- 
tioned than the Grand Seignior who drowns a slave at midnight. 
He may make slaves and hypocrites of his children ; or friends and 
freemen ; or drive them into revolt and enmity against the natural 
law of love. I have heard politicians and coffee-house wiseacres 
talking over the newspaper, and railing at the tyranny of the 
French King, and the Emperor, and wondered how these (who are 
monarchs, too, in their way) govern their own dominions at home, 
where each man rules absolute ? When the annals of each little 
reign are shown to the Supreme Master, under whom wo hold sove- 
reignty, histories will be laid bare of household tyrants as cruel as 
Amurath, and as savage as Nero, and as reckless and .dissolute ns 
Charles. 

If Harry Esmond’s patron erred, ’twas in the latter way, from a 
disposition rather self-indulgent than cruel; aud lie might have 
been brought back to much better feelings, had time been given to 
him to hi-ing his repentance to a lasting reform. 

■ As my lord and his friend Lord Mohun were such close compa- 
nions, Mistress Beatrix chose to be jealous of the latter ; and the 
two gentlemen often entertained each other by laughing, in their 
rude boisterous way, at the child’s freaks of anger and show of dis- 
like. “When thou art old enough, thou shalt many Lord Molmn," 
Beatrix’s father would say : on which the girl would pout and say, 
“I would rather marry Tom Tusher.” And because the Lord 
Mohuu always showed an extreme gallantry to my Lady Castlewood, 
whom he professed to admire devotedly, one day, in answer to this 
old joke of her father’ s, Beatrix said, “ I think my lord would rather 
marry mamma than marry me ; and is waiting till you dio to ask 


The words were said lightly and pertly by the girl one night be- 
fore supper, as the family party were assembled near the great fire. 
The two lords, who were at cards, both gave a start ; my lady 
turned as red as scarlet, and bade Mistress Beatrix go to her own 
chamber ; whereupon the girl, putting on, as her wont was, the 
most innocent ah’, said, “ I am sure I meant no wrong ; I ana sure 
mamma talks a great deal more to Harry Esmond than she does to 
papa — and sho cried when Harry went away, and she never does 
when papa goes away ; and hist night sho talked to Lord Moliuu 
for ever so long, and sent us out of the room, and cried when we 
came back, and ■* * 

“D n ! ” cried out my lord Castlewood, out of all patience. 

“ Go out of the room, you little viper ! ” and he started up and flung 
down his cards. 

“Ask Lord Mohan what I said to him, Francis,” her ladyship 
said, rising up with a scared face, but yet with a great and touch- 
ing dignity and candour in her look and voice. “ Come away with 
me, Beatrix.” Beatrix sprung up too ; she was in tears now. 

“Dearest mamma, what have I done?” she asked. “ Sure I 
meant no harm.” And she clung to her mother, and the pair went 
out sobbing together. . ■ 

“ I will tell you what your- wife said to me, Frank,” my Lord 
Mohan cried — “ Parson Harry may hear it j and, as I hope for 
heaven, every word, I say ia true.. Last, night, with tears in her 
eyes, your wife implored me to play no more with you at dice or at 
. cards, and yon know best whether what she asked was not for your, 
good.” 

“ Of course it was, Mohun,” says my lord in a dry hard voice. 
“Of course, you are a model of a man : aud the world knows what 
a saint you are.” 

My Lord Mohun was separated from his wife, and had had many 
affairs of honour : of which women as usual had been the cause. 

“I am no saint, though your wife is— and I can answer for my 


Lord Mohan. Whereupon Hurry Esmond, filled with alarm for 
the consequences to which this disastrous dispute might lead, broke 
out into the most vehement expostulations with Ids patron and his 
adversary. “ Gracious Heavens t ” he said, “ my lord, are you going 
to draw a sword upon your friend in your own house 1 Can you 
doubt the honour of a lady who is as pure as Heaven, and would 
die a thousand times rather than do you a wrong 1 Are the idle 
words of a jealous child to set friends at variance 1 lias not my 
mistress, as much as she dared do, besought your lordship, as the 
truth must bo told, to break your intimacy with my Lord Mohun ; 
and to give up the habit which may bring ruin on your family i 
But for my Lord Mohan's illness, had ho not left you ? ” 

“ ’Faith, Frank, a man with a gouty toe can’t run after other 
men’s wives,” broke out my Lord Mohun, who indeed was in that, 
way, and with a laugh and a look at his swathed limb so frank and 
comical, that the other dashing his fist across his forehead was 
caught by that infectious good-humour, and said with his oath, 

“ it, Harry, I believe thee,” and so this quarrel was over, 

and the two gentlemen, at swords drawn but just now, dropped 
their points, aud shook hands. 

Eeati -pacific!,. “ Go, bring my lady back,” said Harry’s patron. 
Esmond went away only too glad to be the bearer of such good 
news. He found her at the door ; she had been listening there, 
but went, back as be came. She took both his hands, hens were 
marble cold. She seemed as if she would fall on his shoulder. 
“Thank yon, and God bless you, my dear brother Harry,” .she 
said. She kissed his hand, Esmond felt her tears upon it : and 
leading her into the room, and up to my lord, the Lord Castlcwood 
with an outbreak of feeling and affection, such as ho laid not exhi- 
bited for many a long day, took his wife to his heart, and bent over 
and kissed her and asked her pardon. 

“ ’Tis time for me to go to roost. I will have my gruel a-bed.” 
said my lord Mohun : and limped off comically on Harry Esmond’s 
arm. “ By George, that woman is a pearl ! ” he said ; “ aud ’tis only 
a pig that wouldn’t value her. Have you seen tho vulgar trape- 
sing orange-girl whom Esmond” — bnt here Mr. Esmond interrupt- 
ed him, saying, that these were not affairs for him to know. 


HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND. 


132 

My lord’s gentleman came in to wait upon his master, who was 
no sooner in his nightcap and dressing-gown than he had another 
visitor whom his host insisted on sending to him : and this was no 
other than the Lady Castlewood herself with the toast and gruel, 
wliioh her husband bade her make and carry with her own. hands 
into her guest. 

Lord Castlewood stood looking after his wife as she went on this 
errand, and as he looked, Harry Esmond could not but gaze on him, 
and remarked in his patron’s face an expression of love, and grief, 
and care, which very much moved and touched the young man. 
Lord Castlewood’s hands fell down at his sides, and his head on his 
breast, and presently he said- — 

“ You heard what Mohuu said, parson 1 ” 

“ That ray lady was a saint 1 ” 

“ That there are two accounts to settle. I have been going wrong 
these ; five years, Harry Esmond. Ever since you brought that 
damned small-pox into the house, there has been a fate pursuing 
me, and I had best have died of it, and not run away from it like 
a coward. I left Beatrix with her relations, and went to London ; 
and I fell among thieves, Harry, and I got hack to confounded 
cards and dice, which I hadn’t touched since my marriage — no, not 
since I was in the Duke’s Guard, with those wild Mohocks. And 
I have been playing worse and worse, and going deeper and deeper 
into it ; and 1 owe Mohun two’ thousand pounds now ; and when 
it’s paid I am little better than a beggar. I don’t like to look my 
boy in the face ; he hates mo, I know ho does. And I have spent 
Beaty’s little portion ; and the Lord knows wlmt will come if I 
live ; the best thing I can do is to die, and, release what portion of 
the estate is redeemable for the boy.” - 

Mohun was as much master at Castlewood as tlio owner of tho 
Hall itself ; and his equipages filled the stables, where, indeed, there 
was room in plenty for many more horses than Harry Esmond’s 
impoverished patron could afford to keep. He hud arrived on 
horseback with his people ; but when his gout broke out my Lord 
Mohuu seat to London for a light chaise he had, drawn by a pair 
of small horses, and running as swift, wherovor roads were good, as 
a Laplander’s sledge. When this carriage came, his lordship was 
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eager to drive the Lady Castlewood abroad in it, and did so many 
times, and at a rapid pace, greatly to bis companion’s enjoyment, 
who loved the swift motion and tbe healthy breezes over the downs 
which lie hard upon Castlewood, and stretch thence towards the 
sea. As this amusement was very pleasant to her, and her lord, 
far from showing any mistrust of her intimacy with Lord Molrnn, 
encouraged her to be his companion ; as if willing, by bis present 
extreme confidence, to make up for any past mistrust wbioh his 
jealousy had shown ; tho Lady Castlewood enjoyed herself freely iu 
this harmless diversion, which, it must he owned, her guest was 
very eager to give her ; and it seemed that she grew the more free 
with Lord Mohun, and pleased with his company, because of some 
sacrifice which his gallantry was pleased to make in her -favour. 

Seeing the two gentlemen constantly at cards still of evenings, 
Harry Esmond one day deplored to his mistress that this fatal'.in- 
fatuation of her lord should continue ; and now they seemed recon- 
ciled together, begged his lady to hint to her husband that lie 
should play no more. 

But Lady Castlewood, smiling archly and gaily, said she would 
speak to him presently, and that, for a few nights more at least, he 
might be let to have his amusement. 

“Indeed, madam,” said Harry, “you know not what it costs 
you; and ’tis easy for any observer who knows the game, to see 
that Lord Mohun is by far the stronger of tho two.” 

“I know he is,” says my lady, still with exceeding good-humour ; 
“ he is not only the best player-, but the kindest player in the 
world.” 

“Madam, madam,” Esmond cried, transported and provoked. 
“Debts of honour must he paid some time or other; and my 
master will he ruined if he goes on.” 

“Harry, shall I tell you a secret]” my lady replied, with kind- 
ness and pleasure still in her eyes. “Francis will not be ruined if 
he goes on ; he will be rescued if he goes on. I repent of having 
spoken and thought unkindly of tho Lord Mohun when ho was 
here in the past year. He is ML of much kindness and good ; and 
’tis my belief that wo sliall bring him to better things. I have lent 
him Tillotson and your favourite Bishop Taylor, and he is much 
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touched, lie says ; and as a proof of liis repentance— (and herein lies 
my secret) — what do yon think he is doing with Francis ? Ho is 
letting poor Frank win his money back again. He hath won al- 
ready at the last four nights ; and my Lord Moliun says that lie will 
not be tho moans of injuring poor Frank and my dear children.” 

“And in God’s name, what do you return him for this sacrifice?” 
asked Esmond, aghast ; who know enough of men, and of this one 
iu particular, to be aware that such a finished rake gave nothing 
for nothing. “How, in Heaven’s name, are you to pay him?” 

“Pay him! With a mother’s blessing and a wife’s prayers!” 
cries my lady, clasping her hands together. Harry Esmond did 
not know whether to laugh, to be angry, or to love his dear mis- 
tress' more than ever for the obstinate innocency with which she 
chose to regard the conduct of a man of the world, whose designs 
lie knew better how to interpret. He told tho lady, guardedly, 
but so as to make his moaning quite clear to her, what he know in 
respect of the former life and conduct of this nobleman ; of other 
women against whom he had plotted, and whom ho had overcome ; 
of tho conversation which ho Harry himself had had with Lord 
Mohun, wherein tho lord made a boast of his libertinism, and fre- 
quently avowed that he held all women to be fair game (as his 
lordship Btyled this pretty sport), and that they wore all, without 
exception, to be won. And tlic return Harry had for his entreaties 
and remonstrances was a fit of angor on Lady Castlewood’s part, 
who would not listen to his accusations, she said, and retorted that 
he himself must be very wicked and perverted, to suppose evil de- 
signs, where she was sure none wore meant. “And this is the 
good meddlers get of interfering,” Harry thought to himself with 
much bitterness ; and his perplexity and annoyanco were only the 
greater, because he could not speak to my Lord Gastlewood himself 
upon a subject of this nature, or venture to advise or warn luin re- 
garding a matter so very sacred as his own honour, of which my 
lord was naturally the best guardian. 

But though Lady Castlewood would listen to no advice from her 
young dependent, and appeared indignantly to refuse it when 
offered, Harry had tho satisfaction to find that she adopted the 
counsel which she professed to reject ; for the next day she pleaded 


a headache, when my Lord Molmn would have had her drive out, 
and the next day the headache continued ; and next day, in a 
laughing gay way she proposed that the children should take her 
place in his lordship’s car, for they would be charmed with a ride 
of all things ; and she must not have all the pleasure for herself. 
My lord .gave them a drive with a very good grace, though I dare- 
say with rage aucl disappointment inwardly — not that his heart 
was very seriously engaged in his designs upon this simple lady ; 
but the life of such men is often one of intrigue, and they can no 
more go through the day without a woman to pursue, than a fox- 
hunter without his sport after breakfast. 

Under an affected carelessness of demeanour, and though there 
was no outward demonstration of doubt upon his patron’s part 
since the quarrel between the two lords, Harry yet saw that Lord 
Castlewood was watching his guest very narrowly ; and caught 
signs of distrust and smothered rage (as Harry thought) which fore- 
boded no good. On tbe point of honour Esmond knew how touchy 
his patron was ; and watched him almost as a physician watches a 
patient, and it seemed to him that this one was slow to take the 
disease, though he could not throw off the poison when once it had 
mingled with his blood. "We read in Shakspeare (whom the 
writer for his part considers to be far beyond Mr. Congvevc, Mr. 
Dryden, or any of the wits of the present period) that when jealousy 
is once declared, nor poppy, nor mandragora, nor all the drowsy 
syrups of the East, will over soothe it or medicine it away. 

In fine, the symptoms seemed to be so alarming to this young 
physician (who indeed young as he was hatl felt the kind pulses of 
all those dear kinsmen), that Harry thought it would be bis duty 
to warn my Lord Mobun, and let him know that his designs were 
suspected and watched. So one day, when in rather a pettish 
humour, his lordship had sent to Lady Castlewood, who had pro- 
mised to drive with him, and now refused to come, Harry said — . 
“ My lord, if you will kindly give me a place by your side I will 
thank you ; I have much to say to you, and would like to speak to 
you alone.” 

“You honour me by giving me your confidence, Mr. Henry 
Esmond,” says tbe other, with a very grand bow. My lord was al- 
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ways a fine gentleman, anil young as he was there was that in 
Esmond’s manner which showed that he was a gentleman too, and 
that none might take a liberty with him — so the pair went out, 
and mounted the little carriage which was in waiting for them in 
the court, with its ,two little cream-coloured Hanoverian horses 
covered with splendid furniture and champing at the bit. 

“ My lord,” says Harry Esmond, after they were got into the 
country, and pointing to my Lord Mohun’s foot, which was swathed 
in flannel, and put up rather ostentatiously on a cushion — “ my 
lord, I studied medicine at Cambridge.” 

“ Indeed, Parson Harry,” says ho : “and are you going to take 
out a diploma : and cure your fellow-students of the ” 

“ Of the gout,” says Harry, interrupting him, and looking him 
hard in the face ; “1 know a good deal about the gout.” 

“ I hope you may never have it. ’Tis an infernal disease,” says 
my lord, “ancl its twinges are diabolical. Ah 1” and he made a 
dreadful wry face, as if he just felt a twinge. 

“Your lordship would be much better if you took off all that 
flannel. — it only servos to inflame the toe,” Harry continued, look- 
ing his man full in the face. 

“ 0 1 it only serves to inflame the toe, does it ? ” says the other, 
with an innocent air. 

“If yon took off that flannel, and flung that absurd slipper away, 
and wore a boot,” coutiunos Harry. 

“You recommend me boots, Mr. Esmond 1” asks my lord. 

“ Yes, boots and spurs. I saw your lordship three days ago run 
down the gallery fast enough,” Harry goes on. “ I am sure that 
taking^ gruel at night is not so pleasant as claret to your lordship ; 
and besides it keeps your lordship’s head cool for play, whilst my 
patron’s is hot and flustered with drink.” 

“ ’Sdeath, sir, you dare not say that I don’t play fair ? ” cries my 
lord, whipping his horses, which went away at a gallop. 

You are cool when my lord is drunk,” Harry continued " your 
lordship gets the better of my patron. I have watched you as I 
looked up from my hooks.” 

“You young Argus!” says Lord Mohun, who liked Harry 
Esmond — and for whose company and wit, and a certain daring 


manner, Harry had a great liking too — “ You young Argus ! you 
may look with all your hundred eyes and see we play fair. I’ve 
played away an estate of a night, and I’ve played my shirt off my 
hack ; and I’ve played away my periwig and gone home in a night- 
cap. But no man can say I ever took an advantage of him beyond 
the advantage of the game. I played a dice-cogging scoundrel in 
Alsatia for his ears and won ’em, and have one of ’em in my lodg- 
ing in Bow Street in a bottle of spirits. Harry Mohun will play 
any man for any thing — always would.” 

“ You are playing awful stakes, my lord, in my patron’s house,” 
Hurry said, “ and more games than are on the cards.” 

“What do you mean, sir?” cries my lord, turning round, with a 
flush on his face. 

“I mean,” answers Harry, in a sarcastic tone, “ that your gout 
is well — if ever you had it.” 

“Sir!” cried my lord, getting. hot. 

“And to tell the truth I believe your lordship has no more 
gout than I have. At any rate, change of air will do you good, 
my Lord Mohun. And I mean fairly that you had better go from 
Castle wood.” 

“And were you appointed to give me this message?” cries the 
Lord Mohun. “Hid Prank Esmond commission you?” 

“ Ho one did. ’Twas the honour of my family that commissioned 
ine.” 

“ And you are prepared to answer this?” cries the other, furiously 
: lashing his horses. 

“ Quite, my lord : your lordship will upset the carriage if you 
whip so hotly.” 

“By George, yon have a brave spirit !” my lord cried out, burst- 
ing i uto a laugh.' “I suppose ’tis that infernal hollo do Jemiln 
that makes you so bold,” he added. 

“’Tis the peace of the family I love best in the world,” Harry 
Esmond said warmly-^" ’tis the honour of a noble benefaptor — 
the happiness of my, dear mistress, and her children. I owo them 
every thing in life, my lord ; and would lay it down for any one of 
them. What brings you hero to disturb this quiet household? 
What keeps you lingering^- month after month in the country? 
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What makes you feign illness and invent pretexts for delay? Is it 
to win my poor patron’s money? Bo generous, my lord, and spare 
liis weakness for the sake of his wife and children. Is it to 
practise upon the simple heart of a virtuous lady? You might as 
well storm the Tower single-handed. But you may blemish her 
siame by light comments on it, or by lawless pursuits — and I don’t 
deny that ’tis in your power to make her unhappy. Spare these 
innocent people, and leave them.” 

“ By the Lord, I believe thou hast an eye to the pretty Puritan 
thyself, Master Harry,” says my lord, with his reckless, good- 
humoured laugh, and as if he had been listening with interest to 
the passionate appeal of the young man. “ Whisper, Harry. Art 
thou in love with her thyself? Hath tipsy Frank Esmond come 
by the way of all flesh?” 

“ My lord, my lord,” cried Harry, his face flushing and his eyes 
filling as he spoke, “ I never had a mother, hut I love this lady as 
one. I worship lieras a devotee worships a saint. To hear her 
name spoken lightly seems blasphemy to me. Would you dare 
think of your own mother so, or snfter any one so to speak of her '. 
It is a horror to me to fancy that any man should think of her 
impurely. I implore you, I beseech you, to leave her. Danger 
will come out of it." 

“Danger, pshal” says my lord, giving a cnt to the horses, which 
at this minute — for we were got on to the Downs — fairly ran oil 
into a gallop that no pulling could stop. The rein broke in Lord 
Mohun’s hands, and the furious beasts scampered madly forwards, 
the carriage swaying, to and fro, and the persons within it holding 
oh to the sides as best they might, until seeing a great ravine 
before them, where an upset wms inevitable, the two gentlemen 
leapt for their lives, each out of his side of the chaise. Hai'ry 
Esmond was quit for a fall on the grass, which was so severe that 
it stunned him for a minute; but he got up presently very sick, 
and bleeding at the nose, but with no other hurt. The Lord 
Moliun was not so fortunate; he fell on his head against a stone, 
and lay on the grottnd dead to all appearance. 

This misadventure happened as the gentlemen were on their 
return homewards; and my Lord Castlewood, with his son and 


tlicir lieels, and my lord’s people turned and stopped them. It 
was young Prank who spied out Lord Mohan's scarlet coat as he 
lay on the ground, and the party made up to that unfortunate 
gentleman and Esmond, who was now standing over him. His 
large periwig and feathered hat had fallen off, and he was Weeding 
profusely from a wound on the forehead, and looking, and being, 
indeed, a corpse. 

“Great God! he’s dead!” says my lord. “Bide, some one: 
fetch a doctor — stay. I’ll go home and bring back Tusher; he 
knows surgery,” and my lord, with his son after him, galloped away. 

They wore scarce gone wlieu Harry Esmond, who was indeed 
but just come to himself, bethought him of a similar accident 
which he had seen on a ride from Newmarket to Cambridge, and 
taking off a sleeve of my lord’s coat, Harry, with a penknife, 
opened a vein in his arm, and was greatly relieved, after a moment, 
to see the blood flow. He was near half-an-honr before ho came 
to himself, by which time Doctor Tuslier and little Frank arrived, 
and found my lord not a corpse indeed, but as pale as oue. 

After a time, and when he was able to bear motion, they put my 
lord upon a groom’s horse, and gave the other to Esmond, the men 
walking on each side of my lord, to support him, if need were, and 
worthy Doctor Tusher with them. Little Frank and Harry rode 
together at a foot pace. 

men we rode together home, the boy said: “We met mamma, 
who was walking on the terrace with the Doctor, and papa 
frightened her, and told her you were dead *'■*. /* ” 

“ That I was dead!” asks Harry. 

“Yes. Papa says: ‘Here’s poor Harry killed, my dear;’ on. 
which mamma gives a great scream; and oh, Harry! she drop* 
down; and I thought aho was dead, too. And you never saw such! 
a way as papa was in; he swore one of his great oaths: and he! 
turned quite pale; and then he began to laugh somehow, and lie > 
tohl the Doctor to take his horse, and me to follow him; and wo : 
left him. And I looked back, and saw him dashing water out of 
the fountain on to mamma. : Oh, she was so frightened!" 


Hlil THIS HISTORY OP HENRY ESMOND. 

Musing upon tliis curious history — for my Lord Mohun’s name 
was Henry too, and they called each other Frank and Hurry often — 
and not a little disturbed and anxious, Esmond rode home. His 
dear lady was on the terrace still, one of her women with her, and 
my lord no longer there. There are. stops and a little door thence 
down into the road. My lord passed, looking very ghastly, with a 
handkerchief over his head, and without his hat and periwig, which 
a groom carried, but his politeness did not desort him, and he made 
a bow to tho lady abovo. 

“Thank Heaven you are safe,” she said. 

“And so is Harry, too, mamma,” says little Finnic, — “huzzay!” 

Harry Esmond got oft’ the horse to run to his mistress, as did 
little Frank, and one of the grooms took charge of the two beasts, 
while the other, hat and periwig in hand, walked by my lord’s 
bridle to tho front gate, which lay half-a-mile away. 

“ Oh, my boy ! what a fright you have given me 1” Lady Castle- 
wood said, when Harry Esmond came up, greeting him with one 
of her shining looks, and a voice of tender welcome ; and she was 
so kind as to kiss tho young man (’twas the second time she had so 
honoured him), and she wallcod into the house between him and 
hor son, holding a hand of each. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

WE RIDE AFTEH HIM TO LONDON. 

After a repose of a couple of days, the Lord Mohun was so 
far recovered of his hurt as to be able to announce bis depar- 
ture for the next morning ; when, accordingly, he took leave of 
Castlewood, proposing to ride to London by easy stages, and lie two 
nights upon the road. His host treated him with a studied and 
ceremonious courtesy, certaiuly different from my lord’s usual frank 
and careless demeanour ; but there was no reason to suppose that 
tho two lords parted otherwise than good friends, though Harry 
Esmond remarked that my Lord Viscount only saw his guest in 
company with other persons, and seemed to avoid being alone with 
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him. Nor did ho ride any distance with Lord Mohun, as his cus- 
tom was with most of his friends, whom he was always eager to 
welcome and unwilling to lose; hut contented himself, when his 
lordship’s horses were announced, and their owner appeared booted 
for his journey, to take a courteous leave of the ladies of Oastlc- 
wood, by following the Lord Mohun down-stairs to his horses, and 
by bowing and wishing him a good-day, in the court-yard. *■' I 
shall see you in London before very long, Mohun,” my lord said, 
with a smile ; “when we will settle our accounts together,” 

“ Do uot let them, trouble you, Frank,” said the other good- 
naturedly, and, holding out his hand, looked rather surprised at the 
grim and stately manner in which his host received his parting 
Habitation : and so, followed by his people, he rode away. 

Harry Esmond was witness of the departure. It was very dif- 
ferent to my lord’s coming, for which great preparation had been 
made (the old house putting on its best appearance to welcome its 
guest), and there was a sadness and constraint about all persons that 
day, which filled Mr. Esmond with gloomy forebodings, and sad 
indefinite apprehensions. Lord Castlewood stood at the door 
watching his guest and his people as they wont out under the arch 
of the outer gate. "When he was there, Lord Mohun turned once 
snore, my Lord Yiscount slowly raised his beaver and bowed. His 
face wore a peculiar livid look, Havry thought. He cursed and 
kicked away his dogs, which came jumping about him — then he 
walked up to the fountain in the centre of the court, and leaned 
against a pillar and looked into the hasiu. As Esmond crossed 
over to his own room, lato the chaplain’s, on the other side of the 
court, and turned to enter in at the low door, he saw Lady Castle- 
wood looking through the curtains of the great window of the 
drawing-room overhead, at my lord as he stood regarding the foun- 
tain. There was iu the court a peculiar silence somehow ; and the 
scene remained long in Esmond’s memory: — the sky bright over- 
head; the buttresses of the building and the sundial casting shadow 
over the gilt memento mori inscribed underneath ; the two dogs, 
a black greyhound and a spaniel nearly white, the one with his 
lace up to the sun, and the other snuffing amongst the grass and 
stones, and my lord leaning over the fountain, which was plashing 



audibly. ’Tis strange how that scene and the sound of that foun- 
tain remain fixed on the memory of a man. who has beheld a hun- 
dred sights of splendour, and danger too, of which he has kept no 
account. 

It was Lady Castlewood, she had been laughing all the morning, 
and especially gay and lively before her husband and his guest, who, 
as soon as the two gentlemen went together from her room, ran to 
Harry, the expression of her countenance quite changed now, and 
with a face and eyes full of care, and said, “ Follow them, Harry, 
I am sure something has gone wrong.” And so it was that Esmond 
was made an eavesdropper at this lady’s orders : and retired to Ins 
own chamber, to give himself time in truth to try and compose 
a story which would soothe his mistress, for he could not hut have 
his own apprehension that some serious quarrel was pending be- 
tween the two gentlemen. 

And now for several days the little company at Castlewood sate 
at table as of evenings: this care, though unnamed and invisible, 
being nevertheless present alway, in the minds of at least three 
persons there. My lord was exceeding gentle and kind. Whenever 
ho quitted the room, his wife’s eyes followed him. He behaved to 
her with a kind of mournful courtesy and kindness remarkable in 
one of his blunt ways and ordinary rough manner. He called her 
by her Christian name often and fondly, was very soft and gentle 
with the children, especially with the boy, whom he did not love, 
and being lax about church generally, ho went thither ancl per- 
formed all the offices (down even to listening to Doctor 'I usher’s 
sermon) with great devotion. 

“ He paces his room all night ; what is it? Henry find out what 
it is,” Lady Castlewood said constantly to her young dependant. 
“ He has sent three letters to London,” she said, another day. 

“Indeed, madam, they were to a lawyer,” Harry answered, who 
knew" of these letters, and had seen a payfc of the correspondence, 
which related to a new loan, my lord was raising ; and when the 
young man remonstrated with his patron, my lord said, “ He was 
only raising money to pay off an old debt on the, property, which 
must he discharged.” ■■ 

Regarding the money. Lady Castlewood was not in the least 
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anxious. Few fond women feel money-distressed ; indeed you can 
hardly give a woman a greater pleasure than to bid her pawn her dia- 
monds for the man she loves ; and I remember hearing Mr. Con- 
greve say of my Lord Marlborough, that the reason why my lord 
Was so successful with women as a young man was, because he took 
money of them. “There are few men who will make such a 
sacrifice for them,” says Mr. Congreve, who knew a part of the sex 
pretty well. 

Harry Esmond’s vacation was jnst over, and, as hath been said, 
he was preparing to retnm to the University for his last term 
before taking his degree and entering into the Church. Ife had 
made up his mind for this office, not indeed with that reverence 
which becomes a man about to enter upon a duty so holy, but 
with a worldly spirit of acquiescence in the prudence of adopting 
that profession for his calling. But his reasoning was that he 
owed all to the family of Castlewood, and loved better to be near 
them than any where else in the world ; that ho might bo useful 
to his benefactors, who had the utmost confidence in him and 
affection for him in return ; that he might aid in bringing up 
the young heir of the house and acting as his governor; that 
he might continue to he his dear patron’s and mistress’s friend 
and adviser, who both were pleased to say that they should ever 
look upon him as such : and so, by making himself useful to 
those he loved best, he proposed to console himself for giving 
up of any schemes of ambition winch he might have had in 
Iris own bosom. Indeed, his mistress had told him that she 
would not have him leave her ; and whatever she commanded was 
will to him. 

The Lady Castlewood’s mind was greatly relieved in the last 
few days of this well-remembered holyday time, by my lord’s 
announcing one morning, after the post had brought him letters 
from London, in a careless tone, that the Lord Mohun was gone to 
Paris, and was about to make a great journey in Europe ; and 
though Lord Castlowood’s own gloom did not wear off, or his be- 
haviour alter, yet this cause of anxiety being romoved from his 
lady’s mind, she began to he more hopeful and easy in her spirits, 
striving too, with all her heart, and by all the means of soothing 


iii her power, to call back ray lord’s cheerfulness and dissipate his 
moody humour. 

He accounted for it himself, by saying'that ho was out of health ; 
that he -wanted to see his physician ; that lie would go to London, 
and consult Doctor Cheyne. It was agreed that his lordship arid 
Harry Esmond should make the journey as far as London together ; 
and of a Monday morning, the 10th of October, in the year 1700, 
they set forwards towards London on horseback. The day before 
being Sunday, and the rain pouring down, the family did, not visit 
church ; and at iiight my lord read the service to his family, very 
finely, and with a peculiar sweetness; and gravity— -speaking the 
parting benediction, Harry thought, as solemn as ever he heard it. 
And he kissed and embraced liis wife and children before they 
went to their own chambers with more fondness than he was 
ordinarily wont to slioiv, and with a solemnity and feeling of which 
they thought in after days with no small comfort. 

They took horse the next morning (after adieux from the 
family as tender as on the night previous), lay that night on the 
road, and entered London at nightfall; my lord going to the 
Trumpet, in the Cockpit, Whitehall, an house usod by the military 
in liis time as a young man, and accustomed by his lordship over 

An hour after my lord’s arrival (which showed that his visit 
had boon arranged hefore-hiind), my lord’s man of business arrived 
from Gray’s Inn ; and thinking that -his patron might wish to he 
private with the lawyer, Esmond was for leaving them : but my 
lord said his business was short ; introduced Mr. Esmond parti- 
cularly to the lawyer, who had been engaged for the family in 
the old lord’s time ; who said that he had paid the money, ns 
desired that day, to my Lord Mohun himself) at his lodgings in 
Bow Street; that his lordship had expressed some surprise, as 
it was not customary to employ lawyers, he said, in such trans- 
actions botween men of honour ; but, nevertheless, lie had re- 
turned my Lord Viscount’s note of hand, which he hold at liis 
client’s disposition. 

“ I thought the Lord Mohun had been in Paris ! ” cried Mr. 
Esmond, in great alarm and astonishment. 


“He is come back' at my .invitation,” said,my Lord Viscount, 
“ We have accounts to settle together.” 

“ I piuy Heaven they are over, sir,” mys Esmond. 

“ Oil, quite,” replied the other, looking hard at the young man. 
“ He was rather troublesome about tliat money which I told you 
1 had lost to him at play. And now ’tis paid, and we are quits ou 
that score, and we shall meet good friends again.” 

“ My lord,” cried out Esmond, “ I am sure you are deceiving 
me, and that there is a quarrel between the Lord Mohun and you;” 

“Quarrel — .pish! We shall sup together this very night, and 
drink a bottle. Every man is ill-humoured who loses such a sum 
as I have lost. But now ’tis paid, and my anger is gone 
with it.” 

“ Where shall we sup, sir ? ” says Harry. 

“ We ! Let some gentlemen wait till they are asked,” says niy 
Lord Viscount, with a laugh. “Yon go to Duke Street, and see 
Mr. Betterton. You love the play, I know. Leave me to follow 
my own devices ; and in the morning we’ll breakfast together, 
with what appetite we may, as the play says.” 

“ By G — ! ” my lord, I will not leave you this night,” says Harry 
Esmond. “I think I, know the cause of your dispute. I swear to 
you ’tis nothing. On the very day the accident befell Lord Mohun, 
I was speaking to him about it. I know that nothing has passed 
but idle gallantly on his part.” 

“ You know that nothing has passed but idle gallantry between 
Lord Mohun and my wife,” says my lord, in a thundering voice — 
“ you knew of tins, and did not tell me ? ” 

“I knew more of it than iny dear mistress did herseliy sir — -a 
thousand times more. How was she, who was as innocent ns a 
child, to. know what was the meaning of the covert addresses of a 

“A villain he is, you allow, arid would have taken my wife 
away from me.” 

“Sir, she is as pure as an angel,” cried young Esmond. 

“ Have X said a word against her ? ” shrieks out my lord. “ Did 


go astray 1 No, she hasn't passion enough for that. She neither 
sins nor forgives. I know her temper — and now I’ve lost her : by 
Heaven I love her ten thousand times more than ever I did — yes, 
when site was- young and as beautiful as an angel — when she smiled 
at me in her old father’s house, and used: to lie in wait for me there 
as I came from hunting— when I used to fling my head down on. 
her little knees and cry like a child on her lap — and swear I would 
reform and drink no more, and play no more, and follow women no 
more ; when all the men of the Court used to ho following her— 
when she used to look with her child more beautiful, by George, 
than the Madonna in the Queen’s Chapel. I am not good like her, 
I know it. Who is — by Heaven, who is 1 I tired and wearied her, 
I know that very well. I could not talk to her. You men of wit 
and books could do that, and I couldn’t — I felt I couldn't, Why, 
when you was but a hoy of fifteen I could hear you two together 
talking your poetry and your boobs till I was in such a rage that I 
was fit to strangle you. But you were always a good lad, Harry, 
and I loved you, you know I did. And I felt she didn’t belong to 
mo : and the children don’t. And I besotted mySelf, and gambled, 
and drank, and took to all sorts of devilries out of despair and fury. 
And now comes this Molittn, and she likes him, I know sho likes 
him.” 

“ Indeed, and on my soul, you are wrong, sir,” Esmond, cried. 

“ She takes letters from him,” cries my lord — “ look here Harry,” 
and he pulled out a paper with a brown stain of blood upon it. 
“ It fell from him that day he wasn’t killed. One of the grooms 
picked it up from the ground and gave it me. : Here it is in their 
d — — d comedy jargon. ‘Divine Gdoriana— Why look so coldly 
on your slave who adores you ? Have you no compassion on the 
tortures you have seen me suffering ? Do: you vouchsafe no reply : 
to billets that are. written with the blood of my heart.’ She; had 
more letters from him.” 

“ But she answered none,” cries Esmond. 

“That’s not Molmn’s fault,” says my lord, “and I will be re- 
venged on him, as God’s in heaven, I will.” 

“ Dor a light word or two, will you risk your lady’s honour and 
your family’s happiness, iny lord?” Esmond interposed beseechingly. 


“ Psha — there shall be no question of my wife’s honour,” said, 
iny lord ; “we can quarrel on plenty of grounds beside. If I live, 
that villain will be punished ; if I fall, my family will bo only the' 
better : there will only bo a spendthrift the less to keep in the 
world : and Frank lias better teaching than his father. My mind 
is made up, Harry Esmond, and whatever the event is I am easy 
about it. I leave my wife and yon as guardians to the children." 

Seeing that my lord was bent upon pursuing this quarrel, and 
that no entreaties would draw them from it, Harry Esmond (then 
of a hotter and more impetuous nature than now, when care, and 
reflection, and grey hairs liavo calmed him) thought it was liis duty 
to stand by his kind generous patron, and said— “ My lord, if you 
are determined upon war, you must not go into it alone. ’Tis the 
duty of our house to stand hy its chief : and I should neither for- 
give myself nor you if you did not call me, or I should bo absent 
from you at a moment of danger.” 

“ Why, Harry, my pool* boy, you are bred for a parson," says my 
lord, tailing Esmond by the hand very kindly : “ and it were a great 
pity that you should meddle in the matter.” 

“ Your lordship thought of being a churchman onoe,” Harry 
answered, “ and your father’s orders did not prevent him fighting 
at Castlewood against the Soundheads. Your enemies are mine, 
sir : I can use the foils, as you have seen, indifferently well, and 
don’t think I shall be afraid when the buttons are taken of ’em.” 
And then Harry explained with some blushes and hesitation (for 
the matter was delicate, and he feared lest, by having put himself 
forward in the quarrel, he might have offended his patron), how he 
had himself expostulated with the Lord Molmn, and proposed to 
measure swords with him if need were, and he could not be got. to 
withdraw peaceably in this dispute. “ And I should have beat him, 
sir,” says Harry, laugliing. “ He never could parry that bolte I 
brought from Cambridge. Let us have half-an-hour of it, and re- 
hearse — I can teach it your lordship : 'tis the most delicate point 
in the world, and if you miss it your adversary’s sword is through 
you.” 

“ By George, Harry ! you ought to be the head of the house,” 
says my lord, gloomily. “ You had been better Lord Castlewood 
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than a lazy sot like me,” he added, drawing Ms hand across Ms eyes, 
arid surveying his kinsman, with very kind and affectionate 
glances. 

“ Let us take our coats off and have half-an-honr’s practice before 
nightfall,” says Harry, after thankfully grasping his patron's mauly 
hand. 

“ You are but a little bit of a lad,” says my lord, good-humour- 
edly.; “ but, iu faith, I believe you could do for that fellow. No, 
my boy," he continued, 4 ■ I’ll have none of your feints and tricks of 
stabbing : I can use my sword pretty well too, and will fight my 
own quarrel my own way.” 

But I shall bo by to sec fair play,” cries Harry. 

“ Yes, God bless you — you shall be by.” 

“ When is it, sir 1 ” says Harry, for he saw that the matter had 
been arranged privately, and beforehand, by my lord. 

“’Tis arranged thus : I sent off a courier to Jack ‘Westbury to 
Say that I wanted him specially. He knows for what, and will be 
hero presently, and drink part of that bottle of sack. Then wo shall 
go to the theatre iu Duke Street, where we shall meet Mohun ; and 
then we shall all go sup at the Rose or the Greyhound. Then we 
shall call for cards, and there will be probably a difference over the 
cards— and then, God help us ! — either a wicked villain and traitor 
shall go out of the world, or a poor worthless devil, that doesn’t 
care to remain in it. I am better away, Hal — my wife will bo all 
the happier when I am gone,” says my lord, with a groan, that tore 
the heart of Harry Esmond so that he fairly broke into a sob over 
his patron’s kind hand. 

“ The business was talked over with Mohun before he loft homo 
— Castlevvood I moan ” — my lord went on. “ I took the letter into 
him, which I had read, and I charged him. with his villainy, and he 
could make no denial of it, only he said that my wife was innocent." 

“ And so she is ; before Heaven, my lord, she is ! ” cries Harry. 

“ No doubt, no doubt. They always are,” says my lord, “ No 
doubt, when sho heard he was killed, she fainted from accident.” 

“ But, my lord, my name is Harry,” cried out Esmond, burning 
red. “ Yon told my lady, ‘ Harry was killed 1 ’ ” 

“ Damnation ! shall I fight you too ? ” shouts my lord in a fury. 


(And here he broke from rage into team even more cruel to see.) 
“ You are an honest boy, and I love you ; and, by Heavens, I am 
so wretched that I don’t care what sword it is that ends me. Stop, 
here's Jack Weatbury. 'Well, Jack ! Welcome, old boy ! This 
is my kinsman, Harry Esmond.” 

“ Who brought your bowls for you at Castlewood, sir,” says 
Harry, bowing ; and tlxe three gentlemen sate down and drank of 
that bottle of sack which was prepared for them. 

“Harry is number three,” says my lord. “You needn’t be 
afraid of him, Jack.” And the Colonel gave a look, as much as to 
say, “ Indeed, he don’t look as if I need.” And then my lord ex- 
plained what he had only told by hints before. When he quar- 
relled with Lord Mohun he was indebted to his lordship in a sum 
of sixteen hundred pounds, for which Lord Mohun said ho proposed 
to wait until my Lord Viscount should pay him. My lord had 
raised the sixteen hundred pounds and sent them to Lord Mohun 
that morning, and before quitting home had put his affairs into 
order, and was now quite ready to abide the issue of the quarrel. 

When we had drunk a couple of bottles of sack, a coach was 
called, ancl the three gentlemen went to the Duke’s Playhouse, as 
agreed. The play was one of Mi*. Wyeherley’s — “ Love in a Wood.” 

Harry Esmond has thought of that play ever since with a kind 
of terror, and of Mrs. Bracegirdle, the actress who performed the 
girl’s part in the coined y. She was disguised as a page, and came 
and stood before the gentlemen as they sate on the stage, and looked 
over her shoulder with a pair of arch black eyes, and laughed at my 
lord, and asked what ailed the gentlemen from the country, and had 
he had bad news from Bullock Fair 1 

Between the acts of the play the gentlemen crossed over and con- 
versed freely. There were two of Lord Mohun’s party, Captain 
Macartney, in a military habit, and a gentleman in a suit of blue 
velvet and silver in a fair periwig, with a rich fall of point of Venice 
lace — my lord the Earl of Warwick and Holland. My lord had a 
paper of oranges, which he ate and offered to the actresses, joking 
with them. And Mrs. Bracegirdle, when my Lord Mohun said 


THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND. 


150 

something rude, turned on him, ancl asked him what he did there, 
and whether he and his friends had come to stab any body else, as 
they did poor Will Mountford? My lord’s dark face grew darker 
at this taunt, and wore a mischievous fatal look. They that saw 
it remembered it, and said so afterward. 

When the play was ended the two parties joined company ; and 
niy Lord Castlewood then proposed that they should go to a tavern 
and sup. Locldt’s, the Greyhound, in Charing Cross, was the house 
selected. All six marched together that way; the three lords 
going a-head, Lord Mohun’s captain, and Colonel Wes tinny, and 
Harry Esmond, walking behind them. As they walked, Westbury 
told Harry Esmond about his old friend Dick the Scholar, who had 
got promotion, and was Cornet of the Guards, and had wrote a 
book called tbe “ Christian Hero,” and had all the guards to laugh 
at him for his pains, for the Christian Hero was breaking the com- 
mandments constantly, Westbury said, and had fought one or two 
duels already. And, in a lower tone, Westbury besought young 
Mr. Esmond to talco no part in the quarrel. “ There was no need 
for more seconds than one,” said the Colonel, “ and the Captain or 
Lord Warwick might easily withdraw.” But Harry said no ; he 
was bent on going through with the business. Indeed, he had a 
plan in his head, which, he thought, might prevent my Lord Vis- 
count from engaging. 

They went in at the bar of the tavern, and desired a private room 
and wine and cards, and when the drawer had brought these, they 
began to drink and call healths, and as long as the servants were in 
the room appeared very friendly. 

Harry Esmond’s plan was no other than to engage in talk with 
Lord Molrnn, to insult him,' and so get the first of the, quarrel. So 
when cards were proposed he offered to play. “Pslia! ” says my 
Lord Mohiin (whether wishing to save Harry, or not choosing to 
try the botte dcJemile , it is not to be known)- — “Young gentle- 
men from college should not play these stakes. You are too 
young.” 

“Who dares say I am too young?” broke out Harry. “Is 
your lordship afraid ?” 

“ Afraid !” cries out Mohuu. 


But my good Lord Viscount saw tlxo move — “ I’ll play you for 
ton moidores, Molnm,” says lie — “You silly boy, we don’t play for 
groats bore as you do' at Cambridge and Harry, wlio had no such 
sum in his pocket (for his half-year’s salary was always pretty well, 
spent before it was due), fell back with rage and vexation in his 
heart that he had not money enough to stake. 

“ I’ll stake the young gentleman a crown,” says the Lord 
Mohun’s captain. 

I thought crowns were rather scarce with the gentlemen of 
tlie army,” says Harry. 

“ Do they birch at College ?” says the Captain. 

“ They birch fools,” says Harry, “ and they cane bullies, and they 
fling puppies into the water.” 

“ Faith, then, there’s some-escapes drowning,” says the Captain, 
who was an Irishman ; and all the gentlemen began to laugh, and 
made poor Harry only more angry. 

My Lord Molran presently snuffed a caudle. It was when the 
drawers brought in fresh bottles and glasses and were in the room 
— on which my Lord Viscount said — “ The Deuce take you, 
Molnm, how damned awkward you are. Light the candle, you 
drawer.” 

“ Damned awkward is a damned awkward expression, my lord,” 
says the other. “ Town gentlemen don’t use such words — or ask 
pardon if they do.” 

“ I’m a country gentleman,” says my Lord Viscount. 

“ I see it by your manner,” says my Lord Molnm. “No man 
shall say damned awkward to me.” 

“ I fling the words in your face, my lord,” says the other ; “shall 
I send the cards too 1” . 

“ Gentlemen, gentlemen ! before the servants ?” cry out Colonel 
Westbury and my Lord Warwick in n breath. The drawers go 
out of the room hastily. They tell the people below of the quarrel 
up-stairs. 

“ Enough has been said ” says Colonel Westbury. " Will your 
lordships meet to-morrow morning?” 

“ Will my Lord Castlewood withdraw his words ?” asks then 
Earl of Warwick. 


“My Lord Castlewood will be - first,” says Colonel West- 

Irary. 

“ Tlien we have nothing for it. Take notice, gentlemen, there 
have been outrageous words— reparation asked and refused.” 

“ And refused,” says my Lord Castle wood, putting on his hat. 
“ Where shall the meeting be 1 and when ’i ” 

“ Since my lord refuses me satisfaction, which I deeply regret, 
there is no time so good as now,” says my Lord Moliun. “ Let us 
have chairs and go to Leicester Field.” 

“ Are your lordship and I to have the honour of exchanging a 
pass or two !” says Colonel Westbury, with a low how to my 
Lord of Warwick and Holland. 

It is an honour for me,” says my lord, with a profound congee, 
“ to he matched with a gentleman who has been at Mods and 
Xamur.” . 

“Will your Reverence permit me to give you a lesson?” says 
the Captain. 

“ Nay, nay, gentlemen, two on a side are plenty," says Harry’s 
patron. “ Spare the boy, Captain Macartney," and he shook 
Harry’s hand — for the last time, save one, in liis life. 

At the bar of the tavern all the gentlemen stopped, and my 
Lord Viscount said, laughing, to the bar woman, that those cards 
set people sadly a quarrelling; but that the dispute was over now, 
and the parties were all going away to my Lord Mohun’s house, in 
Bow Street, to drink a bottle more before going to bed. 

A half-dozen of chairs were now called, and the six gentlemen 
stepping into them, the word was privately given to the chairmen 
to go to Leicester Field, where the gentlemen were set down op- 
posite the Standard Tavern. It was midnight, and the town was 
a-bed by this time, and only a few lights in the windows of the 
houses j but the night was bright enough for the unhappy purpose 
which the disputants camo about j and so all six entered into that 
fatal square, the chairmen standing without the railing and keeping 
the gate, lest any persons should disturb the meeting. 

All that happened thero hath been matter of public notoriety, 
and is recorded* for warning to lawless men, in the annals of our 
country. After being. .engaged; for not more than a couple of 


minutes, as Harry Esmond thought (though being occupied at the 
time with his own adversary’s point, which was active, ho may 
not have taken a good note of time), a cry from the chairmen with- 
out, who were smoking their pipes, and leaning over the railings 
of the field as they watched the dim combat within, announced 
that some catastrophe had happened which caused Esmond to drop 
liis sword and look round, at which moment his enemy wounded 
him in the right hand. But the young man did not heed this 
hurt much, and ran up to the place where he saw his dear master 
was down. 

My Lord Mohun was standing over him. 

“ Arc you much hurt, Frank 1 ” he asked in a hollow voice. 

“ I believe I’m a dead man,” my lord said from the ground. 

“ Ho, no, not so,” says the other ; “and I call God to witness, 
Frank Esmond, that I would have asked your pardon, had you hut 
given me a chance. In — in tire first cause of our falling out, I swear 
that no one was to Maine hut me, and — and that my lady” 

“ Hush !” says my poor Lord Viscount, lifting himself on his 
elbow, and speaking faintly. “ 1 Twas a dispute about the cards — 
the cursed cards. Harry, my boy, are you wounded, too 1 God 
help thee ! I loved thee, Harry, and thoit must watch over my 
little Frank— and— and cany this little heart to my wife.” 

And here my dear lord felt in his breast for a locket he wore 
there, and, in the act, fell back, fainting. 

Wo were all at this terrified, thinking Mm dead ; hut Esmond 
and Colonel Westbnry hade the ehmrmen to come into the field ; 
and so my lord was carried to one Mr. Aimes, a surgeon, in Long’ 
Acre, who kept a bath, and there the house was wakened up,, arid 
the victim of this quarrel carried in. 

My Lord Viscount was put to bed, and his wound looked to by 
the surgeon, who seemed both kind and skilful. When he had 
looked to my lord, he bandaged up Harry Esmond’s hand (who, 
from loss of blood, had fainted too, in the house, and may have 
been some time unconscious) ; and when the young man came to 
himself) you may be sure he eagerly asked what news there wore 
of Ms dear patron ; on wMeh the surgeon carried him to the room 
where the Lord Oastlewood lay; who had already sent for a priest ; 
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and desired earnestly, they said, to speak with his kinsman. Ho 
was lying on a bed, very pale and ghastly, with that fixed, fatal 
look in his eyes, which betokens death ; and faintly beckoning all 
the other persons away from him with Ills hand, and crying out 
“Only Harry Esmond,” the hand fell powerless down on the 
coverlet, as Harry came forward, and knelt down and kissed it. 

“ Thou art all but a priest, Harry,” my Lord Viscount gasped 
out, with a faint smile, and pressure of his cold hand. “ Are they 
all gone 1 Let me make thee a death-bed confession.” 

And with sacred Death waiting, as it were, at the bed-foot, as an 
awful witness of his words, tho poor dying soul gasped ont his last 
wishes in respect of his family ; — Ilia humble profession of contri- 
tion for his faults and his charity towards the world he was 
leaving. Some things he said concerned Harry Esmond as much 
as they astonished him. And my Lord Viscount, sinking visibly, 
was jn the midst of these strange confessions, when the ecclesiastic 
for whom my lord had sent, Mr. Atterbury, arrived. 

This gentleman had reached to no great church dignity, as yet, 
but was only preacher at St. Bride’s, drawing all the town thither 
by his eloquent sermons. He was godson to my lord, who had 
been pupil to his father y had paid a visit to Castlewood from 
Oxford more than once; and it washy his advice, I think, that 
Harry Esmond was sent to Cambridge, rather than to Oxford, of 
which place Mi'. Atterbury, though a distinguished member, spoke 
but ill. 

Oar messenger found the good priest already at his books, at 
five o’clock in the morning, and ho followed the man eagerly to 
the house whore my poor Lord Viscount- lay— Esmond watching 
him, and taking his dying words from his mouth. 

My lord, hearing of Mr. Atterbury’s arrival, and squeezing 
Esmond’s hand, asked to be alone with the priest ; and Esmond 
left them: there for this solemn interview. You may be sure that 
his. own prayers and grief accompanied that dying benefactor. 
My lord had said to him that which confounded the young man— 
informed him of a secret which greatly concerned him. Indeed, 
after hearing it, lie had had good cause for doubt and dismay y for 
mental anguish as well as resolution. While tho colloquy between 


Mr, Atterbury and his dying penitent took place within, an 
immense contest of perplexity was agitating Lord Castlewood’s 
young companion. 

At the end of aii hour — it may be more — Mr. Atterbury came 
out of the room looking very hard at Esmond, and holding a 
paper. 

“ He is on the brink of God’s awful judgment,” the priest whis- 
pered. « He has made his breast clean to me. He forgives and 
believes, and makes restitution. Shall it be iu public 1 Shall we 
call a witness to sign it i ” 

“ God knows," sobbed out the young man, “ my dearest lord has 
only done me kindness all his life.” 

The priest put the paper into Esmond’s hand. He looked at it. 
It swam before his eyes. , 

“ ’Tis a confession,” he said. 

“ ’Tis as you please,” said Mr. Atterbury. 

There was a fire in the room, where the cloths were drying for 
the baths, and there lay a heap in a corner, saturated with the 
blood of my clear lord’s body. Esmond went to the fire, and threw 
■the. paper into it. ’Twas a great chimney with glazed Dutch tiles. 
How we remember such trifles in such awful moments ! — the scrap 
of the book that we have read in a great grief— the taste of that 
last dish that we have eaten before a duel, or some such supreme 
meeting or parting. On the Dutch tiles at the Bagnio was a ratio 
picture representing Jacob iu hairy gloves, cheating Isaac of Esau’s 
birthright. The burning paper lighted it up. 

“ ’Tis only a confession, Mr. Atterbury,” said the young man. 
He leaned his head against the mantelpiece : a burst of tears came 
to his eyes. They were the first he had shed as he sate by liis 
lord, scared by this calamity and more yet by what tire poor dying 
gentleman had told him, and shocked to think that he should be 
the agent of bringing this double misfortune on those he loved best. 

"Let us go to him,” said Mr. Esmond. And accordingly they 
went into the next chamber, where, by this time, the dawn had 
broke, which showed my lord’s poor pale face and wild appealing 
eyes, that wore that awful fatal look of coming dissolution. The 
surgeon was with him. He went into the chamber as Atterbury 


came out thence. My Lord Viscount turned round his sick eyes 
towards Esmond; It choked the other to hear that rattle in his 
throat 

“ My Lord Viscount,” says Mr. Atterbury, “Mr. Esmond wants 
no witnesses, and hath burned the paper.” 

“ My dearest master ! ” Esmond said, kneeling down, and taking 
his hand and kissing it. 

My Lord Viscount sprang rrp in his bed, and Hung his arms, 
round Esmond. “ God bl- — bless ... was all he said. The 
blood rushed from his moutli, deluging the young man. My dear- 
est lord was no more. Mo was gone with a blessing on his lips, 
and love and repentance and kindness in bis manly heart. 

“ Bmedkti benediemtes,” says Mr. Atterbury, and the young man 
kneeling at the bedside, groaned out an Amen. 

“Who shall take the news to her?” was Mr. Esmond’s next 
thought. And on tins he besought Mr. Atterbury to bear the 
tidings to Castlewood. He could not face his mistress himself with 
those dreadful news. Mr, Atterbury complying kindly, Esmond 
writ a hasty note on Ms table-hook to my lord’s man, bidding him 
got the horses for Mr. Atterbury, and ride with him, and send 
Esmond’s own valise to the Gatehouse prison, whither lie resolved 
to go and give himself up. 


CONTAINS MU. ESMOND’S MILITARY LIFE, AND OTHER MATTERS APPER- 
TAINING TO THE ESMOND FAMILY. 


CHAPTER I. 

I AM IN PRISON, AND VISITED, BUT NOT CONSOLED THERE. 

Those may imagine, who have seen death untimely strike down 
persons revered and beloved, and know how unavailing consolation 
is, what was Harry Esmond’s anguish after being an actor in that 
ghastly midnight scene of blood and homicide. He could not, he 
felt, have faced his dear mistress, and told her that story. He was 
thankful that kind Attorbury consented to break the sad nows to 
her 5 but, besides bis grief, which he took into prison with him, he 
had that in his heart which secretly cheered and consoled him. 

A great secret had been told to Esmond by his unhappy stricken 
kinsman, lying on his dcath-hed. Were he to disclose it, as in 
equity and honour ho might do, the discovery would but bring 
greater grief upon those whom he loved best in the world, and 
who were sad enough already. Should he bring down shame and 
perplexity upon all those beings to whom he was attached by so 
many tender ties of affection and gratitude ? degrade bis father’s 
widow? impeach and sully his father’s and kinsman’s honour? 
and for what ? for a barren title, to be worn at the expense of an 
innoceut boy, tbe son of liis dearest benefactress. He had debated 
this matter in his conscience, whilst his poor lord was making his 
dying confession. On one side were ambition, temptation, justice 
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even j but We, gratitude, and fidelity, pleaded on the other. And 
when the struggle was over in Harry’s mind, a glow of righteous 
happiness filled it y and it was with grateful tears in his eyes that 
ho returned thanks to God for that decision which ho had been en- 
abled to make. 

“ When I was denied by my own blood,” thought ho ; “these 
dearest friends received and cherished me. When I was a nameless 
orphan myself, and needed a protector, I found one in yonder kind 
soul, who has gone to. his account repenting of the innocent wrong 
he has done,” 

And with this consoling thought he wont away to give himself 
up at the prison, after kissing the cold lips of liis benefactor. 

It was on the 'third day after he had come to the Gatehouse 
prison, (where he lay in no small pain from his wound, which in- 
flamed and ached severely ;) and with those thoughts and resolu- 
tions that have been just spoke of, to depress, and yet to console him, 
that H. Esmond’s keeper came and told him that a visitor was 
asking for him, and though he could not see her face, which was 
enveloped in a blade hood, her whole figure, too, being veiled and 
covered with the deepest mourning, Esmond knew at once that his 
visitor was his dear mistress. 

Ho got up from his bed, whore lie was lying, being very weak ; 
and advancing towards her, as the retiring keeper shut the door 
upon him and his guest in that sad place, lie put forward his left 
hand (for the right was wounded and bandaged), and he would have 
taken that kind one of his mistress, which had done so many offices . 
of friendship for him' for so many years. 

But the Lady Oastlowood went back from him, putting back her 
hood, and leaning against the great, stanchioned door which the 
gaoler had just closed upon them. Her face was ghastly white, as 
Esmond saw it, looking from, the hood ; and her eyes, ordinarily 
so sweet and tender, were fixed at him with such a tragic glance of 
woe and anger, as caused the young man, unaccustomed to un- 
kindness from that person, to avert his own glances from her .face. 

“ And this, Mr. Esmond,” she said, “is where I see you ; and 
’tis to this you have brought me ! ” 

“ You. have come to console me in my calamity, madam,” said 


lie (though, in truth, he scarce knew how to address her, his emo- 
tions at beholding her, so overpowered him). 

She advanced a little, but stood silent and trembling, looking out. 
at him from her black draperies, with her small white hands clasped 
together, and cpiivering lips and hollow eyes. 

“Hot to reproach me,” he continued after a pause. “My grief 
is sufficient as it is.” 

“ Take back your band — do not touch mo with it 1 ” she cried. 
“ Look ! there’s blood on it ! ” 

“ I wish they had taken it all,” said Esmond ; “ if you are un- 
kind to nie,” 

“ Where is my husband 1 ” she broke out. “ Give me hack my 
husband, Henry? Why did you stand by at midnight and see 
him murdered? Why did the traitor escape who did it? You, 
the champion of your house, who offered to die for us ! Yon that 
he loved and trusted, and to whom I confided him — you that 
vowed devotion and gratitude, and I believed you — yes, I believed 
you — why are you here, and my noble Francis gone ? Why did 
you come among us ? You have only brought us grief and sorrow ; 
and repentance, bitter, bitter repentance, as a return for our love 
and kindness. Did I ever do you a wrong, Henry ? You were 
but au orphan child when I first .saw you — when he first saw you, 
who was so good, and noble, aud trusting. lie would have had 
you sent away, but, like a foolish woman, I besought him to let you 
stay. And you pretended to love us, and we believed you — and 
you made our house wretched, and my husband’s heart went from 
me : and I lost him through you — I lost him— the husband of my 
youth, I say. I worshipped him : you know I worshipped him — 
and he was changed to me. He was no more my Francis of old — 
my dear, dear soldier, He loved me before he saw yon; and I 
loved him ; 0, God is my witness how I loved him ! Why did he 
not send yon from among us ? ’l’was only his kindness, that could 
refuse me nothing then. And, young as you were — yes, and weak 
find alone — there was evil, I knew there was evil in keeping yon. 
I read it in your face and eyes. I saw that they boded harm to 
us — and it came, I knew it would. Why did you not die when 
you had the small-pox — aud I came myself and watched you, and 


you didn’t know mo in your delirium — and you called oat for me, 
though I was there at your side. . All that has happened since, was 
a just judgment on my wicked heart — my wicked jealous heart. 
0, I am punished — awfully punished ! My husband lies in his 
Mood — murdered for defending me, my kind, kind, generous lord — . 
and you were by, and you let him die, Henry !” 

These words, uttered in the wildness of her grief, by one who 
was ordinarily quiet, and spoke seldom except with a gentle smile 
and a soothing tone, rung in Esmond’s ear ; and ’tis said that he 
repeated many of them in the fever into which ho now fell from 
his wound, and perhaps from the emotion which Such passionate, 
undeserved upbraidings caused him. It seemed as if his very sacri- 
fices and love for this lady and her family were to turn to evil 
and reproach : as if his presence amongst them was indeed a cause 
Of griefi and the continuance of his life but woe and bitterness to 
theirs. As the Lady Gastlewood spoke bitterly, rapidly, without r. 
tear, lie never offered a word of appeal or remonstrance | hnt sate 
at the foot of his prison-hod, stricken only with the more pain at 
thinking it was that soft and beloved hand which should stab 
him so cruelly, and powerless against her fatal sorrow, Her words 
as alio spoke struck the chords of all his memory, and tbo whole of 
his boyhood and youth passed within him ; whilst this lady, so fond 
and gentle but yesterday — this good angel whom he had lovod and 
worshipped — stood before him, pursuing him with keen words and 
aspect malign. 

. “ I wish I were in my lord’s place," lie groaned out, “It was 
not my fault that I was. not there, Madam. But Pate is stronger 
than all of us, and willed what has come to pass. It had been 
better for me to have died when I had the illness.” 

: “Yes, Henry,” said slio — and as she spoke she looked at him 
with a glance that was at once so fond and so sad, that the young 
man,; tossing up Ms arms, wildly fell baok, hiding his head in the 
: coverlet of the bed. As he turned he struck against the wall with 
his wounded hand, displacing the ligature ; and he felt the blood 
rushing again from the wound. He remembered feeling a secret 
pleasure at the accident— -and thinking, “ Suppose I were to end 
now, who 'would grieve for me 1 ” 


This hemorrhage, or the grief aud despair in which the luckless 
rouug man was at the time of the accident, must have brought on 
a deliquium presently ; for he had scarce any recollection after- ' 
wards, save of some one, his mistress probably, seizing his hand — 
and then of the buzzing noise in his ears as he awoke, with two or 
three persons of the prison around his bed, whereon he lay in a 
pool of blood from his arm. 

It was now b&udaged up again by the prison surgeon, who happen- 
ed to be iu the place ; and the governor's wife and servant, kind 
people both, wore with the patient. Esmond saw his mistress still 
iu the room when he awoke from his trance ; but she went away 
without a word ; though the governor’s wife told him that she sate 
in her room for some time afterward, and did not leave the prison 
until she heard that Esmond was likely to do well. 

Days afterwards, when Esmond was brought out of a fever which 
he had, aud which attacked him that night pretty sharply, the 
honest keeper’s wife brought her patient a handkerchief fresh washed 
and ironed, and at tho corner of which he recognised liis mistress’s 
well-known cipher and viscountess's crown. “ The lady had bound 
it round his arm when he fainted, and before she called for help, 
the keeper's wife said, “Poor lady; she took on sadly about her 
husband. He has been buried to-day, and a many of the coaches 
of the nobility went with him, — my Lord Marlborough’s and my 
Lord Sunderland’s, and many of the officers of the Guards, iu which 
ho served in the old : King’s time; and my lady has been with her 
two children to the King at Kensington, and asked for justice 
against my Lord Mohan, who is in hiding, and my lord the Earl of 
Warwick and Holland, who is ready to give himself up and take 
his trial.” 

Sueli were tho news, coupled with assertions about her own 
honesty and that of Molly her maid, who would nevor have stolen 
a certain trumpery . gold sleeve-button of Mr. Esmond’s that was 
missing after his fainting fit, that the keeper’s wife brought to her 
lodger. His thoughts followed to that, untimely grave, the brave 
heart, the kind friend, the gallant gentleman, honest of weird and 
generous of thought (if feeble of purpose, hut are his bettors much 
stronger than hel) who had given him bread and shelter when lie 
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had none ; home and love ivhen he needed them ; and who, if ho 
had kept one vital secret from him, had done that of which lie re- 
pented ere dying— -a wrong indeed, but one followed by remorse, 
and occasioned by almost irresistible temptation. 

Esmond took his handkerchief when his nurse left him, and very 
likely kissed it, and looked at the bauble embroidered in the corner. 
“It has cost thee grief enough,” he thought, “ dear lady, so loving 
and so tender. Shall I take it from thee and thy children? Ho, 
never ! Keep it, and wear it, my little Frank, my pretty boy. If 
1 cannot make a name for myself, I.can die without one. Some 
day, when my dear mistress sees my heart, I shall be righted ; or 
if not here or now, why, elsewhere ; where Honour doth not follow 
us, but where Love reigns perpetual.” 

’Tis needless to narrate here, as the reports of the lawyers already 
have chronicled them, the particulars or issue of that trial which 
ensued upon my Lord Castlewood’s melancholy homicide, Of the 
two lords engaged in that said matter, the second, my lord the Earl 
of Warwick and Holland, who had been engaged with Colonel 
Westbuiy, and wounded by him, was found not guilty by Ids peers, 
before whom ho was tried (under the presidence of the Lord Stew-: 
ard, Lord Somers) ; and the principal, the Lord Molran, being found 
guilty of the manslaughter (which, indeed, was forced upon him, 
and of which he repented most sincerely), pleadod his clergy; and 
so was discharged without any penalty. The widow of the slain 
nobleman, as it was told us in prison, showed an extraordinary 
spirit ; and, though she had to wait for ton years before her son 
was old enough to compass it, declared she would have revenge of 
her husband’s murderer. So much and suddenly had grief, anger, 
and misfortune appeared to change her. But fortune, good or ill, 
as I take it, does not change men and women. It but develops 
tlieir characters. As there are a thousand thoughts lying within 
a man that he does not know till he takes up tlve pen to write, so 
the heart is a secret even to him (or her) who has it in his own 
breast. Who hath not found himself surprised into revenge, or 
action, or passion, for good or evil; whereof the seeds lay within 
him, latent and unsuspected, until the occasion called them forth ? 
With the death of her lord, a change seemed to coxae over the 


whole conduct and mind of Lady Castlewood ; but of this we shall 
speak in the right season and anon. 

The lords being tried then before their peers at 'Westminster, 
according to their privilege, being brought from the Tower with state 
processions and barges, and ; accompanied by lieutenants and axe- 
men, the commoners engaged in that melancholy fray took their 
trial at Newgate, as became them ; and, being all found guilty, 
pleaded likewise their benefit of clergy. The sentence, as we all 
know, in these eases is, that the culpi'it lies a year in prison, or 
during the King’s pleasure, and is bumod in the hand, or only 
stamped with a cold iron ; or this part of the punishment is alto- 
gether remitted at the grace of the Sovereign. So Harry Esmond 
found himself a criminal and a- prisoner at two-and-twenty years 
old; 'as for the two colonels, his comrades,; they took the matter 
very lightly. Duelling was a part of their business ; and they 
could not in honour refuse any invitations of that sort. 

But the case was different with Mr. Esmond. His life was 
changed by that stroke of the sword which destroyed his kind 
patron’s. As he lay in prison, old Dr. Tusher fell ill and died; 
and Lady Castlewood appointed Thomas Tusher to the vacant 
living ; about the filling of winch she had a thousand times fondly 
talked to Harry Esmond : how they never should part ; how ho 
should educate her hoy; how to be a country clergyman, like 
saintly George Herbert or pious Dr, Ken, was the happiness and 
greatest lot in life ; how (if he were obstinately boat on it, though, 
for lier part, she owned rather to holding Queen Bess’s opinion, 
that a bishop should have no wife, and if not a bishop why a 
clergyman ?) she would find a good wife for Harry . Esmond : and 
so on, with a hundred pretty prospects told by fireside evenings, in 
fond prattle, as the children played about the hall. All these 
plans were overthrown now. Thomas Tusher wrote to Esmond, 
as he lay in prison, announcing that his patroness had conferred 
upon him the living his reverend father had held for many years ; 
that she never, after the tragical events which had occurred, (whereof 
Tom spoke with a very edifying horror), could see in the revered 
Tusher’s pulpit, or at her son’s table, the naan who was answerable 
for the father’s life ; that .her ladyship, bade' him to say that she 


prayed for Iter kdnsman’s repentance and his -worldly happiness ; 
that he was free to command her aid for any scheme of life -which 
he might propose to himself; hut that on this side of the grave 
she would see him no more. And Tusher, for his own part, added 
that Harry should have his prayers as a friend of his youth, and 
commended him whilst he was in prison to read certain works of 
theology, which his Reverence pronounced to bo very wholesome 
for Burners in his lamentable condition. 

And this was the return for a life of devotion— this the end of 
years of affectionate intercourse and passionate fidelity! Harry 
would have died for his patron, and was held as little better than 
his murderer : he had sacrificed, she did not know how much, for 
his mistress, and she threw him aside — ho had endowed her family 
with all they had, and she talked about giving him alms as to a 
menial! The grief for his patron’s loss: tho pains of his own 
present position, and doubts as to tlxo future: all these were for- 
gotten under tho sense of the consummate outrage which he had to 
endure, and overpowered by the superior pang of that torture. 

He writ back a letter to Mi', Tusher from his prison, congratu- 
lating his Reverence upon his appointment to the living of Castle- 
wood : sarcastically bidding him to follow iu the footsteps of his 
admirable father, whose gown, had descended upon him— thanking 
her ladyship for her offer of alms, which lie said he should trust 
not to need ; and beseeching her to remember that, if ever her 
determination should change towards him, he would be ready to 
give her proofs of a fidelity which had novor wavered, and which 
ought never to have been questioned by that house. “ And if w e 
meet no more, or only as strangers in this world,” Mr Esmond con- 
cluded, “a sentence against the cruelty and injustice of which 1 
.. disdain to appeal ; hereafter she will know who was faithful to her, 

, and whether she had any cause to suspect tho love and devotion 
of her kinsman and servant.” 

After tlie sending of this letter, the poor young follow’s mind 
was more at ease than it had been previously. The blow had been 
; struck, and he had borne it. His crnol goddess had shaken her 
wings and fled' : and left him alone and friendless, but virtute ma. 
And he had to beai' him uj), at onco the sense of Ms right and the 


feeling of liis wrongs, his honour and his misfortune. As I have 
seen men waking and running to arms at a sudden trumpet ; be- 
fore emergency a manly heart leaps up resolute ; meets the 
threatening danger with undaunted countenance ; and, whether 
conquered or conquering, faces it always. All ! no man knows- 
his strength or Ms weakness, till occasion proves thorn. If there 
be some thoughts and actions of his life from the memory of which 
a man shrinks with shame, sure there are some which he may be 
proud to own and remember ; forgiven injuries, conquered tempta- 
tions (now and then), aud difficulties vanquished by endurance. 

It was these thoughts regarding the living, far more than any 
great poignancy of grief respecting the dead, which affected Harry 
Esmond whilst in prison after his trial : but it may be imagined 
that he could take no comrade of misfortune into the confidence of 
his feelings, and they thought it was remorse and sorrow for bis 
patron’s loss which affected the young man, in error of which opi- 
nion he chose to lcavb them. As a companion ho was so moody 
and silent that the two officers, his fellow-sufferers, left him to him- 
self mostly, liked little very likely what they knew of Min, consoled 
themselves with dice, cai'ds, and the bottle, and whiled away their 
own captivity in their own way. It seemed to Esmond as if he 
lived years in that prison : and was changed and aged when he 
came out of it. At certain periods of life wo live years of emotion, 
in a few weeks — and look back on those times, as on great gaps 
between the old life and the new. You do not know how much 
you suffer in those critical maladies of the heart, until the disease is 
over and you look back on it afterwards. During the time, the 
suffering is at least sufferable. The day passes in more or less of 
pain, and the night wears away somehow, ’Tis only iu after days 
that we see what the danger lias been — as a man out a hunting or 
riding for his life looks at a leap, and wonders how he should have 
survived the taking of it. O, dark months of grief and rage! of 
wrong and cruel endurance ! He is old now who recalls you. Long 
ago he has forgiven and blest the soft hand that wounded him : 
but the mark is there, and the wound is cicatrized only — no time, 
tears, caresses, or repentance, can obliterate the scar. We are in- 
docile to put up with grief, however. Jittficiniue rales quassias : we 
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tempt the ocean again mid again, and try upon new ventures. 
Esmond thought of his early time as a noviciate, and of this past 
an initiation before entering into life — as our young Indians 
undergo tortures silently before they pass to the rank of warriors 
the tribe. 

The officers, meanwhile, who wero not let into the secret of the 
grief which was gnawing at the side of their silent young friend, 
and being accustomed to such transactions, in which one comrade 
or another was daily paying the forfeit of tho sword, did not of 
course bemoan themselves very inconsolably about the fate of their 
late companion in arms. This one told stories of former adventures 
of love, or war, or pleasure, in which poor Frank Esmond had been 
engaged ; t’other recollected how a constable had been bilked, or a 
tavern-bully beaten: whilst my lord’s poor widow was sitting at 
his tomb worshipping him as an actual saint and spotless hero — so 
visitors said who had news of Lady Castlewood ; and Westbury 
and Macartney had pretty nearly had all the town to come and see 

The duel, its fatal termination, the trial of tho two peers and the 
three commoners concerned, had caused the greatest excitement in 
the town. Tho prints and News Letters Wore full of them. The 
throe gentlemen in Newgate were almost ns mncli crowded as' the 
bishops in the Tower, or a highwayman before execution. We were 
allowed to live in the Governor’s house, as hath been said, both be- 
fore trial and after condemnation, waiting the King’s pleasure ; nor 
cause of the fatal quarrel known, so closely had my 
two other persons who knew it kept the secret, but 
every one imagined that the origin of the meeting was a gambling 
dispute. Except fresh air, the prisoners had, upon payment, most 
things they could desire. Interest was made that they should not mix 
with the vulgar convicts, whose ribald choruses and loud laughter 
and curses could be heard from their own part of tho prison, where 
they and the miserable debtors were confined pell-mell. 


X COME TO THE END OF MT CAPTIVITY, BUT NOT OF MY TKOUBtE. 

Among the company which came to visit tlie two officers was an 
old acquaintance of Harry Esmond ; that gentleman of tlie Guards, 
namely, who had been so kind to Hairy when Captain Westbury’s 
troop had been quartered at Castlewood more than seven years 
before. Dick the Scholar was no longer Dick the Trooper now, 
but Captain Steele of Lucas’s Fusiliers, .and secretary to my Lord 
Cutts, that famous Officer of King ’William’s, the bravest and most 
beloved man of the English army. The two jolly prisoners had 
been drinking with a party of friends (for our cellar and that of 
the keepers of' Newgate, too, were supplied with endless hampers of 
Burgundy and Champagne that the friends of the Colonels sent in); 
and Harry, having no wish for their drink or their conversation, 
being too feeble in health for the one and too sad in spirits for the 
other, was sitting apart in his little room, reading such books as he 
had, one evening, when honest Colonel Westbury, flushed with 
liquor, and always good-humoured in and out of his cups, came 
laughing into Harry’s closet, and said, “ Ho, young Killjoy ! here’s 
a friend come to see thee ; he’ll pray with thee, or he’ll drink with 
tiled; or he’ll drink and pray turn about. Dick, my Christian 
hero, here’s the little scholar of Castlewood.” 

Dick came up and kissed Esmond on^both cheeks, imparting a 
strong perfume of burnt sack along with his caress to the young man. 

“ What ! is this the little man that used to talk Latin and 
fetch our bowls %. How tall thou art grown ! I protest I should 
have known thee any where. . And so you have turned ruffian and 
fighter; and wanted to measure swords with Mohiui, did you 1 I 
protest tliat Mqhun said at the Guard dinner yesterday, where 
there was a pretty company of us, that the young fellow wanted to 
fight him, and was the better man of the two.” 

“ X wish we could have tried and proved it, Hr. Steele,” says 
Esmond, thinking of his dead benefactor, and li:i.s eyes filling with 
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, With the exception of that one cruel letter which he had from 
his mistress, Mr. Esmond heard nothing from her, and she seemed 
determined to execute her resolve of parting from him and dis- 
owning him, But he had news of her, such as it was, which Mr. 
Steele assiduously brought him from the Prince’s and Princesses’ 
Court, where our honest Captain had heon advanced to the post of 
gentleman waiter. When off duty there. Captain Dick often came 
to console his friends in captivity ; a good nature and a friendly 
disposition towards all who were in ill-fortune no doubt prompting 
him to make his visits, and good fellowship and good wine to 
prolong them. 

: “ Faith,” says W esthury, “ the little scholar was the first to begin, 
the quarrel — I mind me of it now — at Lockit’s. I always hated 
that follow Mohun. What was the real cause of the quarrel be- 
twixt him and poor Frank ? I would wager ’twos' a woman.” 

“ ’Twas a quarrel about play— on my word, about play,” Harry 
said. “ My poor lord lost great sums to liis guest at Castlewood. 
Angry words passed between them ; and, though Lord Castlewood 
was tlio kindest and most pliable soul alive, his spirit was very 
Mgli j and hence ’that meeting which has brought ns all here,” 
says Mr. Esmond, resolved never to acknowledge that there had 
ever been any other but cards for the duet 

“I do not like to uso had words of a nobleman,” says Westbury ; 
“ but if my Lord Mohun were a commoner, I would say, ’tvVas a 
pity ho was not hanged. He was familiar with dice and women 
at a time other hoys are at school, being birched j he was as wicked 
as the oldest rake, years ere lio had done growing ; and handled a 
sword and a foil, and a bloody one too, before over lie used a 
razor,. Ho held poor Will Mountford in talk that night, when 
bloody Dick Hill ran him through. He will come to a- bad end, 
will that young lord ; and no end is had enough for him,” says 
honest JIi-. Westbury : whose prophecy was fulfilled twelve years - 
after, upon that fatal day when Molnm fell, dragging down one Of 
the bravest and greatest gentlemen in England in his fall. 

From Mr. Steele, then, who brought the public rumour, as well 
as liis own private intelligence, Esmond learned the movements of 
his unfortunate mistress.. Steele’s heart was of very inflammable , 


composition ; and the gentleman usher spoke in terms of boundless 
admiration both of the widow (that most beautiful woman, as be 
said) and of her daughter, who, in the Captain’s eyes, was a still 
greater paragon. If the pale widow, whom Captain Richard, in 
his poetic rapture, compared to a Niobo in tears — to a Sigismunda 

to a weeping Belvidera, was an object the most lovely and pa- 

tliefcio which his eyes had ever beheld, or for whioli his heart had ' 
melted, even her ripened perfections and beanty wore as nothing 
compared to the promise of that extreme loveliness which the good 
Captain saw in her daughter. It was ?natra pulcra film ptderior. 
Steele composed sonnets whilst he was on duty in his Prince’s ante- 
chamber, to the maternal and filial charms. He would speak for 
hours about them to Harry Esmond ; and, indeed, he could have 
chosen few srihjects more likely to interest the unhappy young 
man, whoso heart was now as always devoted to these ladies ; and 
who was thankful to all who loved them, or praised them, or wished 
them well, ' 

Not that Ms fidelity was recompensed by any answering kind- 
ness, or show of relenting even, on the part of a mistress obdurate 
now after ten years of love and benefactions. The poor young man 
getting no answer, save Tusher’s, to that letter which hb had 
written, and being too proud to write more, opened a part of his 
■heart to Steele, than whom no man, when unhappy, could find a 
kinder hearer or more friendly emissary; described (in words 
which were no doubt pathetic, for they came imo pectore > and caused 
libnest Dick to weep plentifully) his youth, his constancy, his fond 
devotion to that household wMck had reared him ; his affection* 
how earned, and how tenderly requited until hut yesterday, and 
(as far as he might) the circumstances aud-eauses for which that sad. 
rpiaiTel had made of Esmond a prisoner under sentence, a widow 
and orphans of those whom in life he held dearest. In terms that 
might well move a harder-hearted man than young Esmond’s con- 
fidant — for, indeed, the speaker’s own heart Was half broke as he 
uttered them ; he described a part of what had token place in that 
only sad interview which his mistress had granted him ; how she 
had left him with anger and almost imprecation," whose words and 
thoughts until then had been only blessing and kindness ; how she 


had accused liim of the guilt of that bloody, in exchange for which 
he would cheerfully hare sacrificed his own (indeed, in this the Lord 
Mohun, the Lord Warwick, and all the gentlemen engaged, as well 
as the common rumour out of doors— -Steele told him — bore o ut 
the luckless young man) ; and with all his heart, and tears, he be- 
sought Mr. Steele to inform his mistresss , of her kinsman’s 
unhappiness, and to deprecate, that cruel anger she showed him. 
Half frantic with, grief ; at: the injustice done him', and contrasting 
it with a thousand soft recollections of and confidence gone 
by, that made his present misery inexpressibly moro bitter, the 
poor wretch passed many a lonely day and wakeful night in a kind 
of powerless despair and rage against liis iniquitous fortune. It 
was the softest hand that struck him, the gentlest and most com- 
passionate nature that persecuted him. “ I would as lief,” he said, 
“have pleaded guilty to the murder, and have suffered for it like 
•any other felon, as liave to endure the torture to which my mistress 
: .subjects me.” 

Although the recital of Esmond’s story, and his passionate, 
appeals and remonstrances, drew so many tears from Dick who 
heard them, they had no effect upon, the person whom they were 
designed to move. Esmond’s ambassador came hack from the 
mission, with which the poor young gentleman had charged him, 
with a sad blank face and a shake of the head, which told that 
there was no hope for 'the prisoner and scarce a wretched culprit 
in that prison of Newgate ordered for execution, and trembling 
for a reprieve, felt more east down than Mr, Esmond, innocent and 
'Condemned.' 

As had been arranged between the prisoner and Ilia counsel in, 
their consxiltations, Mi’. Steele had gone to the dowager’s house in 
Ghelsey, where it has been said the widow and her orphans were, 
had seen my Lady Viscountess and pleaded the cause of her 
unfortunate kinsman. “And I think I spoke well, my poor boy,” 
•says Mr. Steele j “for who would not speak well in such a cause, 
and before so beautiful a judge % I did not see the lovely Beatrix 
(sure her famous namesake of Florence was never half so beautiful),- 
Only the young viscount was in the room with the Lord Churchill, 
my Lord of Marlborough’s eldest son. But these young gentlemen 
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went off to the garden, I could see them from the window tilting 
at each oilier with poles in a mimic tournament (grief touches the 
young hut lightly, and I remember that I heat a drum at the coffin 
of my own. father). My Lady Viscountess looked: out at the two 
boys at their game, and said — ‘ You. see, sir, children are taught to 
use weajjons of death as toys, and to make a sport of murder ; ’ and as 
she spoke she looked so lovely, and stood there in herself so sad 
and beautiful an instance, of that doctrine whereof I am a humble 
preacher, that had I hot. dedicated iny little volume of the Chris- 
tian Hero — (I perceive, Harry, thou hast not cut the leaves of it. 
The sermon is good, believe me, though the preacher’s life may not 
answer it j— I say, hadn’t I dedicated the volume to Lord Cutts, I 
would have asked permission to place her ladyship’s name on the 
first page. I think I never saw such a beautiful violet as that Of 
her eyes, Harry. Her complexion is of the pink of the blush-rose, 
she hath an exquisite turned wrist and dimpled hand, and I make 
no doubt”- — - 

“Did you come to tell me about the dimples on my lady’s hand ? ” 
broke out Mr. Esmond, sadly. 

“A lovely creature ia affliction seems always doubly beautiful to 
me," says the poor Captain, who indeed was but too often in a state 
to see double, and so checked he resumed the interrupted thread of 
his story. “ As I spoke my business,” Mr. Steele said, “and naiv 
rated to your mistress what all the world knows, and the other side 
hath been eager to acknowledge— that you had tried to put your- 
self between the two lords, and to take your 1 patron’s quarrel on 
your own point ; I recounted the general praises of your gallantry, 
besides my Lord Mohun’s particular testimony to it ; I thought 
the widow listened with some interest, and her eyes — I have never 
seen such a violet, Harry— looked up at mine once or twice. But 
after I had spoken on this' theme for a while she., suddenly broke 
away with a cry of grief. * I would to God, sir,’ she said, ‘ I had 
never heard that word gallantry which you use, or known the mean- 
ing of it. My lord might have been here but for that ; my home 
might be happy; my poor boy have a father. Ib was .what you 
gentlemen call gallantry came into my home, and drove my husband 
on to the cruel sword that killed him. You should not speak the 
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word to a Christian woman* sir — a poor widowed mother of 
orphans, whose home was happy tin til the world eamo into it— the 
wicked godless world, that takes the blood of the innocent, aid lets 
the guilty go free,’ ■ 

“As the afflicted lady spoke in this strain, sir,” Mr. Steele con- 
tinued, “it seemed as if indignation moved her, even more than 
grief 1 Compensation 1 1 she went on passionately, her cheeks and 
eyes kindling; * what compensation does your world give the widow 
for her husband, and the children for the murderer of their father 1 
The wretch who did the deed has not even a punishment. Con- 
science ! what conscience has he, who can enter the house of a friend, 
whisper falsehood and insult to a woman that never banned him, 
and stab the kind heart that trusted him! My lord — my Lord 
Wretch, my Lord Villain’s, my Lord Murderer’s peers meet to try:' 
him, and they dismiss him with a word or two of reproof and send 
him into the world again, to pursue women with lust and falsehood, 
and to murder unsuspecting guests that harbour him. That day, 
my lord— my Lord Murdoror-T-(I will never uarno him) — was let 
loose, a woman was executed at Tyburn for stealing in a shop. 
But a man may rob another of liis life, or a lady of her honour, and 
shall pay no penalty 1 I take my ohild, run to the throne, and on 
my knees ask for justice, and the King refuses me. The King 1 
he is no king of mine— -he never shall be. He, too, robbed the 
throne from the king his father — the true king — and lie has gone 
unpunished, as tho great do.’ 

“I then, thought to speak for yon,” Mr. Steele continued, “and 
I interposed by saying, ‘There was one, madam, who, at least, 
would have put his own breast between your husband’s and my 
Lord Molum’s sword. Tour poor young kinsman, Harry Esmond, 
hath told me that he tried to draw tho quarrel on himself? 

“ ‘Are you come from him i ’ asked the lady (so Mr. Steele went 
on) rising up with a great severity and stateliness. ‘I thought you 
had come from the Princess, I saw Mr. Esmond in his prison, and 
bade him farewell. He brought misery into my house. He never 
should have entered it.’ 

“ ‘ Madam, madam, he is not to blame,’ I interposed,” continued 
Mr. Steele. 
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“ ‘ Do I blame him to you, sir?’ asked the widow. ‘If ’tis he 
who sent you, say that I hare taken counsel, whore ’ — she spoke 
with a very pallid cheek now, and a break in her voice — ‘whore all 
who ask may have it ; — and that it bids me to part from him, and 
to see him no more. Wo met in the prison for the last time — at 
least for years to come. It may be, in years hence, when — when 
our kneos and our tears and our contrition have changed our sinful 
hearts, sir, and wrought our pardon, we may meet again — but not 
now. Afcer what has passed, I could not bear to see him. I wish 
him well, sir ; but I wish him farewell, too j and if he has that — 
that regard towards us which he speaks of, I beseech him to prove 
it by obeying me in this.’ 

“ ‘I shall break the young man’s heart, madam, by this hard 
sentence,’ ” Mr. Steele said. 

“ The lady shook her head,” continued my kind scholar. “ ‘ The 
hearts of young men, Mr. Steele, are not so made,’ she said. ‘ Mr. 
Esmond will find other-'— other friends. The mistress of this house 
has relented very much towards the late lord’s son,’ she added, with 
a blush, ‘and lias promised me, that is, has promised that she will 
cave for his fortune. Whilst I live in it, after the horrid horrid 
deed which has passed, Castlewood must never be a home to him— 
never. Nor would I have him write to mo — except — no — I would 
have him never write to me, nor see him more. Give him, if you 
will, my parting — Hush ! not . a word of this before my daughter,’ 

“ Here the fair Beatrix entered from tho river, with her cheeks 
flushing with health, and looking only tho more lovely and fresh 
for the mourning habiliments which slie wore. And my ludy 
Viscountess said — 

“ ‘ Beatrix, this is Mr. Steele, gentleman-usher to tho Prince's 
Highness. When docs your new comedy appear, Mr. Steele 1 I 
hope thou wilt be out of prison for the first night, Harry.’ ” 

The sentimental captain concluded his sad tale, saying, “ Paitli, 
the beauty of F'dia pidcrior drove jndcram matrem out of my 
head ; and yet ns I came down the river, and thought about the 
pair, the pallid dignity and exquisite grace of tlio matron had the 
uppermost, and I thought her even more noble than, the virgin ! ” 
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HISTORY OR HENRY ESMOND. 


The party of prisoners lived very well in Newgate, and with 
comforts very different to those which were awarded to the poor 
wretches there (his insensibility to tlicir misery, their gaiety still 
more frightful, their curses and blasphemy, hath struck with a kind 
of shame since — as proving how selfish, diming his imprisonment, 
his own particular grief was, and how entirely the thoughts of it 
absorbed him) : if the three gentlemen lived well under the care of 
the Warden of Newgate, it was because they paid well : and indeed 
the cost at the dearest ordinary or the grandest tavern in London 
could not have furnished a longer reckoning, than our host of the 
Handcuff Inn— as Colonel Westbury called it. Our rooms were 
the three in the gate over Newgate— on the second s tory looldng up 
Newgate Street towards Cheapsido and Paul’s Church. And we 
had leave to walk on the roof, and could seo thence Smithfield and 
the Bluecoat Boys’ School, Gardens, and tlio Chart reus, where, as 
Harry Esmond remembered, Dick the Scholar, and his friend Tom 
Trailer, had had their schooling. 

Harry could never Ixavc paid his share of that prodigious heavy 
reckoning which iny landlord brought to his guests once a week : 
for he had but three pieces in his pockets that fatal night before 
the duel, when the gentlemen were at cards, and offered to play 
five. But whilst he was yet ill at the Gatehouse, after Lady Castle- 
wood had visited him there, and before his trial, there came one in 
an orange-tawny coat and blue lace, the livery which the Esmonds 
always wore, and brought a sealed packet for Mr. Esmond, which 
contained twenty guineas, and a note saying that a counsel had 
‘been appointed for him, and that more money would be forthcom- 
ing whenever he needed it. 

’Twas a queer letter from the scholar as she was, or as she called 
herself : the Dowager Viscountess Castlewood, written in the 
strange barbarous Erenoh which she and many other fine ladies of 
that time — witness Her Grace of Portsmouth — employed. Indeed, 
spelling was not an article of general commodity in the world then, 
and my Lord Marlborough’s letters can show that ho, for one, had 
but a little share of this part of grammar. 

“Mong Coussin,” my Lady Viscountess Dowager wrote, “je 
scay que vous vous etes bravement batew ct grievement blessay — 


du cost6 defcu M. le Vicomtc. M. le Compte-do Varique ne se 
playt qua parlay de vons : M. de Moon augy. II di que vous avay 
voulew vous bastre avecque luy — que vous estes plus fort que luy 
fur rayscrinune — quil’y a surtout certaine Botte que vous scavay 
quil n’a jammay sceu pariay : et quo e’en eut et6 fay de luy si 
vouseluy vous vous fussiay battews ansamb. Aincy ce pauv Yi- 
compte est inert. Mort et peutayt — Mon coussin, mon coussin l 
jay dans la tayste que vous n’estes quung pety Monst — angey que 
les Esmonds ong tousjours este. La veuve est eliay moy. J’ay 
recuilly cot’ pauve famine. Elle est furieuso cont vous, allans tons, 
les jours chercher le lloy (d’icy) demandant a gran cri revanche 
pour son Mary. Elle ne veux voyre ni entende parlay do vous : 
pour taut elle nc fay qu’en parlay milfoy par jour. Quand vous se- 
ray lior prison venay me voyre. J’auray soing de vous. Si cette 
petite Prude veut se dfifairo de song pety Monste (Helas je craing 
qO.il ne soy trotar !) je men cliargeray. J’ay encor quelqu interay 
et quelques eseus tie costay. 

“ La Yeuve se raccommode avec Miladi Marlboro qui est tout 
puigante avecque la Heine Anne. Get dam sentdraysent pour ,1a 
petite prude ; qui pourctant a un fi du xnesme asge que vous savay. 

“ En sortant de jirisong venez icy. Je ne puy vous recevoir 
chaymoy a cause dcs mecliansetes du moude, may pre du moy vous 
aurez logeinent. 

“ Isabelle Yicomptesse d’Esmohd.” 

Marcliioness of Esmond tliis lady sometimes called herself, in 
virtue of that patent which had been given by the late King James 
to Harry Esmond's father; and in this state she had her train 
carried by a knight’s wife, a cup and cover of assay to drink from, 
and fringed cloth. ■ 

He was of the same age as little Francis, whom we shall hence- 
forth call Yiscount Castlewood here, was H. R H. the Prince of 
Wales, horn in the same year and month with Prank, and just 
proclaimed at Saint Germains, King of Great Britain, Prance, and 
Ireland, 
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TUB HISTORY OP HENRY ESMOND. 


chapter in. 

TAKE TIIE queen’s I'AY IN QUIN’S REGIMENT. 

The fellow in the orange- tawny livery with blue lace and facings 
was in waiting when Esmond came out of prison, and, taking the 
young gentleman’s slender baggage, led the way out of that odious 
bfewguto, and by Fleet Conduit, down to the Thames, where a pair 
of oars was called, and they went up the river to Chelsea. Esmond 
thought the sun had never shone so bright ; nor the air felt so fresh 
and exhilarating. Temple Garden, as they rowed by, looked' like 
the garden of Eden to him, and the aspect of the quays, wharves, 
and buildings by the river, Somerset House, and Westminster 
(where the splendid new bridge was just beginning), Lambeth 
tower . and palace, and that busy shining scene of the Thames 
swarming with boats and barges, filled bis heart with pleasure and 
cheerfulness — as well bucIi a beautiful soone might to one who liad 
been a prisoner so long, and with so many dark thoughts deepen- 
ing the gloom, of his captivity. They rowed up at length to the 
pretty village of Oholsey, whore the nobility have many handsome 
country-houses j and so .came to my Lady Viscountess’s house, 
a cheerful new house in the row faoing the river, with a hand- 
some garden boliind it, and a pleasant look-out both towards Surrey 
and Kensington, whore stands the noblo ancient palace of the Lord 
Warwick, Harry’s reconciled adversary. 

Here in her ladyship’s saloon, the young man saw again some of 
those pictures which had been at Castlewood, and which she had 
removed thence on the death of her lord, Harry’s father. Specially, 
aud in the place of honour, was Sir Peter Lely’s picture of the 
Honourable Mistress Isabella Esmond as Diana, in yellow satin, 
.with a bow in her band and a crescent in her forehead ; and dogs 
frisking about her. ’Twas painted about the time when royal 
Endymions were said to find favour with this virgin huntress ; 
and, as goddesses have youth perpetual, this one believed to tbc 
day of her death that she never grew older : and always persisted 
in supposing the picture was still like her. 


THE VISCOUNTESS MARCHIONESS, 


A fter lie had been shown to her room by the groom of the 
chamber, who filled many offices besides in her ladyship’s modest 
household ; and after a proper interval, his elderly goddoss Diana 
vouchsafed to appear to the young man. A blackamoor in a 
Turkish habit, with red hoots and a silver collar, on which the 
Viscountess’s anna were engraven, preceded her and bore her 
cushion ; then camo her gentlewoman ; a little pack of spaniels 
barking and frisking about preceded the austere Imhtress — then, 
behold, the Viscountess herself “dropping odours.” Esmond re- 
collected from his childhood that rich aroma of musk which his 
mother-in-law (for she may be called so) exhaled. As the sky grows 
' redder and redder towards sunset, so, in the decline of her years, 

! the cheeks of my Lady Dowager blushed more deeply. Her thee 
I was illuminated with vermilion, which appeared the brighter from 
; the white paint employed to set it off. She wore the ringlets 
j which had been in fashion in King Charles’s time ; whereas the 
1 ladies of King William’s had head-dresses like the towers of Cybele. 
Her eyes gleamed out from the midst of this queer structure of 
paint, dyes, and pomatums. Such was my Lady Viscountess, Mr. 
Esmond’s father’s widow. 

He made her such a profound how ns her dignity and relation- 
ship merited : and advanced with the greatest gravity, and once 
; more kissed that hand, upon the trembling knuckles of which 
glittered a score of rings — remembering old times when that trem- 
bling hand made him tremble. “ Marchioness,” says lie, bowing, 
and on one knee, “ is it only the hand I may have the honour of ' 
i saluting?” E or, accompanying that inward laughter, which the 
sight of sucli an astonishing old figure might well produce in the 
i young man, there was good-will too, and the Mndues3 of consan- 
| guinity. Slio had been his father’s wife, and was his grandfather's 
daughter. She had suffered him in old days, and was kind to him 
| now after her fashion. And now that bar-siuister was removed 
I from Esmond’s thought, and that secret opprobrium nc longer cast 
upon Ills mind, he was pleased to feel family ties and own them — 
i perhaps secretly vain of tlio sacrifice lie had made, and to think 
that he, Esmond, was really the miief of his house, and only pre- 
vented by his own magnanimity from advancing his claim. 


At least, ever since lie had: learned that secret .from his poor 
patron oh. his dying bed, actually as he was standing beside it, he 
had felt an independency which he had never known before, and 
which since did not desert him. So he called his old aunt Mar- 
chioness, but with an air as if he was the Marquis of Esmond 
who so addressed her. 

Did she read in the young gentleman’s eyes, which had. now no 
fear of hers or their superannuated authority, that ho knew or sus- 
pected the truth about liis birth ? She gave a start of surprise at 
his altered manner : indeed, it was quite a different bearing to that 
of the Cambridge student who had paid her a visit two years since, 
and whom she had dismissed with five pieces sent by the groom of the 
chamber. She eyed him, their trembled a little more than was her 
wont, perhaps, and said, “Welcome, cousin,” in a frightened voice. .. 

His resolution, as has been said before, bad been quite different, 
namely, so to bear himself through life as if the secret of his birth 
was not known to him; but he suddenly and rightly determined 
on a different course. He asked that her ladyship’s attendants: 
should be dismissed, and when they were private — “Welcome,' 
nephew, at least, madam, it should be,” bo said. “A great wrong 
has been done to me and to you, and to my poor mother, who is 

“I declare before Heaven that . I was guiltless of it,” she cried 
out, giving up her cause, at once. “It was your wicked father 
who”- — - 

"Who brought this dishonour on our family,” says Mr. 
Esmond. “I know it full well. I want to disturb no one. Those 
who are in present possession have been my dearest benefactors, 
and are quite innocent of intentional wrong to me. The late 
lord, my dear patron, knew not the truth until a few months 
before his death,/ when Father Holt brought the news to him.” 

“ The wretch ! he had it in confession! He had it in confession!” 
cried out the dowager lady. 

“ Hot so. He learned it elsewhere as well as in confession,” 
Mr, Esmond answered. “ My father, when wounded at the Boyne, 
told the truth to a French priest, who was in hiding after the 
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This gentleman did not think fit to 'divided 
with Mr. Holt at Saint Omer’s. And 
his own purpose, and until he had learned 
alive or no. . She is dead years since : my poor patvc 
with his dying breath ; and I doubt him not. X do not 
whether I could prove a marriage. I would not if I 
not care to bring shame on our name, or grief upon those whom ,1 
love, however hardly they may use me. My fathers son, 
won’t aggravate the wrong- my father did you. Continue to 
his widow, and give mo your kindness. ’Tip 
and I shall never speak of this matter again.” 

« Mais vons etesun noble jeune homxno!” breaks 
speaking, as usual with her when she was agitated, in tl 
language. 

“ Noblesse oblige says Mr. Esmond, making her a low 
( 4 There are those alive to whom, in return for their love 
often fondly said I would 'give my life away. Shall 
enemy now, and quarrel about a title ? What matters 
it ? ’Tis with the family still.” 

“ What con there be in that little prude of a woman, that 
men so raffoler about her ? ” cries out my Lady 
was here for a month petitioning the King. .She is 
well conserved ; but she has not tho bd air. In In’s Jut 
oourt all the men pretended to admire her; and she was no bettiip 
than a little wax doll. She is better now, and looks the 
her daughter : hut what mean you all by 1 bapmisiiig her? Mn 
Steele, who was in waiting on Prince George, seeing her with 
two children going to Kensington, wiit a poem about 
says he shall wear her colours, and dress in black for the 
Mr, Congreve says he .will write a Mourning Widow, that shall 
better than his Mourning Bride, Though their husbands 
relied and fought When that wretch Churchill descried tho 
(iov which he deserved to bo hung). Lady 
gone wild about: the little widow; insulted 
ing-room, by saying that ’twas not tho old widow, but 
Viscountess, she had come to see. Little Castlewood 
Loud Churchill are to he sworn friends, and have boxed 



twice or thrice like brothers already. ’Twas that wicked yoiing 
Moliuu who, coming back from the provinces last year, where he 
lmd disinterred her, raved about her all the winter ; said she was 
a pearl set before swine ; and killed poor stupid Frank. The 
quarrel was all about liis wife. I know ’twas all about her. Was 
there any thing between her and Mohun, nephew 1 Tell me now ; 
was there any thing 1 About yourself, I do not ask you to answer 
questions.” Mr. Esmond blushed up. “ My lady’s virtue is like 
that of a saint in Heaven, madam,” ho cried out. 

“ Eh ! — mon neveu. Many saints get to Heaven after having 
a deal to repent of. I believe you are like all the rest of tlio fools, 
and madly in lovo with her.” 

“Indeed, I loved and honoured her before all the world,” Esmoud 
answered. “ I take no shame in that.” 

“ And she has shut her door on you — given the living to that horrid 
young cub, son of that horrid old bear, Tushor, and says she will 
never see you more. Monsieur mon neveu — wo are all like that. 
When I was a young woman, I’m positive that a thousand duels 
were fought about me. And when poor Monsieur de Souchy 
■drownod himself in the canal at Bruges because I danced witli 
Count Springbock, I couldn’t squeeze out a single tear, but danced 
till five o’clock the next morning. ’Twas the Count— no, ’twas 
my Lord Ormond that payed the fiddles, and his Majesty did me 
tliO honour of dancing all night with mo. — How you are grown ! 
You have got the bd air. You are a black man. . Our Esmonds 
are all blaclci The little prude’s son is fiiir ; so was liis father- 
fair and stupid. Y ou were an ugly little wretch when you came 
to Oastlowood — you were all eyes, like a young crow. We intended 
you should be a priest. That awful Father Holt— how ho used to 
frighten me when I was ill! .. I have a comfortable director now 
— the Abbe Douillette — a dear man. We make meagre on 
Fridays always. My cook is a devout pious man. You, of course, 
are of the right way of thinking. They say the Prince of Grange 
is very ill indeed.” 

In this way the old dowager rattled on remorselessly to Mr. 
Esmond, who was quite astounded with her present volubility, 
contrasting it with her former haughty behaviour to him. But 


she had taken him into favour for the moment, and chose not only 
to like him, as far as her nature permitted, but to be afraid of him ; 
and he found himself to be as familiar with her now as a young 
man, as when a boy, he had been timorous and silent. She was 
as good as her word respecting him. She introduced him to her 
company, of which she entertained a good deal — of the adherents 
of King dames of course — and a great deal of loud intriguing 
took place over her card-tables. She presented Mr. Esmond as her 
kinsman to many persons of honour ; she Supplied him not illiberally 
with money, which he had no scruple in accepting from her, con- 
sidering the relationship which he bore to her, and the sacrifices 
winch he himself was malting in behalf of the family. But ho 
had made up his mind to continue at no woman’s apron-strings 
longer ; and perhaps had cast about how he should distinguish 
himself, and make himself a name, which Ins singular fortune had 
denied him. A discontent with Ms former bookish life and quie- 
tude,— a bitter feeling of revolt at that slavery in which he had 
chosen to confine himself for the sake of those whose hardness 
towards him made his heart bleed, — a restless wish to see men and 
the world,— led him to think of the military profession : at any 
rate, to desire to see a few campaigns, and accordingly he pressed Ins- 
■ new patroness to get him a pair of colours ; and one day had the 
honour of finding himself appointed an ensign in Colonel Quin’s 
regiment of Eusileers on the Irish establishment, 

Mr. Esmond’s commission was scarce three weeks old when 
that accident befell King William which ended the life of the 
greatest, the wisest, the bravest, and most clement sovereign whom 
England ever knew. ’Twas the fashion of the hostile party to 
assail this great prince’s reputation during his life ; hut the joy 
which they and all liis enemies in Europe showed at his death, is 
a proof of the terror in which they held him. Young as Esmond 
was, he was wise enough (and generous enough too, let it be said) 
to scorn that indecency of gratulation which broke out amongst the 
followers of King James in London, upon the death of this illus- 
trious prince, tliis invincible warrior, this wise and moderate 
statesman. Loyalty to the exiled king’s family was traditional, as 
has been said, in that house to which Mb. Esmond belonged. His 
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father’s widow had all her hopes, sympathies, recollections, preju- 
dices, engaged on King James’s side ; and was certainly as noisy a 
conspirator as ever asserted the King’s rights, or abused his oppo- 
nent’s, over a quadrille table or a dish of bohoa. Her ladyship’s 
house swarmed with ecclesiastics, in disguise and out ; with tale- 
bearers from St. ( mis ud quidnuncs that know the last nows 
from 'Versailles ; nay, the exact force and number of the next 
expedition which the French king was to send from Dunkirk, 
and which was to swallow up the Prince of Orango, his army, and 
Ills court. She had received the Duke of Berwick when he landed 
here in ’96. She kept the glass he drank from, vowing she never 
would use it till she chunk King James the Third’s health in it on 
his Majesty’s return ; she had tokens from the Queen, and relics 
of the saint who, if the story was true, had not always been a 
saint as far as she and many others were concerned. She believed 
in the miracles wrought at his tomb, and had a hundred authentic 
stories of wondrous cures effected by the blessed king’s rosaries, 
the medals which he wore, the locks of lus hair, or what not. 
Esmond remembered a score off marvellous tales which the credu- 
lous old woman told him. There was the Bishop of Autun, that 
was healed of a malady ho had for forty years, and which left him 
after ho said mass lor the repose of the king’s soul. There, 
was M. Marais, a surgeon in Auvergne, who had a palsy in Loth 
his legs, which was cured through the king’s intercession. There 
was Philip Pitet, of the Benedictines, who had a suffocating cough, 
which well nigh killed him, hut he besought relief of Heaven 
through the merits and intercession of the blessed king, and he 
strightway Mb a profuse sweat breaking out all over him, and was 
recoverd perfectly. And there was the wife of Moms. Lepervior, 
dancing-master to the Duke of Saxe-0 otha, who was entirely eased 
of a, rheumatism by the king’s intercession, of which miracle there 
could he no doubt, for her surgeon and his apprentice had given 
tlieir testimony, under oath, that they did not in any way con- 
tribute to the cure. Of these tales, and a thousand like them, Mr 
Esmond believed as much as ho chose. His kinswoman’s greater 
faith had swallow for them ail 

The English High Church party did. not adopt these legends. 


But truth and. honour, as they thought, bound them, to the exiled 
king's side; nor had the banished family any warmer supporter 
than that kind lady of Castlewood, in whose house Esmond was 
brought up. She influenced her husband, very much more perhaps 
than my lord knew, who admired his wife prodigiously though he 
might be inconstant to her, and who, adverse to the trouble of 
thinking himself, gladly enough adopted the opinions which she 
chose for him. To one of her simple and faithful heart, allegiance 
to any sovereign hut the one was impossible. To serve King 
William for interest’s sake would have been a monstrous hypocrisy 
and treason. Her pure conscience could no more have consented 
to it than to a theft, a forgery, or any other base action. Lord 
Castlewood might have been won over, no doubt, hut his wife never 
-could : and lie submitted liis conscience, to hers in this case as lie 
didin most others, whoa he was not tempted too sorely. And it. 
was from his affection and gratitude most likely, and from that 
eager devotion for his mistress, which characterised all Esmond’s 
youth, that the young man subscribed to this, and other articles of 
faith, which his fond benefactress set him. Had she been a Whig, 
he had been one ; had she followed Mr. Eox, and turned Quaker, 
no doubt he would have abjured ruffles and a periwig, and have 
foresworn swords, lace coats, and clocked stockings. In the scholars’ 
boyish disputes at the University, where parties ran very high, 
Esmond was noted as a Jacobite, and very likely from vanity as 
much as affection took the side of his family. 

Almost the whole of the clergy of the country and more than a 
half of the nation were on this side. Ours is the most loyal people 
in the world surely ; we admire our kings, and are faithful to them 
long after they have ceased to bo true tons. ’Tis a wonder to any 
one who looks hack at the history of the Stuart family to think 
how they kicked their crowns away from them ; how they flung 
away chances after chances j what treasures of loyalty they dissi- 
pated, and how fatally they were bent on consummating their own 
ruin. If ever men had fidelity, ’twas they ; if ever men squander- 
ed opportunity, ’ twas they ; and, of all the enemies they had, they 
themselves were the most fatal.'"' 


When the Princess Anne succeeded, the •wearied nation was glad 
enough to cry a truce from, all these wars, controversies, and con- 
spiracies, and to accept in the person of a Princess of the blood 
royal a compromise between the parties into which the country was 
divided. The Tories coulcl serve under her with easy consciences : 
though a Tory herself, she represented the triumph of the Whig 
opinion. The people of England, always liking that their Princes 
should be attached to their own families, were pleased to think the 
Princess was faithful to here ; ancl up to the very last day and hour 
of her reign, aipl but for that fatality which ho inherited from his, 
fathers along with their claims to the English crown, King James 
the Third might have worn it. But ho neither knew how to wait 
an opportunity, nor to use it when he had it ; ho was venturesome 
when he ought to have been cautious, and cautious when he ought 
to have dared every thing. ’Tis with a sort of rage at his inapti- 
tude that one thinks of his melancholy story. Do the Fates deal 
more specially with kings than with common men ? One is apt to 
imagine so, in considering the history of that royal race, in whose 
behalf so much fidelity, so much valour, so much blood were des- 
perately and bootlessly expended. 

The King dead then, the Princess Anne (ugly Anne Hyde’s 
daughter, our dowager at Clielsey called her) was proclaimed by 
trumpeting heralds all over the town from Westminster to Ludgato 
Hill, amidst immense jubilations of the people. 

Kext week my Lord Marlborough was promoted to the Garter, 
and to be Captain-General of her Majesty’s forces at home and 
abroad. This appointment only inflamed the Dowager’s rage, or, 
as she thought it, her fidelity to- her rightful sovereign, “The 
Princess is but a puppet in the hands of that fury of a woman, who 
comes into my drawing-room and insults me to me face. What 
can come to a country that is given over to such a woman 2 ” says 
the Dowager : “As for that double-faced traitor, my Lord Marl- 
borOTjgb, he has betrayed every man ancl every woman with whom 
he lias had to deal, except his horrid wife, who makes him tremble. 
’Tis dll over with the country when it has got into the clutches of 
such, wretches as these.” , 

Esmond’s old kinswoman saluted the new powers in this way ; 


but some good fortune at least occurred to a family which stood iii 
great need of it, by the advancement of these famous personages 
who benefited bumbler people that bad the luck of being in their 
favour. Before Mr. Esmond left England in the month of August, 
and being tlien at Portsmouth, -where he had joined his regiment, 
and was busy at drill, learning the practice and mysteries of the 
musket and pike, he heard that a pension on the Stamp Office had 
been got for his late beloved mistress, and that the young Mistress 
Beatrix was also to be taken into court. So much good, at least, 
had come of the poor widow’s visit to London, not revenge upon 
her husband’s enemies, but reconcilement to old friends, who pitied, 
and seemed inclined to serve her. As for the comrades in pi’ison 
and the lute misfortune ; Colonel Westbury was with the Captain- 
General gone to. Holland ; Captain Macartney was now at Ports- 
mouth, with his regiment of Eusileers and the force under command 
of his Grace the Duke of Ormond, bound for Spain it was said ; 
my Lord Warwick was returned home ; and Lord Mohun, so far 
from being punished for; the homicide which had brought so much 
grief and change into the Esmond family, was gone in company of 1 
my Lord Macclesfield’s splendid embassy to the Elector of Hanover, 
carrying the Garter to his Highness, and a complimentary letter 
from the Queen. 


CHAPTER IV. 

RECAPITULATIONS. 

From: such fitful lights as could be cast upon his dark Listory by 
the broken narrative of his poor patron, tom by remorse and 
struggling in the last pangs of dissolution, Mr. Esmond had been 
made to understand so far, that his mother was long since dead; 
and so there could be no question as regarded her or her honour, 
tarnished by her husband’s desertion and injury, to influence her 
son in any steps which he might take either for prosecuting or 
relinquishing his own jest claims. It appeared from my poor 
lord’s hurried confession, that he had been made acquainted witli 
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the real facts of tlio case only two years since, when Mr. Holt 
visited him, and would have implicated him in one of those many 
conspiracies by winch the secret leaders of King James’s party in 
this country were ever endeavouring to destroy the Prince of 
Orange’s life or power; conspiracies so like murder, so cowardly 
in the means used, so wiclted in the end, that our nation has sure 
done well in throwing off all allegiance and fidelity to the unhappy 
family that could not vindicate its right except by such treachery — 
by such dark intrigue and base agents. There were designs against 
King William that were no more honourable than the ambushes 
of. cut-throats and footpads. ’Tis humiliating to think that a 
great Prince, possessor of a great and sacred right, and upholder of 
a great cause, should have stooped to such baseness of assassination 
and treasons as are proved by the unfortunate King James’s own 
warrant and sign-manual given to his supporters in this country. 
What he and they called levying war was, in truth, no better than 
instigating murder. The noble Prince of Orange burst magnani- 
mously through those feeble meshes of conspiracy in which his 
enemies tried to envelop him: it seemed as if their cowardly 
daggers broke upon tho breast of his undaunted resolution. After 
King James’s death, the Queen and hex* people at St. Germains- — 
priests and women for the most part — continued their intrigues in 
behalf of the young Prince, James tho Third, as lie was called in. 
France and by his party here (this Prince, or Chevalier do St. 
Greorge, was horn in the same year with Esmond’s young pupil 
Frank, my Lord Viscount’s son): and the Prince’s affairs, being 
" in the hands of priests and women, were conducted as priests and 
women will conduct them, artfully, cruelly, feebly, and to a certain 
bad issue. The moral of the Jesuit’s story I think as wholesome a 
one as ever was writ : the artfullest, the. wisest, the most toilsome, 
and dexterous plot-builders in the world- — there always comes a 
day when the roused public indignation kicks their flimsy edifice 
down, and sends its cowardly enemies a-flying. Mr. Swift hath finely 
; described that passion for intrigue, that love of secrecy, slander, and 
lying, which belongs to weak- people, hangers-on of weak courts. 
’Tis the nature of such to hate and envy the strong, and conspire 
their ruin; and thfe conspiracy succeeds very well, and every thing 


presages the satisfactory .overthrow of. the great victim.; until owe 
day Gulliver rouses himself shakes off tlic little vermin of an enemy, 
and walks away unmolested. All! the Irish soldiers might well 
say after the Boyne, “Change kings with us, and we Will fight it 
over again.” Indeed, the fight was ; not fair between the two. 
’Twas a weak priest-ridden, woman-ridden man, with such puny 
allies and weapons as his own poor nature: led him to choose, 
contending against the schemes, the generalship, the wisdom; 
and the heart of a hero. 

On one of these many coward’s errands, then (for, as I view 
them now, I can call them no less), Mr. Holt had come to my 
Lord at Castlewood, proposing some infallible plan for the Prince 
of Orange’s destruction, in which my Lord Viscount, loyalist as he 
was, had indignantly refused to join. As far as Mr. Esmond could 
gather from his dying words, Holt came to my lord with a plan of 
insurrection, and offer of the renewal, in his person, of that marquis’s 
title which King James had conferred on the preceding viscount, 
and on refusal of this bribe, a threat was made, on Holt’s part, to 
upset my Lord Viscount’s claim to his estate and title of Castle- 
wood altogether. To hack this astounding piece of intelligence, of 
which Henry Esmond’s patron now had the first light, Holt came 
armed with the late lord’s dying declaration, after the aifair of the 
Boyne, at Trim, in Ireland, made both to the Irish priest and a 
French ecclesiastic of Holt’s order, that was with King James’s 
army. Holt showed, or pretended to show, the marriage certificate 
of the late Viscount Esmond with my mother, in the city of 
Brussels, in the year 1677, when the viscount, then Thomas Es- 
mond, was serving with the English' army in Flanders; he could 
show, he said, that this Gertrude, deserted hy her husband long 
since, was alive, and a professed nun in the year 1685, at Brussels, 
in which year Thomas Esmond; married his uncle’s daughter, 
Isabella, now called Viscountess Dowager of Castlewood; and 
leaving him, for twelve hours, to consider this astounding nows (so 
the poor dying lord said), disappeared with his papers in the 
mysterious way in, which he. came. . Esmond knew how, . well 
enough : by that window from which he had seen the father issue.:— 
but there was no need to explain to my poor lord, only to gather 
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from liis parting lips the words which he would soon be able to 
utter no more. 

Ere the twelve hours were over, Holt himself vva9 a prisoner 
implicated in Sir John Fenwick’s conspiracy, and locked up at 
Hex ton first, whence lie was transferred to the Tower ; leaving the 
poor Lord Yiscount, who was not aware of the others being taken 
in daily apprehension of his return, when (as my Lord Castlewood 
declared, calling God to witness, and with taars in his dying eyes) 
it had been his intention at once to give up his estate and his title 
to their proper owner, and to retire to his own house at Walcote 
with his family. “And would to God I had done it,” the poor 
lord said ; “ I would not be here now, wounded to death, a miser- 
able, stricken man !” 

My lord ■waited day after day, and, as may be supposed) no 
messenger came ; but at a month’s end Holt got means to convey 
to him a message out of the Tower, which was to this effect: 
that he should consider all unsaid that had been said, and that 
things were as they were. 

“I had a sore temptation,” said my poor lord. “Since I had 
come into this cursed title of Castlewood, which hath never pros- 
pered with me, I have spent far more than, the income of that estate, 
and my paternal ono, too. I calculated all my means down to the 
last shilling, and found I never could pay you back, my poor Harry, 
whoso fortune I had had for twelve years. My wife and children 
must have gone out of the house dishonoured, and beggars. God 
knows, it hath been a miserable one for me and mine. Like a 
coward, I clung to that respite which Holt gave me. _ I kept the 
truth from. Kachel and you. I tried to win monoy of Mohun, and 
only plunged deeper into debt; I scarce dared look thee in the face 
when I saw thee. This sword hath been hanging over my head 
these two years. I swear I felt happy when Mohun’s blade 
entered my side,” 

After lying ton months in the Tower, Holt, against whom 
nothing could he found except that he was a Jesuit-priest, known 
to bo iu King James’s interest, was put on shipboard by the incor- 
rigible forgiveness of King William, who promised him, however, 
a hanging if ever he should again set foot on English shore. More 


patron, and which had such, an interest for himself. They wore 
not found on Mr. Holt’s person -when that Bather -was apprehended, 
for had such been the case my lords of the council had seen them, 
and this family history had long since been made public. How- 
ever, Esmond cared not to seek the papers. His resolution being 
taken ; his poor mother dead ; what matter to him that documents 
existed proving his right to a title which he was determined not 
to claim, and of which he vowed never to deprive that family 
which he loved best in the world?: Perhaps he took a greater 
pride out of his sacrifice than he would have had in those honours 
which he was resolved to forego. Again, as long as these titles 
were not forthcoming, Esmond’s kinsman, dear young Francis, was 
the, honourable and undisputed owner of the Castlewood estate 
and title. The mere word of a Jesuit could not overset Prank’s 
right of occupancy, and so Esmond’s mind felt actually at ease to 
tliiuk the papers were missing, and in their absence his clear mistress 
and her son the lawful Lady and Lord of Castlewood. 

Very soon after his liberation, Mr. Esmond made it his business 
to ride to that village of Ealing where he had passed his earliest 
years in this country, and to see if his old guardians were still 
alive and inhabitants of that place. But the only relique which 
he found of old M. Pastoui-cau was a stone in the churchyard, 
which told that Athanasius Pastoureau, a native of Flanders, lay 
there hurled, aged 87 years. The old man’s cottage, which Esmond 
perfectly recollected, and the garden (where in his childhood he 
had passed many hours of play and reverie, and had many a beating 
from his termagant of a foster mothex-), were now in the occupation 
of quite a different family j and it, was with difficulty that he could 
learn in the village what .had come of Pastoureau’s widow and chil- 
dren. The clerk of the parish recollected her— the old man was 
scarce altered in the fourteen years that had passed since Inst 
Esmond set eyes on him It appeared she had pretty soon consoled 
herself after the death of her old husband, whom she ruled over, 
by taking a new one younger than liersolf, who spent her money 
and ill-treated her and her children. The : girl died one of the 
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boys ’listed : ; the other had gone apprentice. Old Mr. Rogers, the 
cleric, said he had heard that Mrs. Paskrareau was dead too. She 
and her lmshand had left Ealing this seven year ■ and so Mr-. 
Esmond’s hopes of gaining any information regarding his parentage 
from tins family, were brought to an end. He gave the old cleric 
a crown-piece for his news, smiling to think of the time when he 
and Ins little playfellows had slunk ont of the churchyard, or hidden 
behind the gravestones, at the approach of this awful authority, 
Who was his mother ? "What had her name been 1 When did 
she die ? Esmond longed to find some one who could answer these 
questions to him, and thought even of putting them to his aunt 
■ the viscountess, who had innocently taken the name which belonged 
of right to Henry’s mother. But she knew nothing, or chose to 
know nothing, on this subject, nor, indeed, could Mr. Esmond 
press lver much to speak on it. Father Holt was the only man 
who could enlighten him, and Esmond felt he must wait until 
some fresh chance or new intrigue might put him face to face with 
Ms old fciend, or bring that restless indefatigable spirit back to 
England again. 

The appointment to his ensigney, and the preparations necessary 
for the campaign, presently gave the young gentleman other nmt- 
; ters to think of. His new patroness treated him very kindly and 
liberally ; she' promised to make interest and pay money, too, to 
get him a company speedily ; she bade him procure a handsome 
outfit, both of clothes and of arms, and was pleased to admire him 
when he made his first appearance in his laced scarlet coat, and to 
permit him to salute her on the occasion of this interesting inves- 
titure.' “Red,” says she, tossing up her old head, “hath always 
been the colour worn by the Esmonds.” And so her ladyship, 
wore it on her own cheeks very fitithMly to the last. She would 
have him he dressed, she said, as became his father’s son, and paid 
cheerfully for his five-pound beaver, his black buckled periwig, and 
his fine hollond shirts, and his swords, and his pistols, mounted 
with silver. Since the day he was born, poor Havry had never 
.looked such a fine gentleman : Ins liberal stepmother filled his 
purse: with guineas, too, some of which Captain Steele and a few 
choice spirits helped Harry to spend in an entertainment which 
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Dick ordered (and, indeed, Avoid d have paid for, but that lie liad 
no money Avlien the reckoning was called. for ; nor would the land- 
lord give him any more credit) at the Garter, over against the 
gate of the Palace, in Pall-Mall. 

The old viscountess, indeed, if she had done Esmond any wrong 
formerly, seemed inclined to repair it by the present kindness of 
hei' -hehavipiir: she embraced him copiously at parting, wept plen- 
tifully, bade him write hy every packet, and gave him an ines- 
timable. relic, Avbich she besought him to Avear round his neck — a 
medal, blessed by I know not what Pope, and worn by his late' 
sacred Majesty King James. . So Esmond arrived at his regiment. 
Avith a better equipage than most young officers could afford. lie 
was older than, most of his seniors, and had a further advantage 
which belonged but to very few of the army gentlemen in his day 
— many of whom could do little more than Avrite their names — 
that he had read much, hotli at home and at the University, was. 
master of two or three languages, and had that further education 
Avhich neither books nor years will give, but Avliiek some men get 
from the silent teaching of adversity. She is a great sehoolmistfeBsj 
as many a poor fellow knows, that hath held his hand out to her 
ferule, and whimpered over his lesson before her awful chair. 


CHAPTEB. V. 

ISO ok 'HIE VIGO BAY EXPEDITION, TASTE SALT WATER AND SMELL POWDEF.. 

The first expedition in which Mr. Esmond had the honour to he 
engaged, rather resembled one of the invasions projected by the 
redoubted Captain .Avory or Captain Kid; than a Avar between 
crowned heads, carried on by generals of rank and honour. On 
the 1st day of July, 1702, a great fleet, of a hundred and fifty sail, 
set sail from Spithead, under the command of Admiral Shovell, 
having on board 12,000 troops, Avith his Grace the Duke of Or- 
mond as the Oapt.-General of the expedition. One of these 12,000 
heroes having never been to sea before, or, at least, only once in 
his infancy, when, he : made the: voyage to England from that un- 
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boys ’listed ; the other bad gone apprentice. Olcl Mr. Rogers, the 
clerk, said he bad heard that Mrs. Pastoureau was dead too. She 
and her husband bad left Ealing this seven year; and so Mr. 
Esmond’s hopes of gaining any information regarding his parentage 
from this family, -were brought to am end. He gave the old clerk 
a crown-piece for his news, smiling to think of the time when he 
and his little playfellows had slnnk out of the churchyard, or hidden 
behind, the gravestones, at the approach of this awful authority, 

Who was his mother 1 What had her name been ? When did 
she die ? Esmond longed to find some one who could answer these 
questions to him, and thought even of putting them to his aunt 
the viscountess, who had innocently taken the name which belonged 
of right to Henry’s mother. But she knew nothing, or chose to 
know nothing, on this subject, nor, indeed, could Mr. Esmond 
press her much to speak on it. Father Holt was the only man 
who could enlighten him, and Esmond felt ho must wait until 
some fresh chance or new intrigue might put hint face to face with 
Ms old friend, or bring that restless indefatigable spirit back to 
England again. 

The aiipointment to his ensigney, and the preparations necessary 
for the campaign^ presently gave the young gentleman other mat- 
ters to think of. His new patroness treated him very kindly and 
liberally ; she' promised to make interest and pay money, too, to 
get him a company speedily ; she hade him procure a handsome 
outfit, both of clothes and of arms, and was pleased to admire him 
when he made his first appearance in his laced scarlet coat, and to 
permit Mm to salute her on the occasion of this interesting inves- 
titure. “ Red,” says she, tossing up her old head, “ hath always 
been the colour worn by the Esmonds.” And so her ladyship, 
wore it on her own cheeks very faithfully to the last. She would 
have him be dressed, she said, as became his father’s son, and paid 
cheerfully for his five-pound beaver, his black buckled periwig, and 
his fine bolland shirts, and his swords, and his pistols, mounted 
with silver. Since the day he was horn, poor Harry had never 
, ^looked such a fine gentleman : his liberal stepmother filled his 
purse with guineas, too, some of which Captain Steele and a few 
choice spirits helped Harry to spend in an entertainment which 


gate of the Palace, in Pall-Mall. 

The old viscountess, indeed, if she had done Esmond any wrong 
formerly, seemed inclined to repair it by the present kindness of 
her behaviour : she embraced him copiously at parting, wept plen- 
tifully, bade him write by every packet, and gave him au ines- 
timable relie, which she besought him to wear round his neck — a 
medal, blessed by I know not what Pope, and worn by his late 
sacred Majesty King James. So Esmond arrived at his regiment 
with a better equipage than most young officers could aiFoi’d. , He 
was older than most of his seniors, and had a further advantage- 
which belonged but to very few of the army gentlemen in his day 
— •many of whom could do little more than write their names — 
that he had read much, both at home and at the University, was. 
master of two or three languages, and had that further education 
which neither books nor years will give, but which some men get 
from the silent teaching of adversity. She is a great schoolmistress, 
as many a poor fellow knows, that hath held his. hand out to her 
ferule, and whimpered over bis lesson before her awful chair. 


CHAPTEPo V. 

I Cio ON THE VIGO BAY ENTBPITION, TASTE SALT WATER AND SMELL POWDER, 
Tub first expedition in which Mr. Esmond had the honour to be 
engaged, rather resembled one of the invasions projected by the 
redoubted Captain Avory or Captain Kid, than a wav between 
crowned heads, carried on by generals of rank and honour. Oil 
the 1st day of July, 1702, a great fleet, of a hundred and fifty sail, 
set sail from Spithead* under the command of Admiral Shovell, 
having on board 12,000 troops, with his Grace the Duke of Or- 
mond as the Oapt.-General of the expedition. One of these 12,000 
heroes having never been to sea before, or, at least, only once iii 
his infancy, when he made the voyage to England from that un- 
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known country where he was bom— one of those 12,000— the 
junior onsiga of Col. Quin’s reginumt of Fusileers-— was in a quite 
unheroic state of corporal prostration a few hours after sailing; 
and an enemy, h»cl lie boarded idle ship, would have had easy work 
of him. From Portsmouth wo put into Plymouth, and took in 
fresh reinforcements. We were off Finisterre on the 31st of July; 
so Esmond’s table-book informs liim J and on the 8 th of August 
made the rock of Lisbon. By this time the ensign was grown as 
hold as an admiral, and a week afterwards had the fortune to he 
under fire for tlxe first .time — and under water, too- — his boat being 
swaiiapecl in the surf in Toros Bay, where the troops landed. The 
ducking of his new coat was 'all the harm the young soldier got in 
this expedition, for, indeed, the Spaniards made no stand before 
our troops, and were not in strength to do so. 

But the campaign, if not very glorious, was very pleasant. New 
sights of nature, by sea and land— a life of action, beginning now 
for tire first time — occupied and excited the young man. The 
many accidents, and the routine of shipboard— the military duty— 
the new acquaintances, both of his comrades in anus, and of the 
officers of the fleet — served tb cheer ancl occupy his mind, and 
waken it out of that selfish depression into which his late unhappy 
fortunes had plunged him. He felt as if the ocean separated him 
from his past care, and welcomed the new era of life which was 
dawning from him. Wounds heal rapidly in a heart of two-and- 
twenty ; hopes revive daily ; and courage rallies, in spites of a man. 
Perhaps, as Esmond thought of his late despondency and melan- 
choly, and how irremediable it had seemed to him, as lie lay in his 
prison a few months back, he was almost mortified in his secret 
mind at finding himself so cheerful. 

To see with one’s own eyes men and countries, is better than 
l oading all the books of travel in the world : and it was with ex- 
treme delight and exultation that the young man found himself 
actually on his grand tour, and in the view of people and cities 
which he had read about as a hoy. He beheld war for the first 
time— the pride, pomp, and circumstance of it,, at least,; if not much 
of the danger. He saw actually, and with his own eyes, those 
Spanish cavaliers and ladies whom ho had beheld in imagination 


ip that immortal story- of Cervantes, which had been the delight of 
his youthful leisure. ; ’Tis forty years sinco Mr, Esmond witnessed 
those scenes, hut they remain as . fresh in his memory as on the day 
when first he saw them as a young man. A cloud, as of griefr 
that had lowered over him, and had wrapped the last years of his 
life in gloom, seemed to clear away from Esmond during this for- 
tunate voyage and campaign. His energies seemed to awaken and 
to expand, under a cheerful souse of freedom. Was his heart se- 
cretly glad to have escaped from that fond hut ignoble bondage at 
• home 1 Was it that the inferiority to which the idea of his base 
birth had compelled him, vanished with the knowledge of that se- 
cret, which though, perforce, kept to himself, was yet enough to 
cheer and console him 1 At any rate, young Esmond of the army 
was quite a different being to the sad little dependant of the kind 
Castle wood household, and the melancholy student of Trinity 
Walks; discontented with his fate, and with the vocation into which 
that drovo him, and thinking, with a secret indignation, that the 
cassock and hands, and the very sacred office with which lie had 
once proposed to invest himself, were, in fact, hut marks of a seiwi- 
tnde which was to continue all his life long. For, disguise it as he 
might to himself, ho had all along felt that to he Castlewood’s chap- 
lain was to bo Castlewood’s inferior still, and that his life was hut to 
be a long, hopeless servitude. So, indeed, he was far from grudging 
his old friend Tom Tusher’s good fortune (as Tom, no doubt, thought 
it). Had it been a, mitre and Lambeth which his friends offered 
him, and not a small living and a country parsonage, he would 
have felt as much a slave in one case as in the other, and was quite 
liappy afid thankful to. be free. 

The bravest man I ever knew in the army, and who had been 
present in most, of King William’s actions, as well as in the cam- 
paigns of the great. Duke of Marlborough, could never be got to 
tell us of any achievement of his, except that once Prince Eugene 
ordered him up a tree to reconnoitre the enemy, which feat he 
could not achieve on account of the horseman’s boots he wore ; 
and on another day that he was very nearly taken prisoner because 
of these jack-boots, which prevented him from running away. The 
present narrator shall imitate this laudable reserve, and. doth not 


intend to dwell upon his military exploits, which were in truth 
not very different from those of a thousand other gentlemen. This 
first campaign of Mr. Esmond’s lasted hut a few days ; and as a 
score of hooks have been written concerning it, it maybe dismissed 
very briefly here. 

When our fleet came within view of Cadi/., our commander sent 
a boat with a white flag and a couple of officers to the Governor of 
Cadiz, Don Scipio de Bmncaccio, with a letter from liis Grace, in 
which he hoped that as Don Scipio had formerly served with the 
Austrians against the .Trench in England, ’twas to be hoped that 
Ins Excellency would now declare himself against the French Icing 
and for the Austrian in the war between King Philip and King 
Charles. But his Excellency, Don Scipio, prepared a reply, in 
which he announced that,, having served his former ldng with hon- 
our and fidelity, he hoped to exhibit the same loyalty and devotion 
towards las present sovereign, King Philip V. ; and by the time 
this letter was ready, the officers who had been taken to sex', the 
town, and tho alameda, and the theatre, where bull-fights are fought, 
and the convents, where the admirable works of Don Bartholomew 
Murillo inspired one of them with a great wonder and delight- 
such as he had never felt before — coneorniug this divine art of 
painting j and these sights over, and a handsome refection and cho- 
colate being Berved to tho English gentlemen, tlioy were accompanied 
back to their shallop with every courtesy, and were the only two 
officers of the English army that saw at that time that famous city. 

The general tiled tho power of another proclamation on the 
Spaniards, in which he announced that wo only came in the interest 
of Spain and King Charles, and for ourselves wanted to make no 
conquest nor settlement in Spain at. all. But all this eloquence 
was lost upon the Spaniards, it would seem : the Captain-General 
of Andalusia would no more listen to us than the Governor of 
Cadiz ; and: in reply to his Grace’s proclamation, the Marquis of 
ViUadarias fired off another, which those who knew tho Spanish 
thought rather, the best of the two ; and of this number was Hurry 
Esmond, whose land Jesuit in old days had instructed him, and 
now had the honour of translating for his Grace these harmless 
documents of war. There was a hard touch for his Grace, and, ill- 


deed, for other generals in her Majesty’s service, hi the concluding 
sentence of the Don : “That ho and his council had the gonerorrs 
example of their ancestors to follow, who had never yet sought 
their elevation in the blood or in the flight of their kings. 1 Mori 
pro patria ’ was his device, which the Duke might communicate to 
the Princess who governed England.” 

"Whether the troops were angry at "this repartee or no, ’Ms cer- 
tain something put them in a fury ; for, not being able to get pos- 
session of Cadiz, our people seized upon Port Saint Mary’s and 
sacked it, burning down the merchants’ storehouses, getting drunk 
with the famous wines there, pillaging and robbing quiet houses 
and convents, murdering and doing worse. And the only blood 
which Mr. Esmond drew in thfo shameful campaign, was the 
knocking down an English sentinel with a halt-pike, who was of- 
fering insult to a poor trembling nun. . Ts she going to turn out a 
beauty? or a princess? or perhaps Esmond’s mother that he had 
lost and never seen? Alas no, it was but a poor wheezy old drop- 
sical woman, with a wart on her nose. But having been early 
taught a part of the Roman religion, he never had the horror of it 
that some Protestants have shown, and scorn to think to be apart 

After the pillage and plunder of St. Mary’s, and am assault upon 
a fort or two, tho troops all took shipping, and finished their expe- 
dition, at any rate, more brilliantly than it had begun. Hearing' 
that the French fleet with a great treasure was, in Yigo Bay, our 
Admirals, Hooke and Hopson, pursued the enemy tlrithor ; the 
troops landed and carried the forts that protected the hay, Hopson 
passing the boom first on board his ship the Torbay, and the rest 
of the. ships, English and Dutch, following him. Twenty ships 
were burned or taken in the Port of Redondilla, and a vast deal 
more plunder than was over accounted for ; but poor men before 
that expedition were rich afterwords, and so often was it found and 
remarked that tho Yigo officers came home with pockets full of 
money, that the notorious Jack Shaffeo, who made such a figure at 
the coffee-houses and gaming-tables in London, and gave out that 
he had been a soldier at Vigo, owned, when ho was about to be 


spoke of La Kedondilla to turn away people’s eyes from the real place 
where the booty lay. Indeed, Hounslow or Vigo— which matte’s 
much? Hie latter was a had business, though Mr. Addison did 
sing its praises in Latin. That honest gentleman’s muse had an 
eye to the main chance ; and I doubt whether she saw much in- 
spiration in the losing side. 

But though Esmond, for his part, got no share of this fabulous 
booty, one great prize which he had out of the campaign was, that 
excitement of action and change of scene,. Which shook off a great 
deal of his previous melancholy. Ho learnt at any rate to bear his 
fate Cheerfully. He brought back a browned face, a heart resolute 
enough, and a little pleasant store of knowledge and observation, 
from that expedition, which was over with , the autumn, when the 
troops were back in England again; and Esmond giving up his post of 
secretary to General Lumley, whose command was over, and parting 
with that officer with many kind expressions of good-will on the 
General’s side, had leave to go to London, to see if he could push 
his fortunes any way further, and found himself once more in his 
dowager aunt’s comfortable quarters at Ohelsey, and in greater fa- 
vour than ever with the old lady. He propitiated her With a pre- 
sent of a comb, a fan, and a black mantle, such as the ladies of 
Cadiz wear, and which my Lady Viscountess pronounced became 
her Btvle of beauty mightily. And aho was greatly edified at hear- 
ing of that story of his rescuo of the nun, and felt very little doubt 
but that her King James’s relic, which he had always dutifully 
worn in his desk, had kept him out of. danger, and averted the 
shot- of the enemy. My lady made feasts; for him, introduced him 
to more company, and pushed his fortunes with such enthusiasm 
and success, that she got a promise of a company for him .through- the 
-Lady Marlborough’s interest, who was graciously pleased to accept 
of a diamond worth a, couple of hundred guineas, which Mr. Es- 
mond was enabled to present to her ladyship through his aunt’s 
bounty, and who promised that she would take charge of Esmond’s 
fortune. He had the honour to make his appearance at the 
Queen’s drawing-room occasionally, and to frequent my Lord Marl- 
borough’s levees. -That great man received the - young one with 
very especial favour, so Esmond’s comrades said, and deigned to. 


say that lie had received the best reports of Mr. Esmond, both for 
courage and ability, whereon you may be sure the young gentle- 
man made a profound bow, and exjn-essed himself eager to serve 
under the most distinguished captain in the world. 

Whilst his business was going on thus prosperously, Esmond 
had his share of pleasure, too, and made his appearance along with 
other young gentlemen at the coffee-houses, the theatres, and the 
Mall. He longed to hear of his dear mistress and her family: 
many a time, in the midst of the gaieties and pleasures of the town, 
his heart fondly reverted to them; and often as the young fellows 
of his society were malting merry at the tavern, and calling toasts 
(as the fashion of that day was) over their wine, Esmond thought 
of persons — of two fair women, whom he had been used to adore 
almost, and emptied his glass with a sigh. 

By this timo the elder Tiseountess had grown tired again of the 
younger, and whenever she spoke of my lord’s widow, ’twas in 
terms by no means complimentary towards that poor lady : the 
younger woman not needing her protection any longer, the elder! 
abused her. Most of the family quarrels that I have seen in life 
(saving always those arising from money-disputes, when a division 
of twopence-halfpenny will often drive the dearest relatives into 
war and estrangement), spring out of jealousy and envy. Jack 
and Tom, born of the same family and to the same fortune, live 
very cordially together, not until Jack is ruined when Tom deserts 
him, but until -Tom makes a sudden rise in prosperity, which Jack 
can’t forgive. Ten times to one ’tis the unpfosperous man that is 
angry, not the other who. is iu fault. ’Tis. Mrs. Jack, who can 
only afford a chair, that sickens at Mrs, Tom’s new coach-and-six, 
cries out against her sister’s airs, and sets her husband against his 
brother. ’Tis Jack who sees his brother shaking hands with a lord 
(with whom Jack would like to exchange snuff-boxes himself); 
that goes home and tells his wife how poor Tom is spoiled, he fears, 
and no better than a sneak, parasite, and beggar 1 on horseback. 
I remember how furious the! coffee-house Wits were with pick 
Steele when he set up Ms coach, and fine house in Bloomsbury: 
they began to forgive him when the bailiffs were after him, and 
abused Mr, Addison for selling Dick’s country-house. And yet 
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Dick in the spungmg-house, or Dick in the Park, with his four 
mares and plated harness, was exactly 'the same gentle, kindly, im- 
provident, jovial Dick Steele : and yet Mr. Addison was perfectly 
right in getting the money which was his, and not giving up the 
amount of his just claim, to be spent by Dick upon champagne and 
fiddlers, laced clothes, fine furniture, and parasites, Jew and 
Christian, male and female, who clung to him. As, according to 
the famous maxim of Monsieur de Koclicfoueault, “ in our friend’s 
misfortunes there’s something secretly pleasant to us;” so, on the 
other hand, their good fortune is disagreeable. If ’tis hard for a 
man to bear his own good-luck, ’tis harder still for his friends to 
bear it for him; and but few of them ordinarily can stand that 
trial: whereas one of the “precious uses” of adversity is, that it 
is a great reconciler; that it brings back averted kindness, disarms 
animosity, and causes yesterday’s enemy to fling Lis hatred aside, 
and hold out a band to the fallen friend of old days. There’s pity 
and lore, as well as envy, in the same heart and towards the same 
person. The rivalry stops when the competitor tumbles ; and, as I 
view it, we should look at these agreeable and disagreeable qualities 
of our humanity humbly alike. They are consequent and natural, 
and our kindness and meanness both manly. 

So you may either read the sentence, that the elder of Esmond’s 
two kinswomen, pardoned the younger her beauty, when that had 
lost somewhat of its freshness, perhaps ; and forgot most lior 
grievances against the other, when the subject of them was no 
longer prosperous and enviable; or we may say more benevolently 
(but the sum comos to the same figures, worked either way), that 
Isabella repented of her imlrindness towards Rachel, when Rachel 
was unhappy; and, bestirring herself in behalf of the poor widow 
and her children,: gave them shelter and friendship. The ladies 
Were quite good friends as long as the weaker one needed a pro- 
tector, Before Esmond went away on his first campaign, his 
mistress was still on terms of friendship (though a poor little eliit, 
a woman that had evidently no spirit in her, &o.) with the elder 
Rady Castlewood ; and Mistress Beatrix was allowed to be a 
^ 'to ■ 

But between Che first year of Queen Anne’s reign, and the second, 
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sad changes for the worse hail taken place in the two younger ladies, ; 
at least in the cider’s description of them. Rachel, "Viscountess 
Castle-wood, had no more face than a dumpling, and Mrs. Beatrix 
was grown quite coarse, and was losing all her beauty. Little Lord 
Blandford— (she never would call him Lord Blandford ; his father 
was Lord Churchill— the King, whom he betrayed, had made him 
Lord Churchill, and he was Lord Churchill still)— might he making 
eyes at her ; but Ids mother, that vixen of a Sarah Jennings, would 
never hear of such a folly. Lady Marlborough had got her to he 
a maid of honour at court to the Princess, hut she would repent 
of it. The widow Francis (she was hut Mrs. Francis Esmond), 
was a scheming, artful, heartless hussey. She was spoiling her 
brat of a hoy, and she would end by marrying her chaplain. 

“ What, Tuslxer ? ” cried Mr. Esmond, feeling a strange pang of 
rage and astonishment. 

“ Yes — lusher, my maid’s son ; and who has got all the qualities 
of his father, the lacquey in black, and his accomplished mamma, 
the waiting- woman,” cries my lady. “ What, do you suppose that 
a sentimental widow, who will live down in that dingy dungeon of 
a Castlewood, where she spoils her hoy, kills the poor with her 
drugs, lias prayers twice a day and sees nobody hut the chaplain — 
what do you suppose she can do, mon Cousin, hut let the horrid 
parson, with his great square toes, and hideous little green eyes, 
make love to her 1 Cola c’est vu, mon Cousin. When I was a 
girl at Castlewood, all the chaplains fell in love with me — they’ve 
nothing else to do.” 

My lady went on with more talk of this kind, though, in truth, 
Esmond had no idea of what she said further, so entirely did her 
first words occupy Iris thought, Were they true 1 Not all, nor 
half, nor a tenth part of what the garrulous old woman said, was 
true. Could this he so 1 No ear had Esmond for any thing else, 
though his patroness chattered on for an hour. 

Some young gentlemen of the town, with whom Esmond ha 
made acquaintance, had promised to present him to that niog 
charming of actresseB, and lively and agreeable of women, Ml 
Bracegirdle, about whom Harry’s old adversary Mobun had dap^fg 
swords, a few years before my poor lord and he fell out. ilW'dj 
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mous Mr. Congreve had stamped ■with his higli approval, to the -which 
there was no gainsaying, this delightful person : and she was acting 
in Dick Steele’s comedies, and finally, and for twenty-four hours 
after beholding her,. Mr. Esmond felt himself or thought himself j 
to be as violently enamoured of this lovely brunette, as were a 
thousand other young fellows about the city. To have once seen 
her was to long to behold her again ; and to ho offered the delight- 
ful. privilege of her acquaintance, was a pleasure the very idea of 
winch set the young lieutenant’s heart on fire. A man cannot live 
with comrades under the tents without finding out that he too is 
five-and-twenty. A young fellow cannot be cast down by grief and 
misfortune ever so severe but some night he begins to sleep sound, 
and shine 'day when dinner-time comes to feel hungry for a beef- 
steak. Time, youth, and good health, new scenes and the excite- 
ment of action and a campaign, had pretty well brought Esmond’s 
mourning to an end; and his comrades said that Don Dismal, as 
they called him, was Don Dismal no more. So when a party was 
made to dine at the Bose, and go to the playhouse afterward, 
Esmond was as pleased as another to tftko his share of the bottle 
and the play. 

How was it that the old aunt's news, or it might he scandal, about 
Tom Tosher, caused such a strange and sudden excitement in Tom’s 
old playfellow? Hadn’t he sworn a thousand times in his own 
mind that the Lady of Castlewood, who had treated him with such 
Itindnessonce, and then had left liim so cruelly, was, nncl was to re- 
main henceforth, indifferent to him for ever ? Had his pride mul his 
sense of justice not long siuee helped him to cure the pain of that 
desertion — was it even a pain to him now ? Why, hut last night 
as he walked across the fields and meadows to Oholsey from Pall- 
Mall, had he not composed two or three stanzas of a song, celebrat- 
ing -Bracegirdle’s brown eyes, and declaring them a thousand times 
more beautiful than the brightest blue ones that ever languished 
under the lashes of an insipid fair beauty ! But Tom Timber ! Torn 
Timber, the waiting-woman’s son, raising up his little eyes to his 
mistress ! Tom Tusher presuming to think of Castlewood’s widow 1 
Rage and contempt filled Mr. Harry’s heart at the very notion ; the 
honour of the. family, of which- lie was the chief, made it his duty 


to prevent so monstrous an alliance, and to chastise tlio upstart who 
could dare to think of such an insult to their house. ’Tis true Mr. 
Esmond often boasted of republican principles, and could remember 
many fine speeches ho had made at college and elsewhere, with 
t oorth and not birth for a text : but Tom Tusher to take the place 
of the noble Castlewood — fangli ! ’twas as monstrous as King Ham- 
let’s widow taking off her weeds for Claudius. Esmond laughed at 
all widows, all wives, all women ; and were the banns about to be 
published, as no doubt they were, that very next Sunday at Walcote 
Church, Esmond swore that he would be present to shout Ho ! in 
the face of the congregation, and to take a private revenge upon 
the ears of the bridegroom. 

Instead of going to dinner then at the Rose, that night, Mr. 
Esmond bade his servant pack a portmanteau and get horses, and 
was at Earnham, half-way on the road to Walcote, thirty miles off, 
before his comrades had got to their supper after the play. He 
bade his man give no liint to my Lady: Dowager’s household of the 
expedition on which he was going : and as Chelsey was distant from 
London, the roads bad, and infested by footpads, and Esmond 
often in the habit, when engaged in a party of pleasure, of lying 
at a friend’s lodging in town, there was no need that his old aunt 
should be disturbed at his absence— indeed, nothing more delighted 
the old lady than to fancy that mon Cousin, the incorrigible young 
sinner, was abroad boxing the watch, or scouring St. Giles’s. 
When she was not at her hooks of devotion, she thought Etheridge 
and Sedlcy very good reading. She had a hundred pretty stories 
about -Rochester, Harry Jerrnyn, and Hamilton j and if Esmond 
would but have run away with the wife even- of a citizen, ’tis my 
belief she would have pawned her diamonds (the best of them wen t 
to our Lady of Chaillot) to pay his damages. 

My lord’s little house of Walcote, which he inhabited before lies 
took his title and occupied the house of Castlewood — lies about a 
mile from Winchester, and Ms widow ha,d returned to Walcote 
after my lord’s death as a place always dear to her, and where her 
earliest and happiest days had been spent, cheerfuller than Castle- 
wood, which was too large for her straitened means, and giving 
her, too, the protection of the ex-Dean, her father. The young 
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Viscount had a year’s schooling at the famous college there, with 
Mr. Tusher as his governor. So much nows of them Mr. Esmond 
had had during the past year from the old Viscountess, his own 
father’s widow ; from the young one there had never been a word. 

Twice or thrice in his benefactor’s lifetime, Esmond had been to 
Walcote ; and now, taking but a couple of hours rest only at the 
inn on the x'oad, he was up again long before daybreak, and made 
such good speed that he was at Waleoto by two o’clock of the day. 
He rid to the iim of the village, where lie alighted and sent a man 
thence to Mr, Tusher, with a message that a gentleman from 
London would speak with Mm on urgent business. The messenger 
came back to say the Doctor was in town, most likely at prayers 
in the Cathedral. My Lady Viscountess was there too ; she always 
went to Cathedral prayers every day. 

The horses belonged to the post-liouse at Winchester. Esmond 
mounted again, and rode on to tlio George; whence lie walked, 
leaving his grumbling domestic at last happy with a dinner, straight 
to the Cathedral. The organ was playing: the winter’s day was 
already growing grey : as he passed under the street-arch into the 
■cathedral-yard, and made his way into the ancient solemn edifice. 


■■ CHAPTER VI. 

THE 29th DECEMBER. 

There was scarce a score of persons in the Cathedral besides the 
Dean and some of his clergy, and the choristers, young and old, 
that performed the beautiful evening prayer. But Dr. Tusliorwas 
one of the officiants, and read from the eagle, in an authoritative 
voice, and a great black periwig ; and in the stalls, still m her black 
widow’s hoodj sate Esmond’s dear mistress, her son by her side, 
very much grow, and indeed a noble-looking youth, with his 
mother’s eyes, and his father’s curling brown hair, that fell over 
his point de Verdae — a pretty picture such, as Vandyke might have 
painted: Mons. Rigaud’s portrait of my Lord Viscount, done at 


Paris afterwards, gives but a French version ofthis nianly, frank, 
English face. When ho looked up there were two sapphire beams 
out of liis eyes, such as no painter’s palette has the colour to match, 
I think. On this day there was not much chance of seeing that 
particular beauty of my young lord’s countenance ; for the truth 
is, he kept his eyes shut for the most part, and, the anthem being 
rather long, was asleep. 

But the music ceasing, my lord woke up, looking about him, and 
liis eyes lighting on Mr. Esmond, who was sitting opposite him, 
gazing with no small tenderness and melancholy upon two persons 
who had had so much of his heart for so many years ; Lord Castle- 
wood, with a start, pulled at his mother’s sleeve (her face had scarce 
been lifted from her hook), and said, “ Look, mother ! ” so loud, 
that Esmond could hear on the other side of the church, and the 
old Dean on his throned stall. Lady Oaatlewood looked for an instant 
as her son hade her, and held up a warning finger to Frank; 
Esmond felt liis whole face flush, and his heart throbbing, as that 
dear lady beheld, him once more. The rest of the prayers were 
speedily over : Mr. Esmond did nob hear them; nor did his 
mistress, very likely, whose hood went more closely over her face, 
and whomever lifted her head again until the service was over, the 
blessing given, and Mr. Dean, and his procession of ecclesiastics, 
out of the inner chapel. 

Young Castlcwood came clambering over the stalls beforo the 
clergy were fairly gone, and, running up to Esmond, eagerly em- 
braced him. “My dear, dearest old Harry,” he said, “are you 
come back ? Have you been to the wars 1 You’ll take me with 
you when you go again ? Why didn’t you write to us 1 Como to 
mother.” 

Mr. Esmond could hardly say more than a God bless you, my 
boy, for his heart was very full and grateful at all tliis tenderness 
on the lad’s part ; and he was as much moved at seeing Frank, as 
he was, fearful about that other interview which was now to take 
place ; for he know not if the widow would reject him as sho had 
done so cruelly a year ago. 

“It was land of you to come hack to us, Henry,” Lady Esmond 
said, “I thought you might come.” 
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“We road of the fleet coming to Portsmouth. Why did you not 
eoahe from Portsmouth ?” Prank asked, or my Lord Viscount, as 
he now' must bo called. 

Esmond had thought of that too. He would have given one of 
his eyes so that ho might see liis dear friends again once more ; but 
believing that his mistress had forbidden him her house, he had 
obeyed her, and remained at a distance. 

“ You had but to ask, and you knew I would be here,” he said. 

She gave Mm her hand, her littlo fair hand : there was only her 
marriage ring on it. Tho quarrel was all over. The year of grief 
mid estrangement was passed. They never had been separated. 
His mistress had never been out of his mind all that time. No, 
not once No, not in the prison ; nor in the camp ; nor on shore 
before tho enemy ; nor at sea under the stars of solemn midnight, 
nor as lie watched the glorious rising of tho dawn : not even at tho 
table, where he sate carousing with friends, or at the theatre 
yonder, where ho tried to fancy that other eyes wei’e brighter than 
hers. Brighter eyes there might bo, and faces more beautiful, but 
none so dear— no voice so sweet as that of his beloved mistress, 
who- had been sister, mother, goddess to him during his youth — 
goddess now no more, for he knew of her weaknesses ; and by 
thought, by suffering, and that experience it brings, was older now 
than she ; but more fondly cherished as woman perhaps than ever 
she had been adored as divinity. What is it ? Where lies it ? the 
secret which makes one little hand the dearest of all ? Whoever 
can unriddle that mystery ? Hero sho was, her son by his side, 
his clear boy. Here' 'she was, weeping and happy. She took his 
hand in both hers ; lie felt her tears. It was a rapture of recon- 
eiliation. 

“ Here comes Squaretoes,” says Prank. “ Hero’s Tusker.” 

Tosher, indeed, now appeared, creaking on his great heels. Mr. 
Tom had divested himself of his alb or surplice, and came forward 
habited in liis cassock and great black periwig. How had Harry 
Esmond ever been for a moment jealous of this fellow? 

“ Give us thy hand, Tom Tusker,” he said. The chaplain made 
him a vory low and stately bow. “I am cliarmed to seo 
Captain Esmond,” says lie. “ My lord and I have read tho Meddas 


incdumein precor, and applied it, I am sure, to you. You come 
back with Gaditanian laurels : when I heard you were bound 
thither, I wished, I am sure, I was another Septimius. My Lord Yis- 
count, your lordship remembers Septimi, Gades aditure mecurn 2 ” 

“There’s an angle of earth that I love better than Gades, 
Tusher, " says Mr. Esmond. “ ’Tia that one where your revetenoe 
hath a parsonage, and where our youth was brought up,” 

“A house that has so many saci-ed recollections to mo,” says Mr, 
Tusher (and Harry remembered how Tom’s father used to flog him 
there)—" a house near to. that of my respected patron, my most 
honoured patroness, must ever be a dear abode to me. But, 
madam, the verger waits to close the gates on your ladyship." 

“ And Harry's coming home to supper. Huzzay ! huzzay ! ” cries 
my lord. “Mother, shall I run home and bid Beatrix put her 
ribbons on. Beatrix is a maid of honour, Harry. Such a fine set- 
up minx ! ” 

“ Your heart was never in the Church, Harry,” the widow said, 
iu her sweet low tone, as they walked away together. (How, it 
seemed they had never been parted, and again, as if they had been 
ages asunder.) “I always thought you had no 'vocation that 
way ; and that ’twas a pity to shut you out from the world. You 
would but have pined and chafed at Castlewood : and ’tis better 
you should make a name for yourself. I often said so to my dear 
lord. How he loved you ! ’Twas my lord that made you stay 
with us.” 

“ I asked no better than to stay near you always,” said Mr. Es- 
mond. 

“But to go was best, Harry. When the world cannot give 
peace, you will know where to Audit; but one of, your strong 
imagination and eager desires must try the world first before he 
tires of it. ’Twas not to be thought of, or if it ones was, it was 
only by my selfishness that you should remain as chaplain to a 
country gentleman and tutor to a little hoy. You are of the blood 
of the Esmonds, kinsman ; and that was always wild in youth. 
Look at Brands. He is but fifteen, and I searco can keep Min in 
my nest. His talk is all of war and pleasure, and he longs to serve 
in the next campaign. Perhaps he and the young Lord Churchill 
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shall go the next. Lord Marlborough, luus been good to us. You 
know how ’ kind they were iu. my misfortune. And so was your — 
your father’s- widow. No ono .-knows how good the world is, till 
grief comes to try us. ’Tis through my Lady Marlborough’s good- 
ness that Beatrix, hath her place at Court j and Frank is under my 
Lord Chamberlain. And the dowager lady, your father’s widow, 
has promised to provide for you— has she not ? ” 

Esmond said, “ Yes. As far as present favour went, Lady Castle- 
wood was very good to him. And should her mind change,” he 
added gaily, “as ladies’ minds will, I am strong enough to bear my 
own burden, and make my way somehow. Not by the sword very 
likely. Thousands have a better, genius for that than but there 
are many ways in which a young man of good parts and education 
can get on in the world j, and I am pretty sure, one way or other, of 
promotion ! ” Indeed, he had found patrons already in the army, 
and amongst persons very able to serve him, too ; and told his mis- 
tress of the flattering aspect of fortune. They walked as though 
they had never beon pitted, slowly, with the grey twilight closing 
round them. 

“And now we are drawing near to home," she continued, “I 
knew you would come, Harry, if — if it was but to forgive me for 
having spoken unjustly to you after that horrkl — horrid misfortune. 
I was half frantic with grief then when I saw you. And I know now 
— they have told me. That wretch, whose name I. can never men- 
tion, even has said it : how you tried to avert the quarrel, and 
would have taken it on yourself, my poor child : but it. was God’s 
will that I should he punished, and that my dear lord should fall.” 

“He gave me Ids blessing on lus death-bed,” Esmond said, 
“ Thank God for that legacy !” 

“Amen, amen ! dear Henry,” says the lady, pressing Ids arm. “I 
knew it Mr. Attorbury, of St Bride’s, who was called to him, 

■ . . - told me so. . And I thanked God, too, and in my prayers ever since 
remembered it” ■ 

“ You had. spared me many a hitter night, had you told me 
sooner,” Mr. Esmond said. 

“I know it, I know it,” she answered, in a tone of such sweet 
humihty, as made Esmond repent that he should ever have dared 


to reproach her, “ I kuow how wicked mv heart has been.;. and I 
have suffered too, my dear. I confessed to .Mr. Atterbuiy— I must 
not tell any more. He— I said I would not mute to you or go to 
you — and it was bettor ovou that, having parted, we should part. 
But I knew you would come back — I own that. That is no one’s 
fault. And to-day, Henry, in the anthem, when they sang it, 
‘When the Lord turned the captivity of Zion, we were like them 
that dream,’ I thought, yes, like them that dream — them that 
dream. And then it went, ‘ They that sow in tears shall reap in 
joy ; and he that goeth forth and weepeth, shall doubtless come 
home again with rejoicing, bringing Ms sheaves with Mm ; ’ I looked 
up from the book, and saw you. I was not surprised when I saw 
you. I knew you would come, my dear, and saw the gold sunshine 
round your head.” 

She smiled an almost wild smile as she looked up at liira. The 
moon was up by this time, glittering keen in the frosty sky. He 
could see, for the first time now clearly, her sweet careworn face. , 

“Do you know what day it is?” she continued. “ It is the 29th 
of December — it is your birthday ! But last year we did not drink 
it — no, no. My lord was cold, and iny Harry was likely to die ; 
and my brain was in a fever j and we had no wine. But now — 
now you are come again, bringing your sheaves with you, my dear." 
She burst into a wild flood of weeping as she spoke ; she laughed 
and sobbed on the young man’s heart, crying out wildly, “bringing 
your sheaves with you — your sheaves with you !” ' 

As he had sometimes felt, gazing up from the deck at midnight 
into the boundless starlit depths overhead, in a rapture of devout 
wonder at that endless brightness and beauty^— in some such a way 
now, the depth of this pure devotion (which was, for the first, time, 
revealed to Mm quite) smote upon him, and filled his heart with 
thanksgiving. Gracious God, who was he, weak and friendless 
creature, that such a love should he poured out upon him ? Hot in 
vain, not in vain has he lived— hard and thankless should he he to 
think SO' — that has such a treasure given him. What .is- ambition 
compared to that ?: hut selfish vanity. To be rich, to bo famous? 
What do these profit a year hence, when other names sound 
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along -with tlie idle titles engraven on your coffin 1 But only true 
love lives after you — follows your memory with secret blessing- — - 
or precedes you, anti intercedes for you. Non omnis moriar — if 
dying, I yet live in a tender heart or two ; nor am lost and 
hopeless living, if a sainted departed soul still loves and prays 
for me. 

“ If. — if ’tis so, dear lady,” Mr. Esmond said, “ why should I 
ever leave you ? If God hath given me this groat boon — and near 
or far from me, as I know now — tho heart of my dearest mistress 
follows me ; let me have that blessing near mo, nor ever part with, 
it till life separate us. Come away — leave this Europe, this place 
which has so many sad recollections for you. Begin a new life in a 
new world. My good lord often talked, of visiting that land in 
Virginia which King Charles gave us — gave his ancestor. Frank 
will give us that. No man there will ask if there is a blot on my 
name, or inquire in the woods what my title ia.” 

, “ And my children — and my duty — and my good father 1 — 
Henry/’ she broke out, “ He has none but me now ; for soon my 
sister will leave him, and the old man will bo alone. He lias con- 
formed since the now Quoen’a reign ; . and hero in Winchester, 
where they love him, they have found a church for him. When 
the children leave me, I will stay with him. I cannot follow them 
into the great world, where their way lies — -it scares rno. They 
will coine and visit mo ; and you will, sometimes, Henry — yes, 
someuim.es, as now, in the Holy Advent season, when I liavo seen 
and blessed yon once more.” 

“ I would leave all to follow you,” said Mr. Esmond ; “and can 
you not be as generous for me, dear lady V’ 

“ Hush, hoy 1” she said, and it was with a mother’s sweet plain- 
, tive ' tone and look that she spoke. The world is beginning for 
you. For mo, I have been so weak aud sinful that I must leave 
it, aud pray out an expiation, dear I-Ieury. Had wo houses of reli- 
gion: as there were once, and many divines of our church would 
have them again, I often think I would retire to one and pass my 
life in penance. But I would love you still — yes, there is no sin 
in such a love as inine now j -and my dear lord in heaven may see 
my: heart and knows the tears that have washed my sin away—- 
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and now — now my duty is here, by my children whilst they need 
me, and by my poor old father, and” 

“ And not hy me?” Henry said. 

“ Hush !” she said again, and raised her hand up to Ins lip. “I 
have been yom- nurse. You could not see me, Harry, when you 
were in the small-pox, and I came and sate by you. All ! I prayed 
that I might die, but it would bave been in sin, Homy. Oil, it is 
horrid to look back to that time. It is over now and past, and 
it lias been forgiven me. When you neod me again I will conic ever 
so far. When your heart is wounded, then come to me, my dear, 
He silent ! let me say all. You never loved me, dear Henry — no, 
you do not now, and I thank Heaven for it. I used to watch you, 
and knew by a thousand signs that it was so. Do you remember 
how glad you were to go away to College ! ’Twas I sent yon. I 
told my papa that, and Mr. Atterbury too, when I spoke to him in 
Loudon. And they both gave me absolution — both — and they are 
godly men, having authority to bind and to loose. And they for- 
gave me, as my dear lprd forgave mo before ho went to heaven.” 

“ I think the angels are hot all in heaven,” Mr. Esmond said. 
And as a brother folds a sister to his heart; and as a mother 
cleaves to her son’s' breast-— so for a few moments Esmond’s beloved 
mistress came to him. au,d blessed him. 


CHAPTER VII. 

I AM MADE WELCOME AT WALCOTE. 

As they came up to the house at Walcote, the windows from 
within were lighted up with friendly welcome ; the supper-table 
was spread in tbe oak-parlour ; it seemed as if forgiveness and love • 
were awaiting tbe returning prodigal. Two or tliree familiar faces 
of domestics were on the look-out at the porch — the. old house- 
keeper was there; and young Lockwood from Castlewood in my 
lord’s livery of tawny and blue. His deal' mistress pressed his 
arm as they passed into the hall. Her eyes beamed out on him 
with affection indescribable. “ Welcome,” was all she said : as she 
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looked up, putting back her fail- curls and black bood. A sweet 
rosy smile blushed on her face : Harry thought he had never seen 
her look so charming. Her face was lighted with a joy that 
was brighter than beauty — she took a hand of her son who was in 
the hall waiting his mother — she did not quit Esmond’s arm. 

“ Welcome, Harry ! ” my young lord echoed after her. “ Here, 
we are all come to say so. Hero’s old Pincot, hasn’t she grown 
handsome?” and Pincot, who was older, and no handsomer than 
usual, made a curtsy to the Captain, as she called Esmond, and told 
my lord to “ Have done, now.” 

“ And here’s Jack Lockwood. He’ll make a famous grenadier 
Jack ; and so shall I ; we’ll Both list under you, Oousiu. As soon 
as I am seventeen, I go to the army — every gentleman goes to the 
army. Look! who comes here — ho, ho ! ” he burst into a laugh. 
“’Tis Mistress Trix, with a new ribbon ; I knew she would put one 
on as soon as she heard a Captain was coming to supper.” 

This laughing colloquy took place in the hall of Walcote House : 
in the midst of which is a staircase that leads from an open gallery, 

| where are the doors of the sleeping chambers : and from one of 
I these, a wax candle in her hand, and illuminating her, came Mis- 
i tvess Beatrix — the light falling indeed upon the scarlet ribbon 
\ which she wore, and upon the most brilliant white neck in the 
\ world. 

Esmond had left a child and found a wornau, grown beyond the 
common height; and arrived at such a dazzling completeness of 
beauty, that his eyes might well show surprise and delight at behold- 
ing her. In hers there was a brightness so lustrous and hielti ng, that 
I have soon a whole assembly follow her as if by an attraction irre- 
sistible : and that night the great Duke was at the playhouse alter 
Bamillies, eveiy soul turned and looked (slio chanced to enter at 
the opposite side of the theatre at the same moment) at her, and 
not at him. She was a brown beauty : that is, her eyes, hair, and 
eyebrows and eyelashes, were dark: her hair curling with rich 
undulations, and waving over her shoulders ; hut her complexion 
was as dazzling white as snow in sunshine; oxcept her cheeks, which 
were a bright red, and dtei- lips, which were of a still deeper crimson. 
Her mouth and chin, they said, were too large and full, and so they 
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might he: for a goddess in marble, but not for a woman whose eyes 
were fire, whose look was love, whoso voice was the sweetest low 
song, whose shape was perfect symmetry, health, decision, activity, 
whose foot as it planted itself on the ground, was firm but flexible, 
and whose motion, whether rapid or slow, was always perfect grace 
— agile as a nymph, lofty as a queen — now melting, now imperious, 
now sarcastic, there was no single movement of hers but was 
beautiful, As he thinks of her, he who Writes feels young again, 
and remembers a paragon. 

So she came holding her dress with one fair rounded arm, and 
her taper before hoi-, tripping down the stair to greet Esmond, 

“ She hath put on her scarlet stockings andwliite'. shoes,” says 
my lord, still laughing, “ 0, iny fine mistress ! is this the way you 
set your cap at the Captain ! ” She approached, shining smiles 
upon Esmond, who could look at nothing but her eyes. She ad- 
vanced holding forward her head, as if she would lave Min kiss her 
as housed .toakrwhe® aho‘Was''acMld., 

? Stop,” she said, “ I am grown too.bigjj Welcome, cousin Harry,” 
and sEe made him down to the ground 

almost, with the most gracious bend, looking up the while with the 
brightest eyes and sweetest smile. . Love seemed to radiate from 
her. Hairy eyed her with such a rapture as the first lover is de- 
scribed as having by Milton, 

“ fl’est cepas t” says my lady, in a low, sweet voice, still hanging 
on Iris arm. 

Esmond turned round with a start and a blush, as he met Ms 
mistress’s clear eyes. He had forgotten her, wrapt in admiration 
of the /diet pulcnor. 

“ Right foot 'forward, toe turned out, so : now drop the curtsy, 
and show the red stockings, Trix. They’ve silver clocks, Harry. 
The dowager sent ’em. She went to put ’em on,” cries my lord. 

“Hush, you stupid child!” says Miss, smothering her brother 
with kisses j and then she must come and kiss her mamma, looking 
all the while at Harry, over Ms mistress’s shoulder. And if she 
did not kiss him, she gave him both her hands, and then took one 
of his in both hands, and said, “Oh, Harry, we’re so; so glad 
you’re come !” 
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“ There are •woodcocks for supper,” says my lord : “ Huzzay ! 
It was such a hungry sermon.” 

“And it is the 29tlr of December ; and our Harry lias come 
home.” . 

: Huzzay, old Fincot ! ” again says my lord ; and my dear lady’s 
lips looked as if they were trembling with a prayer. She would 
have Harry lead in Beatrix to the supper-room, going herself with 
my young Lord Viscount ; and to this party came Tom Tusher 
directly, whom four at least out of the company of five wished 
away. Away ho went, however, as soon as the sweetmeats were 
put down, and then, by the great crackling fire, his mistress or 
Beatrix, with her blushing graces, filling his glass for him, Harry 
told the stoiy of his campaign, and passed the most delightful night 
his life had ever known. The sun was up long ere he was, so deep, 
sweet, and refreshing was his slumber. He woko as if angel 3 had 
been watching at his bed all night. I daresay one that was as pure 
and loving as an angel had blest, liis sleep witli her prayers. 

Hoxt morning the chaplain read prayers to the little household 
at Walcote, as the custom was ; Esmond thought Mistress Beatrix 
did not listen to Tuslier’s exhortation much: her eyes wore wan- 
dering every where during the sendee, at least whenever he looked 
up he met them. Perhaps he also was not very attentive to his 
Reverence the chaplain. “ This might have been my life,” he 
was thinking; “this might have been my duty from now till old 
age. Well, were it not a pleasant one to be witli these dear friends 
and part from ’em no more 1 Until — until the destined lover comes 
and takes away pretty Beatrix” — .and the best part of Tom Tusher’s 
exposition, which may have been very learned, and eloquent, was 
quite lost to poor Harry by this vision of the destined lover, who 
put the preacher out. 

All the while of the prayers, Beatrix knelt a little way before 
Harry Esmond. The red stockings were changed for a pair df 
grey, and Hack shoes, in which her feet looked to the full as pretty. 
All the rases of spring could not vie with the brightness of her 
complexion ; Esmond thought he had nover seen any thing like the 
sunny lustre of her eyes. My Lady Viscountess looked fatigued, 
as if witlr watching, and her face was pale. 
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Miss Beatrix remarked these signs of indisposition in her mother, 
and deplored them. “ I am an old woman,” says my lady, with a 
kind smile ; “I cannot hope to look as young as you do, my 
dear.” ' 

“ She’ll never look as good as you do if she lives till she’s a hun- 
dred,” says my lord, taking his mother by the waist, and kissing her 
hand. 

“Do I look very wicked, cousin ? ” says Beatrix, turning full 
round on Esmond, with her pretty face so close under liis chin, 
that the soft perfumed hair touched it, She laid her finger-tips 
on his sleeve as she spoke ; and he put his other hand over hers. 

“ I’m like your looking-glass,” says he, “ and that can’t flatter 
"you.”/.... 

“He means that you are always looking at him, my dear,” says 
her mother, archly. Beatrix ran away from Esmond at this, and 
flew to her mamma, whom she kissed, stopping my lady’s month 
with lier pretty hand. 

“ And Harry is very good to look at,” says my lady, with her a 
fond eyes regarding the young man. ' . 

“ If’ ’tis good to see a happy face,” says he, “ you see that.” My 
Lady said Amen, with a sigh ; and Harry thought the memory of 
her dead lord rose up and rebuked her back again into sadness ; 
for her face lost the smile, and resumed its look of melancholy. 

“ Why, Harry, how fine we look in bur scarlet and silver, and 
our black periwig,” cries my lord. “ Mother, I am tired of my 
own hair. When shall I have a peruke ? Where did you get 
your steenkirk, Harry ?” 

“ It’s some of my Lady Dowager’s lace,” says Harry; “she 
gave me this and a number of other fine things.” 

“ My Lady Dowager isn’t such a bad woman,” my lord continued. 

“ She’s not so—so. red as she’s painted,” says Miss Beatrix. 

Her brother broke into a laugh. “ I’ll tell her you said so ; by 
the lord, Trix, I will,” he cries out. 

“ She’ll know that you hadn’t the wit to say it, my lord,” says 
Miss Beatrix. ■ 

“ We won’t quarrel the first] day Harry’s here, will wo, 
mother?” said the young lord, “We’ll see if we can get on to 
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the new year without a light. Have some of this 'Christmas pie '( 
and here: comes the tankard ; no, it’s Piueot with the tea.” 

« Will the Captain choose a dish V’ asks Mistress Beatrix. 

“ I say, Harry,” my lord goes on, “I’ll show thee my horses 
after breakfast p and we’ll go a bird-netting to-night, and on Mon- 
day there’s a cock-match at 'Winchester — do you love cock-lighting, 
Harry ? — between the gentlemen of Sussex and the gentlemen of 
Hampshire, at ten pound the battle, and fifty pound the odd battle 
to show one-and-twenty cocks.” 

“ And what -will you do, Beatrix, to amuse our kinsman ?” asks 
my lady. 

“ I’ll listen to him,” says Beatrix, “ I am sure he has a hundred 
things to tell ns. And I’m jealous already of the Spanish ladies. 
Was that a beautiful nun at Cadiz that you rescued from the sol- 
diers 1 Your man talked of it last night in the kitchen, and Mrs. 
Betty told me this morning as she combed my Lain And lie says 
you must he in love, for you sate on deck all night, and scribbled 
verses all day in your table-book.” Harry thought if he had 
wanted a subject for verses yesterday, to-day he had found one : 
and not all the Lmdamiraa and Ardolias of the poets were half so 
beautiful as this young creature ; but ho did not say so, though 
some one did for him. 

This was Ms dear lady who, after the meal was over, and the 
: young people were gone, began talking of ■ her children with Mr. 
Esmond, and of the characters of one and the- other, and of her 
hopes and fears for both of them. “ ’Tis not while they arc at 
home,” she said, “ and in their mother’s nest, I fear for them— -’tis ; 
when they are gone into the world, whither I shall not lie able to 
follow them. Beatrix will begin her service next year. You may 
have heard a rumour about — about my Lord Blandford. They 
were both children ; and it is but idle talk. I know my kinswoman 
: would never let him make such a poor marriage as our Beatrix 
would be. There’s scarce a princess in Europe that she thinks is 
good enough for 1dm or for her ambition.” 

“ There’s not a princess in Europe to compare with her,” says 


“ In beauty ? Ho, perhaps not,” answered my lady. “ She is 


most beautiful, . isn’t she .? ■ ’Tis not a mother's partiality that de- 
ceives toe. I marker! you yesterday when she came down the stair : 
and read it in your face. We look when yon don’t fancy us look- 
ing, and see better than yon think, dear Harry : and just now when 
they spoke about your poems-— you writ pretty lines when you 
were but a boy — you thought Beatrix was a pretty subject for 
verse, did not you, Harry 1 (The gentleman could only blush for 
a reply.) And so sire is — nor are you the first her pretty- face has 
captivated. ’Tis quickly done. Such a pair of bright eyes as ■hers 
learn: their power very soon, and use it very early,” And, looking 
at him keenly with hers, the fiiir widow left him. 

And so it is — a pair of bright eyes with a dozen glances suffice 
to subdue a man j to enslave him, and inflame him. ; to make him 
even forget ; they dazzle him so that the past becomes straightway 
dim to him j arid he so prizes them that ho would give all his life 
to possess. ’em. What is the fond love of dearest friends compared 
to tills treasure ? Is memory as strong as expectancy? fruition, 
as hunger 1 gratitude, as desire ? I have looked at royal diamonds 
in the jewel-rooms in Europe, and thought how wars have been 
made about ’em : Mogul sovereigns deposed and strangled for them, 
or ransomed with them : millions expended to buy them ; and 
during lives lost in digging out the little shining' toys that J value 
no more than the button in my hat. And so there are otlier glit- 
tering baubles (of rare water too) for which men have been set to 
kill and quarrel ever since mankind: began ; and which lost but for 
a score of years, when tlieir sparkle is over. Where are those 
jewels now that beamed under Cleopatra’s forehead, or shone in the 
sockets of Helen 1 

The second day after Esmond’s coming to Widoote, Tom Tusker 
had leave to take a holiday, and went off in his very best gown 
and bands to court the young womau whom his Reverence desired 
to marry, and who was not a viscount’s widow, as it turned out, 
but a brewer’s relict at Southampton, with a couple of thousand 
pounds to her fortune : for ^nest_T.cffli^he6rt,w*uiamdei: s»oh ex- 
cellent control, that Venus herself without a portion would never 
have caused it to. flutter. So ho rocle away on his heavy-paced. 
1 gelding to pursue Ms jog-trot loves, leaving Esmond to the society 
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of Lis dear mistress and her daughter, and with Ids young lord for 
a companion, who was charmed not only to see an old friend, hut 
to have the tutor and his Latin hooks put out of the way. 

The boy talked of things tod people, and not a little about him- 
self, in his flunk artless way. ’Twas easy to see that he and his 
sister had the better of their fond mother, for the first place in 
whose affections, though they fought constantly, and though the 
kind lady persisted that she loved both equalty, ’twas not difficult 
to understand that Trank was his mother’s darling and favourite. 
He ruled the whole household (always excepting rebellious Beatrix) 
not less now than when ho was a child marshalling the village boys 
in playing at soldiers, and caning them lustily too, like the sturdiest 
corporal. As for Tom Tusher, his Ilevorenco treated the young 
lord with that politeness and deference which he always showed for 
a great man, whatever his age or his stature was. Indeed, with 
respect to this young one, it was impossible not to love him, so 
frank and winning were his manners, his beauty, his gaiety, the 
ring of his laughter, and the delightful tone of liis voice. Wher- 
ever he went, he charmed and domineered. I think his old grand- 
father, the Dean, and the grim old housekeeper, Mrs. Pincot, were 
as much his slaves as his mother was : and as for Esmond, ho found 
himself presently submitting to a certain fascination the hoy had, and 
slaving it like the rest of the family. The pleasure which he had in 
Frank’s mere company and converse exceeded that which he ever 
enjoyed in the society of any other man, however delightful in talk, 
or famous for wit. His presence brought sunshine into a room, his 
laugh, liis prattle, his noble beauty and brightness of look cheered :■ 
mid charmed indescribably. At the least tale of sorrow, his hands 
were in his purse, and he was eager with sympathy and bounty. 
The way in which women loved and petted him, when, a year or 
two afterwards, he came upon the world, yet a mere boy, and the 
follies which they did for him (as indeed he for them), recalled the 
' career of Rochester, and outdid the successes of Grammont. His 
vary creditors loved him ; and the hardest usurers, and some of the 
rigid prudes of the other sex too, could deny him nothing. He 
was no more witty than another man, but what lie said, he said and 
looked as no man else could say or look it. I have seen the women 


at tlie comedy at Bruxelles crowd round him in tho lobby : and as 
he sate on the stage more people looked at him than at the actors, 
and watched him ; and I remember at Jtamillios, when he was hit 
and fell, a great big red-haired Scotch sergeant flung liis halbert 
down, burst out arcrying like a woman, seizing him up as if he had 
been an infant, and carrying him out of the fire. This brother and 
sister were the most beautiful couple ever seen ; though after he 
winged away from the maternal nest this pair were seldom together. 

Sitting at dinner two days after Esmond’s arrival (it was the last 
day of the year), and so happy a one to Harry Esmond, that to 
enjoy it was quite worth all the previous pain which he had en- 
dured and forgot : my young lord, filling a bumper, and bidding 
Harry take another, drank to Iris sister, saluting her under the title 
of “ Marchioness." 

“ Marchioness ! ” says Harry, not without a pang of wonder, for 
he was curious and jealous already. 

“ Nonsense, my Lord,” says Beatrix, with a toss of her head. My 
Lady Viscountess looked up for a moment at Esmond, and cast her 
eyes down. 

“ The Marchioness of Blandford,” says Frank, “ don’t you know 
— hath not Rouge Dragon told yon 1 (My lord used to call the 
dowager at Chelscy by this and other names.) Blandford has a 
lock of her hair : tho Duchess found him on his knees to Mistress 
’Trix, and boxed his ears, and said Dr. Hare should whip him.” 

“ I wish Mr. Tusher would whip you too,” says Beatrix. 

My lady only said : “ I hope you will tell none of these silly 
stories elsewhere than at home, Francis.” 

“’Tis true, on my word,” continues Frank: “look at Harry 
scowling, mother, and see how Beatrix blushes as red as the silver- 
clocked stockings,” 

“I think we had best leave the gentlemen to their wine and 
their talk,” says Mistress Beatrix, rising up witn the air of a young 
queen, tossing her rustling, flowing draperies about her, and quit- 
ting the room, followed by her mother. 

Lady. Oastlewood again looked at Esmond, as she stooped down 
and kissed Frank. “Do not tell those silly stories, cluld,” she 
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■wine.”- Anil she went away, too, in her black robes, looking back 
on the young man with her fair, foncl face. 

“Egad ! it’s true,” says Frank, sipping his wine with the air of a 
lord. « 'Wliat think yon of this Lisbon— real Oollares ? ’Tis better 
than your beady, port : we got it out of one of the Spanish ships 
that came from Vigo last year : my mother bought it at South- 
ampton, as the sliip was lying there— the Rose, Captain Hawkins.” 

“ Why, I came home in that ship,” says Harry. 

“ And it brought home a goocl fellow and good wine,” says my 
lord, “I say, Harry, 1 wish thon haefat not that cursed bar 
sinister-.” > 

“And why not the bar sinister ? ” asks the other. 

“Suppose I go to the army and am killed — every gentleman 
goes to the army — who is to take care of the women? ’Trix will 
never stop at home; mother’s in love with you, — yes, I think 
mother’s in love with you. She was always praising you, and 
always talking about you; and when she went to Southampton, 
to see the ship, .1 found hear out. But you see it is impos- 
sible : .we are of the oldest blood in England; wo came in with 
the Conqueror; we were only baronets,— hut what then? we 
were forced into that. James the First forced our great grand- 
father. We arc above titles; we old English gentry don’t want 
’em; the Queen can make a duke any day. Look at Blandford’s 
father, Duke Chm'chill, and Duchess Jennings, what wore they, 
Harry? Damm it, sir, what are they, to turn up their noses at ns? 

: Where were they, when our ancestor rode with King Henry at 
Agincourt, and filled up tlie French King’s Clip after Poietiers? 
’Fore George, sir, why shouldn’t Blandford marry Beatrix? By 
G — 1 ho sh.aU marry Beatrix, or tell me the reason why. We’ll 
many with the best blood of England, and none but the best blood 
of England. You are an Esmond, and you can’t help your birth, 
my boy. Letts have another bottle. What! no more? I’ve 
dnmk.' three parts of this myself. I had many a night with my 
; father; you stood to him like a man, Harry.' You backed your, 
blood; you can’t help your misfortune, you know, — no man can 
help that.” . 

The elder said he would go in to his mistress’s tea-table, The 


young lad, 'with , a heightened colour and voice, began singing a 
snatch of a song, and marched out of the room. Esmond heard him 
presently calling his dogs about him, and cheering and talking to 
them ; and by a hundred of his looks and gestures, tricks of voice 
and gait, was reminded of the dead lord, Frank’s father. 

And so, the Sylvester night passed away ; the family parted long 
before midnight, Lady Castlewood remembering, no doubt, former 
■New Years’ Eves, when healths were drunk, and laughter went 
round in tlio company of him, to whom years, past, and present, 
and future, were to be as one; and so cared not to sit with her 
children and hear the Cathedral belts ringing the birth of the year 
1703. Esmond heard the chimes as he sat in his own chamber, 
ruminating by the blazing fire there, and listened to the last notes: 
of them, looking out from Ids window towards the city, and the 
great grey towers of the Cathedral lying under the frosty sky, with 
the keen stars shining above. 

The sight of these brilliant orbs no doubt made him think of 
other luminaries. “ And so her eyes have already done execution,” 
thought Esmond — “on whom? — who can toll me?” Luckily his 
kinsman was by, and Esmond knew lie would have no ' difficulty 
in finding out Mistress Beatrix’s history from the simple talk of 
the boy. 


CHAPTER VIII, 

. . FAMILY TALK. 

"What Harry admired and submitted to in the pretty lad, liis 
kinsman, was (for why should he resist it?) the calmness of patronage 
which my young lord assumed, as if to command was his undoubted 
right, and all the world (below liis degree) ought to bow down 
to Viscount Castlewood. 

“I know my place, Harry,” bo said. “I’m not proud— the 
boys at Winchester College say I’m proud: but I’m not proud. 
I am simply Francis James Viscount Castlewood in the peerage of 
Ireland. I might have been (do you know that?) Francis James 


Marquis and Earl of Esmond in. that of England. The late lord 
refused the title which was offered to him by my godfather, his 
late Majesty. You should know that — you are of our family, you 
know — you cannot help your bar sinister, Harry, my dear follow; 
and you belong to one of the best families in England, in spite of 
that; and you stood by my father, and by G — ! I’ll stand by you. 
You shall novqr want a friend, Harry, while Francis James 
Viscount Castlewood hps a shilling. It’s now 1703 — I shall come 
of age in 1709. I shall go back to OaatleWood; I shall live at 
Castlowood ; I shall build up the house. My property will be 
pretty well restored by then. The late viscount mismanaged my 
property, and left it in a very had state. My mother is living 
close, as you see, and keeps me in a way hardly befitting a peer of 
these realms; fori have but a pair of horses, a governor, and a 
man. that is valet and groom. But when I am of age, these things 
will he set right, Harry. Our house will be as it should be. 
You’ll always come to Castlewood, won’t you? You shall always 
have your two rooms in the court kept for you; and if any body 

slights you, d- • them ! let them have a care of me. I shall 

many early — ’Trix will he, a duchess by that time, most likely ; 
for a cannon-ball may knock over liia Grace any day, you know.’' 

•‘How?’’ says Harry. 

“Hush, my dear!” says my Lord Viscount. “You are of the 
family— you are faithful to us, by George, and I toll you every tiling, 
Blandford will marry her — or ’’——and here he put his little hand 
on his sword— “ you understand the rest. Blandford knows which 
of us two is the best weapon. At small-sword, or baclr-sword, or 
sword and dagger, if he likes : lean heat him. I have tried him 
-Sasry ; and begad, he knows I am a man not to he trifled with." 

“ But you do not mean,” says Harry, concealing his laughter, 
hut not liis wonder, “ that you can force my Lord Blandford, the son 
of the first man of this kingdom, to marry your sister at sword’s 
point?” 

“I mean to. say that we are cousins by the mother’s side, though 
that’s nothing to boast of. Iinean to say that an Esmond is as 
good as a Churchill ; and when the King comes back, the Marquis 
of Esmond’s sister may be a match for any nobleman’s daughter in 


the kingdom. There are but two marquises in all England, "William 
Herbert, Marquis of Powis, and Francis James, Marquis of Esmond ; 
and hark you, Harry, now swear you’ll never mention this. Hive 
me your honour as a gentleman, for you are a gentleman, though 

i! Well, well,” says Harry, a little impatient. 

“Well, then, when after my late viscount’s misfortune, my 
mother went up with us to London, to ask for justice against you 
all (as for Mohun, I’ll have his blood, as sure as my name is Francis 
Viscount Esmond), we went to stay with our cousin my Lady 
Marlborough, with whom wo had quarrelled for ever so long. But 
when misfortune came, she stood by her blood so did the Dow- 
ager Viscountess stand by her blood, — so did you. Well, sir, whilst 
my mother was petitioning the late Prince of Orange — for I will 
never call him king— and while you were in prison, we lived at my 
Lord Marlborough’s house, who was only a little there, being away 
with the army in Holland. And then ... I say, Harry, 'you 
won’t tell, now 1 ” 

Harry again made a vow of secrecy. 

“ Well, there used to be all sorts of fun, you know : my Lady 
Marlborough was very fond of ns, and she said I was to be her 
page ; and she got ’Trix to be a maid of honour, and while she was 
up in her room crying, we used to bo always having fun, you know ; 
and the Duchess used to kiss me, and so did her daughters, and 
Blandford fell tremendous in love with ’Trix, and she liked him; 
and one day he — he kissed her behind a door — he did though,-— 
and the Duchess caught him, and she banged such a box of the ear 
both to ’Trix and Blandford — you should have seen it ! And then 
she said that we must leave directly, and abused my mamma, who was 
cognizant of the business ; but she wasn’t — never thinking about 
any thing but father. And so wo came down to Walcote. 
Blandford being locked up, and not allowed to see ’Trix. But I. 
got at him. I climbed along the gutter, and in through the window, 
where he was crying. 

u * Marquis,’ says I, when he had opened it and helped me in, 
'you know I wear a sword,’ for I had brought it. 

“ * 0, viscount,’ says he — ‘ 0, my dearest Frank ! ’ and he threw 
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himself into my arms and burnt out arcrying. < X do love Mistress 
Beatrix so, that I shall die if I don’t have her.’ 

“ ‘ My dear Blandford,' says I, ‘ you are young to think of marry- 
ing ; ’ for he was hut fifteen, and a young fellow of that age can 
scarce do so, you know. 

“ ‘ But I'll wait twenty years, if she’ll have me,’ says he. ‘ I’ll 
never marry — no never, never, never, marry any body but her. No, 
not a princess, though they would have me do it ever so. If 
Beatrix will wait for me, her Blandford swears ho will he faithful.’ 
And he wrote a paper (it wasn’t spelt right, for ho wrote ‘I’m 
ready to sine with my block,' which you know, Harry, isn’t the 
way of spelling it), and vowing that he would marry none other 
but the Honourable Mistress Gertrude Beatrix Esmond, only sister 
of his dearest Mend Francis James, fourth Viscount Esmond. 
And so I gave Mm a locket of her hah-.” 

“A locket of her hair !’’ cries Esmond. 

“ Yes. ’Trix gave me one after the fight with the Duchess that 
very day. I am sure I didn’t want it ; and so I gave it him, and 
we kissod at parting, and said — ‘ Good bye, brother.’ And I got 
back through the gutter ; and we set off home that very evening. 
And he went to King’s College, in Cambridge, and I'm going to 
Cambridge soon; and if he doesn’t stand to ltis promise (for he’s 
only wrote once), — he knows I wear a sword, Harry. Come along, 
and let’s go see the cocking-match at Winchester.” 

. . . But Isay,” he added laughing, aftor a pause, “I don’t 
think ’Trix will break her- heart about liim. Law bless you ! 
Whenever she sees a man, she makes eyes at him ; and young Sir 
Wihnot Crawley of Queen’s Crawley, and Anthony Henley of 
Abcesford, were at swords drawn about her, at the Winchester. 
Assembly, a month ago.” 

That night Mr. Harry's sleep w.os by no means so pleasant or 
sweet as it had been on the first two evenings after his arrival at 
Walcote. “ So the bright eyes liavo been already shining on 
another,” thought he, “ and the pretty lips, or the cheeks at any 
rate, have begun the work wMch they were made for. Here’s a 
girl not sixteen, and one young gentleman is already whimpering 
over a lock of her hair, and two country squires are ready to cut 


each other's throats that they may have the honour of a dance ’with 
her. What a fool am I to he. dallying .about this passion, and singeing 
my 'wings in this foolish flame. Wings ! — why not say crutches ? 
There is but eight years difference between us, to be sure ; but in life 
I am thirty years older. How eoulcl I ever hope to please such a 
sweet creature as that, with my rough ways and glum face ? Say 
that I have merit ever so much, and won myself a name, could 
she ever listen to me ? She must be my Lady Marchioness, anti 
I remain a nameless bastard. Oh ! iny master, my master T 
(here he fell to thinking, with a passionate grief of the vow 
which he had made to, his -poor dying lord) ; Oh ! my mistress, 
dearest and kindest, will you be contented with the sacrifice 
which the poor orphan makes for you, whom you love, and who 
so loves you ? ” 

And then came a fiercer pang of temptation. “A word from 
me,” Harry thought, “ a. syllable of explanation, and all this might 
bo changed ; but no, I swore it over the dying bod of my benefactor. 
For the sake of him and his; for the sacred love and kindness of 
old days y I gave my promise to him, and may kind Heaven enable 
me to keep my vow !” 

The next day, although Esmond gave no sign, of what was going 
on in liis mind, but strove to be more than ordinarily gay and 
cheerful when he met Ms Mends at. the morning meal, his dear 
mistress, whose clear eyes it seemed no emotion of life could escape, 
perceived that something troubled liiin, for she looked anxiously 
towards him more than once during the breakfast, and when he 
went up to his chamber afterwards die presently followed Mm, and 
knocked at his door. 

As die entered) no doubt the. whole story was clear to her at 
once, for she found our young gentleman packing bis valise, pur 
suant to the resolution which lie had come to oveivnight of malting 
a brisk retreat out of tliis temptation. 

She closed the door very carefully beliind her, and then leant 
against it, very pale, her hands folded before her, looking at the 
young man, who was kneeling over his work of packing. “Are 
you going so soon ?” she said. 

He rose up from hfe knees, blushing, perhaps^ to be so discovered, 
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iu the very act, as it were, and took one of her fair little hands — • 
it was that Avliieh had her marriage ring on — and kissed it. 

“ It is best that it should be so, dearest lady,” he said. 

“ I knew you were going, at breakfast. I — I thought you might 
stay. What: has happened 1 Why can’t you remain longer with 
us? What has Prank told you — you Were talking together late 
last night?” . 

“ I had but three days’ leave from Chelsey,” Esmond, said, as 
gaily as ho could. “My aunt— -she lets me call her aunt — is my 
mistress now ; I owe her my lieutenancy and my laced coat. She 
has taken me into 'high favour ; and my new general is to dine at 
Chelsey to-morrow— General Lumley, madam — who lias appointed 
me his aide-de-camp, and on whom I must have the honour of wait- 
ing. See, here is a letter from the dowager ; the post brought it 
last night ; and I would not speak of it, for fear of disturbing our 
last merry meeting.” 

My lady glanced at the letter, and put it down with a smile that 
Was somewhat contemptuous. “ I have no need to read the letter,” 
says she — (indeed, ’twas as well she did not ; for the Chelsey missive, 
in tho poor dowager’s usual: French jargon, permitted him a longer 
holiday than he said. ‘ Jo vous donna' quoth her ladyship, 1 oui 
jour, pour jous fatigay parfaictement do voe parens fatigans ’) — “I 
have no need to read tho letter,” says she. “ What was it Prank 
told you last night?” 

“ He told me little I did not know,” Mr. Esmond answered. 
“ But I have thought of that little, and here’s the result; I have 
no right to the name I bear, deal- lady ; and it is only by your 
sufferance that I am allowed to keep it. If - I thought for an 
hour of what has perhaps crossed your mind too” 

“ Yes, I did, Harry, said she ; “ I thought of it ; and think of 
it; I would sooner call you my son than the greatest prince in 
Europe — yes, than the greatest prince. For who is there so good 
and so brave, and wbo Avouhl love ber as you Avould ? But there 
are reasons a mother can’t telL” 

“I know them,” said Mi-. Esmond, interrupting her Avith a 
smile. — “ I know there’s Sir Wilrnot Crawley of Queen’s Crawley, 
and Mr. Anthony Henley of the Grange, and my Lord Marquis of 


Blandford, tliat seems to be the favoured suitor. You shall ask 
me to wear my Lady -Marchioness’s favours and to dance at her 
ladyship’s wedding.” 

“ O ! Hairy, Hany, it is none of these follies that frighten me,” 
cried out Lady Castlewood. Lord Churchill is but a child, his 
outbreak about Beatrix was a more boyish folly. His parents 
would rather sco Mm buried than married to one below Mm in 
rank. And do you think that I would stoop to sue for a husband 
for Francis Esmond’s daughter ; or submit to have my girl smug- 
gled into that proud family to cause a quarrel between son and pa- 
rents, and to he treated only as an inferior 1 I would disdain such 
a meanness. Beatrix would scorn it. Ah ! Henry, ’tis not with 
you the fault lies, ’tis with her. I know you both, and love you : 
need I be ashamed of that love now 1 Ho, never, never, and ’tis 
not you, dear Hany, that is unworthy. ’Tis for my poor Beatrix 
I. tremble — whose headstrong will frightens me; whose jealous 
temper (they say I was jealous too, but, pray God, I am cured of 
that siu) and whoso vanity no words or prayers of mine can cure — * 
only suffering, only experience, and remorse afterwards. Oh! 
Homy, she will make no man happy who loves her. Go away, 
my son : leave her : love ns always, and think kindly of us : and 
for me, my dear, you know that these walls contain all that I love 
in the world.” 

In after life, did Esmond find the words true which his fond 
mistress spoke from her sad heart 1 'Warning he had : hut I doubt 
others had warning before 1ns time, and since : and he benefited 
by it as most men do. 

My young Lord Viscount was exceeding sorry when lie heard 
that Harry could not come to the cock-match with him, and must 
go to London, but no doubt my lord consoled liimself when the 
Hampshire codes won the match ; and he saw every one of the 
battles, and crowed properly over the conquered Sussex gentlemen. 

As Esmond rode towards town his servant, coming up to Mm, in- 
formed Mm with a grin, that Mistress Beatrix had brought out a new 
gown and blue stockings for that day’s dinner, in wMch she intended 
to appear, and had flown into a rage and given her maid a slap on the 
face soon after she heard he was going away. Mistress Beatrix’s 
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woman, tho follow said, came down to tho servants’ hall, crying, 
and with the mark of "a blow still on her cheek : but Esmond 
peremptorily ordered him to fall back and bo silent, and rode on 
with thoughts enough of his own to occupy him— some sad ones, 
some inexpressibly dear and pleasant. 

His mistress, from whom lie had been a year separated, was his 
dearest mistress again. The family from which he had been parted, 
and which he loved with the fondest devotion, was his family once 
more. ,■ If Beatrix’s beauty shone upon him, it was with a friendly 
lustre, and he could regard.it with much such a delight as he brought 
away after seeing the beautiful pictures of the smiling Madonnas in 
tlxe convent at Cadiz, when he was despatched thither with a dag : 
and as for his mistress, ’twas difficult to say with wlmt a feeling 
he regarded her. ’Twas happiness to have seen her : ’twas no 
great pang to paid ; a filial tenderness, a love that was at once 
respect and protection, filled his mind as he thought of her; and 
near her or far from her, and from that day until now, and from 
now till death is past, and beyond it, be prays that sacred flame 
may ever bum. 


CHAPTER IX. 

I MAKE THE CAMPAIGN OF 1704 . 

Mr. Esmond rode up to Loudon then, where, if the dowager had 
been angry at tho abrupt leave of absence lie took, she was mightily 
pleased at his speedy return. 

He went immediately and paid liis court to his new general, 
General Lumlcy, who received him graciously, having known his 
father, and. also, he was pleased to say, having had the very best 
accounts of Mr. Esmond from the officer whose aide-de-camp he had 
, been at Yigo. During, this winter Mr. Esmond was gazetted to a 
lieutenancy in Brigadier Webb’s regiment of Eusiloei's, then with 
their colonel in Slanders ; but being now attached to the suite of 
Mr. Lumley, Esmond did not, join his own regiment until more 
than a year afterwards, and after his "return from the campaign of 


Blenheim, which, was fought the next year. The campaign began 
very early, our troops marching out of tlieir quarters before the 
•winter was almost over, and 'investing the city of Bonn, on the 
Rhine, under the Dukels command. His Grace joined the army 
in deep grief of mind, "with, exape on his sleeve, and his household 
in mourning : and the very same packet which brought the 
(Jommander-in-CMef over, brought letters to tlie forces which pre- 
ceded him, and one from. his dear mistress, to Esmond, which inte- 
rested him not a little. 

The young Marquis of Blandford, Ms Grace’s son* who hail been 
entered in King’s Oollego in Cambridge (whither my Lord Viscount 
had also gone, to Trinity, -with Mr. Tusker as his. governor), had. 
boon seized with small-pox, and was dead at sixteen years of age, 
and so poor Frank’s schemes for his sister’s advancement wore over, 
and that innocont ebildisli passion nipped in the birtli. 

Esmond’s mistress would have had him return, at least her letters 
hinted as much ; but in the presenoe of the enemy this was impos- 
sible, aud our young man took his humble share in the siege, which 
need not be described here, and had the good-lock to escape 
without a wound of any sort, and to drink his general’s health 
after the surrender. He was in constant militaiy duty this year, 
and did not think of asking for a leave of absence, as one or two of 
his less fortunate friends did, who were cast away in that tremen- ■ 
dons storm which happened towards the close of HoveinLer, that 
“ which of late o’er paleJBritannia past” (as Mr. Addison sang of it), 
and in which scores of our greatest ships and 15,000 of our seamen 
Went down. 

They said that our Duke was quite heart-hroken by the calamity 
which had befallen Ids family ; but his enemies found that he could 
subdue them, as well its master his grief Successful .as had been this 
great General’s operations hf the past year, they were far enhanced 
by the splendour of Ids victory in the ensuing campaign. His 
Grace the Captain-General went to England after Bonn, and our 
army fell back into Holland, whore, in April 1704, his Grace 
again found the troops embanking from Harwich, and landing at 
Maesland Sluys : thence His Grace crime immediately to the Hague, 
where he received the foreign ministers, general-officers, , and other 
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people of quality. The greatest honours were paid to his Grace 
every whoro — at the Hague, Utrecht, Ruremonde, and Maastricht ; 
the civic authorities coming to meet his coaches : salvos of cannon 
saluting him, canopies of state being erected for him where he stopped, 
and feasts prepared for the numerous gentlemen following in Ids suite. 
His Grace reviewed the troops of the States-General between Liege 
and Maestricht, and afterwards the English forces, under the com- 
mand of; General Churchill, near Bois-le-Due. Every preparation 
was made for a long march ; and the army heard, with no small 
elation, that it was the Commander-in-chief's intention to cany 
the wav out of the Low Countries, and to march on. the Mozelle. 
Before leaving our camp at Maestricht, we heard that the French, 
under the Marshal Yilleroy, were also bound towards the Mozelle. 

.. Towards the end of May, the army reached Coblentz ; and next 
day, Ms Grace, and the generals accompanying him, went to visit 
the Elector of Treves at his Castle of Ehrenbreitaten, the Horse 
and Dragoons passing the Rhine whilst the Duke was entertained 
at a grand feast by the Elector. All as yet was novelty, festivity, 
and splendour — a brilliant march of a great and glorious army 
through a fiiendly country, and sure through some of the most 
beautiful scenes of nature which I ever witnessed. 

: The Foot and Artillery, following after the Horse as quick as 
possible, crossed the Rhine under Ehrenhreitstein, and so to Oastel, 
over against Mayntz, in wMeh city his Grace, his generals, and his 
retinue were received at the landing-place by the Eleotor’s coOclies, 
carried to his Highness’s palace. amidst the thunder of cannon, and 
then once more magnificently entertained. GicUingen, in Bavaria, 
was appointed as the general rendezvous of the army, and thither, 
by different routes, the whole forces of English, Dutch, Danes, and 
German auxiliaries took their way. The Foot and Artillery under 
General Churchill passed the Neckar, at Heidelberg ; and Esmond 
had an opportunity of seeing that city and palace, once so famous 
and beautiful (though shattered and battered by tbe French, under 
Turenne, in the late War); where Ms grandsire had served the beau- 
tiful and unfortunate Electress-Palatine, the first King Charles’s 
.sister. 

• At Mindelsheim, the famous Prince of Savoy came to visit our 


: commander, all of us crowding eagerly to get a sight of that bril- 
liant and intrepid warrior ; arid our troops were drawn up in bat- 
talia before the Prince, who was pleased to express his admiration 
of this noble English army. At length we came in sight of the 
enemy between Dillingen and Lawingen, the Brentz lying between 
the two armies. The Elector, judging that Donauwort would be 
the point of his Grace’s attack, sent a strong detachment of his best 
troops to Count Darcos, who was posted at Schellenberg, near that 
place, where great intrenchments were thown up, and thousands of 
pioneers employed to strengthen the position. 

On the 2nd of July, his Grace stormed the post, with what suc- 
cess on our part need scarce he told. His Grace advanced with six 
thousand Eoot, English and Dutch, thirty squadrons, and three 
regiments of Imperial Cuirassiers, the Duke crossing the fiver at 
the head of the Cavalry. Although our troops made the attack 
with unparalleled courage and fury- — rushing up to the very gnus 
of the enemy, and being slaughtered before their works — wo were 
driven back many times, and should not have carried them, but 
that the Imperialists came up under the Prince of Baden, when the 
enemy could make no head against us we pursued him into the 
trenches, making a terrible slaughter there, and into the very 
Danube, where a great part of Ins troops, following the example of 
their generals, Count Darcos and the Elector, himself, tried to save 
theinselves by swimming. Qur army entered Donauwort, which the 
Bavarians evacuated ; and where ’twas said, the Elector purposed 
to have given us a warm reception, by burning us in our beds ; the 
cellars of the houses, when, we took possession of them, being found 
stuffed with straw. But though the links were there, the link-boys 
had run away. The townsmen saved their houses, and pin* 
General took poBsessdon’of the enemy’s ammunition in the arsenals, 
his stores, autl magazines. Five days afterwards a great “To 
Doum ” Was sung in Prince Lewis’s army, and a solemn day of 
thanksgiving held in our own ; the Prince of Savoy’s compliments 
coining to his Grace the CaptaimGeneral during the day’s religious 
ceremony, and concluding, as it Were, with an amen. 

And now, having seen a great military march through a friendly 
country ; the pomps and festivities of more than one German court ; 



severe struggle of a hotly-contested battle, aud the triumph of 
j Mr. Esmond beheld another part of military duty ; our 
troops entering the enemy’s temtory, tuid putting all around them 
burning farms, wasted fields, shrieking women, 
and lathers, and drunken soldiery, cursing and 
the nndst of tears, terror, aiid murder. Why does the 
of History, that delights in describing the valour of 
find thegrandeiu- of conquest, leavo out these scenes, so brutal, 
and degrading, that yot form by far the greater part of the 
of war ? Yon, gentlemen of England, who lire at home at 
ease, and compliment yourselves in the songs of triumph with, 
which our chieftains are bepraiaed — you pretty maidens, that come 
1 tho stairs when the fife and . drum call you/ and 
Ch’enadiers — do you take account that these 
up the amount of the triumph you admire, and 
t of the duties of the heroes you fondle ? Our chief whom 
and all Europe, saving only the Erenchmen, worshipped 
had this of the godlike in him, that he was impassible be* 
victory, before danger, before defeat. Before tho greatest 
obstacle or the most trivial ceremony; before a hundred thousand 
men drawn hvbattalkyor a peasant-slaughtered at the dobr of his 
burning hovel ; before a enrouso of drunken German lords, or a 
monarch's 0001% or a cottage-table, where his plans were laid, or 
an enemy’s battery, vomiting flame and death, and. strewing corpses 
round about him he Was always cold, cnlm, resolute, like fate. 
He performed a treason or a court-bow, he told a falsehood as black 
Styx, as easily as he paid a compliment or spoke about the 
weather. He took a mistress, and left her ; he betrayed his bene- 
him, or would have murdered liirn, with the 
3, and having no more remorse than Glotho 
•when she weaves the thread, or Lachesis when she cuts it. In the 
hour of battle I have heard tho Prinoo of Sarny’s officers say, the 
Prince became possessed with a sort of warlike fmy ; his eyes 
lighted up ; ho rashed hither; and tldther, raging ; lie shrieked curses 
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Perhaps he could not have been the great man lie was, had lie had 
a heart either for ; love or hatred, or pity or fear, or regret or re- 
morse. He achieved the highest deed of daring, or deepest calcu- 
lation of thought, aa. he performed tlio very meanest action of 
which a man is capable ; told a lie, or cheated a fond woman, or 
robbed a poor beggar of a halfpenny, with a like awful serenity and 
equal capacity of the highest and lowest acts of our nature. 

His qualities were pretty well known in the army, where there 
were parties of all polities, and of plenty of shrewdness and wit; but 
there existed such a perfect confidence in him, as the first captain 
of the worlds and such a faith and admiration in his prodigious 
genius and fortune, that the very men whom he notoriously cheat- 
ed of their pay, the chiefs whom ho used and injured — (for he used 
all men, great and small, that came near him, as liis instruments 
alike, and took something of theirs, either some quality or some 
property — the blood of a soldier, it might be, or a jewelled hat, or 
a hundred thousand crowns from a king, or a portion out of a starv- 
ing sentinel’s three farthings ; or (when be was young) a kiss front 
a woman, and the gold chain off her neck, talcing all he could from 
woman or man, and haying, as I have said, this of the godlike in 
him, that he could see a hero perish or a sparrow fall, with the 
same amount of sympathy for either. Not that ho had no tears ; 
ho could always order up this reserve at the proper moment to 
battle ; ho could draw upon tears or smiles alike, and whenever 
need was for using this cheap coin. He would cringe to a shoe- 
black, ns he woidd flattor a minister or a monarch ; be haughty, be 
humble, threaten, repent, weep, grasp your hand, or stab you 
whenever he saw occasion) — But yet those of the army, who know 
him best and had suffered most from him, admired liiin most of all : 
and ns he rode along the lines to battle or galloped up in tlio niclc 
of time to a battalion reeling from before the cnomy’s charge or 
shot, the fainting men and officers got new courage as they saw tlio 
splendid calm of his face, and felt that his will made them 
irresistible. 

After the great victory of Blenheim the enthuasism of the army 
for the Duke, even of his bitterest personal enemies in it, amounted 
to a sort of rage — nay, the very officers who cursed him in tlieir 



hearts, were among the most frantic to cheer him. Who could 
refuse his meed of admiration to such a victory and such a victor i 
Not he who writes : a man may profess to bo ever so much a philo- 
sopher ; but ho who fought on that day must feel a thrill of pride 
as he recalls it. 

The French right was posted near to the village of Blenheim, on 
the Danube, where the Marshal Tallard’s quarters were j their lino 
ox tending through, it may he a league and a half, before Lntzingeu 
i woody hill, round the base of which, and acting against 
of Savoy, were forty of his squadrons, 
ras a village that the Frenchmen had burned, the wood 
fact, a better shelter and easier of guard than any village, 
these two villages and the French lines ran a little 
not more than two foot broad, through a marsh (that was 
mostly dried up from the heats of the weather), and this stream 
was the only separation between the two armies— ours coming up 
and ranging themselves in line of battle before the French, at sis; 
o’clock in the morning ; so that our line was quite visible to theirs ; 
and the whole of this great plain was black and swarming with 
troops fop hours before the cannonading began. 

On one side and the other this cannonading lasted many hours. 
The French gups being in position in front of theiiv line, and do- 
ing severe damage among our horse especially, and on our right 
g of Imperialists under the Prince of Savoy, who could neither 
his lines, the ground before him being cut 
morasses, and very difficult of passage for the guns, 
vas past mid-day when the attack began on our left, where 
Lord Cutts commanded, tho bravest and most beloved officer in 
English army. And now, as if to make his experience in war 
having seen two great armies 
, and had the honour of riding 
end to other of the line, came in for a not tm- 
non accompaniment of military glory, and was knocked on 
the head, along with mauy hundred of brave follows, almost at the 
commencement of this famous day of Bleuheim. A little af- 
being completed with much 
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that -were better posted and more numerous than ours, a body of 
English and Hessians, with Major-General Wilkes commanding at 
the extreme left of our line, marched upon Blenheim, advancing 
with great gallantry the Major-General on foot, with his officers, 
at the head of the column, and marching, with his liat off, in-, 
trepidly in the face of the enemy, who was pouring in a tremendous 
fire from his guns and musketry, to which our people were in- 
structed not to reply, except with pike and bayonet when they 
reached the French palisades. To these Wilkes walked intrepidly, 
and struck the wood-work with his sword before our people charged 
it. He was shot down at the instant, with his colonel, major, and 
several officers ; and our troops cheering and huzzaing, and coming 
on, as they did, with immense resolution and gallantry, were never- 
theless stopped by the murderous fire from behind the enemy’s de- 
fences, and then attacked in flank by a furious oharge of French 
horse which swept out of Blenheim, and cut down our meu in great 
numbers. Three fierce and desperate assaults of our foot were 
made and repulsod by the enemy; so that oar columns of foot 
were quite shattered, and fell back, scrambling over the little rivu- 
let, which we had crossed so resolutely au hour before, and pursued 
by the French cavalry, slaughtering us and cutting us down. 

And now the conquerors were met by a furious chargo of Eng- 
lish horse under Esmond’s general, General Lumley, behind whoso 
squadrons the flying foot found refuge, and formed again, whilst 
Lumley drove back the French horse, charging up to the village of 
Blenheim and the palisades whero Wilkes, and many hundred more 
gallant Englishmen, lay in slaughtered heaps. i Beyond this mo- 
ment, and of this famous victory, Mr. Esmond knows nothing ; for 
a shot brought down his horse and our young gentloman on it, who 
fell crushed aud stunned under the auimal ; and came to his senses 
he knows not how long after, only to lose them again from pain 
and loss of blood, A dim sense, ha of people groaning round about 
him, a wild incoherent thought or two for her who occupied so 
much of his heart now, and that here his career, and his hopes, and 
misfortunes were ended, he remembers in the course of these hours. 
When he woke up it was with a pang of extreme pain, his breast- 
plate was taken off, his servant was holding his head up, the good 


and faithful lad of Hampshire* was blubbering over bis master, 
whom be found and bad thought dead, and a surgeon was probing a 
wound in the shoulder, which be must have got at the same mo- 
ment when his horse was shot and fell Over him. The battle was 
over at this end of the field, by this time : the village was in pos- 
session of the English, its brave defenders prisoners, or fled, or 
drowned, many of them, in the neighbouring waters of Bon an. 
But for honest Lockwood’s faithful search after his master, there 
had no doubt been an end of Esmond here, and of this his story. 
The marauders were out: rifling the bodies as they lay on the field, 
and Jack had brained one of those gentry with the club-end of his 
musket, who had eased Esmond of his hat and periwig, his purse, and 
fine silver-mounted pistols which the dowager gave him, and was 
fumbling in bis pockets for further treasure, when Jack Lockwood 
came up and put an end to the scoundrel's triumph. 

Hospitals for our wounded were established at Blenheim, and 
here for several weeks Esmond lay in very great danger of bis life j 
thi wound was not Yeiy groat from winch lie suffered, and the ball 
extracted by the surgeon on the spot where our young gentleman 
received it ; but a fever set in next day, as lie was lying in hospital, 
and that almost carried him away. Jack Lockwood said he talked 
in the wildest manner during his delirium ; that lie called himself 
the Marquis of Esmond, and seizing one of the surgeon’s assistants 
•who came to dress his wounds, swore that he was Madam Beatrix, 
and that ho would make her a duchess if slie would hut say yes. 
He was passing the days in these crazy fancies, and mna somnm, 
whilst the anny was singing Te Deum for the victory, and those 
famous festivities were taldng. place at which our Duke, now made 
a Prince of the Empire, was entertained by tlio King of the Homans 
and his nobility. His Grace went home by Berlin and Hanover, 
and Esmond lost the festhdties which took place at tkose cities, and 
which, his general shared in company of the other general officers 
who travelled with our great captain. When he could move it was 
by the Duke of Wirtemhurg’s city of Stuttgard that he made Ms 
■way homewards, misitiug. Heiddborg again,, whence he went to 

* My mistress before I went this campaign sent me John Lockwood out of Wal- 
coto, who hath ever since remained with me. — H, E. 


Mauheini, and lienco Lad a tedious Lut easy water journey down 
the river of Rhine, which he had thought a delightftil and heauti- 
M voyage indeed, hut that his heart was longing for home, and 
something far more beautiful and delightful. 

As bright and welcome as the eyes almost of his mistress shone 
the lights of Harwich, as the packet came in from Holland. It 
was not many hours ere ho, Esmond, was in London, of that yon 
may be sure, and received with open arms by the old dowager of 
Chelsey, who vowed, in her jargon of French and English, that ho 
had the air noble, that his pallor embellished him, that he. was an 
Amndis and deserved a Gloriana; and, oh ! flames and darts ! what 
was liis joy at healing that Ins mistress was come into waiting, and 
was now with her Majesty at Kensington ! Although Mr. Esmond 
had told Jack Lockwood to . get horses and they would ride for 
"Winchester that night ; when ho heard this news he counter- 
manded the homes at once ; his business lay no longer in Hants ; 
all liis hope and desire lay within a couple of miles of him in Ken- 
sington Park wall. Poor Harry had never looked in the glass be- 
fore so eagerly to see whether lie had the let air, and liis paleness 
really did become him ; he never took such pains about the curl of 
liis periwig, and the taste of his embroidery and point-lace, as now, 
before Mr. Ainadis presented himself to Madam Gloriana. Was 
the fire of the French lines half so murderous os tlio killing glances 
from her ladyship’s eyes ? Oh ! darts and ruptures, how beautiful 
were they ! 

And as, before tho biasing sun of morning, the moon fades away 
in the sky almost invisible ; Esmond thought, with a blusli per- 
haps, of another sweet pale face, sad and faint, and .Aiding ou t of 
sight, with its sweet fond gaze of affection ; such a Inst look it scorned 
to cast as Eurydiee might have given, yearning after her lover, 
when fate and Pluto summoned her, and she passed away into tho 
shades. 
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for pleasure which Esmond had (and lie liked to 
neither more nor less than most young men of his 
now gratify to the utmost extent, and in the host 
company which the town afforded. When the army went into 
winter quarters abroad, those of the officers who had interest or 
money easily got leave of absence, and found it much pleasanter to 
spend their time in Fall-Mall and Hyde Park, than to pass the to- 
behind the fortifications of the dreary old Flanders towns, 
the English troops were gathered. Yatohes and packets 
passed daily between the Dutch and Flemish ports and Harwich ; 
the roads thence to London and the great inns were crowded with 
gentlemen ; the taverns and ordinaries of the town swarmed 
with red-coats ; and our great Duke’s lovoes at St. James’s were as 
thronged as they had been at Ghent and Brussels, where we treated 
him, and ho us, with the grandeur and ceremony of a sovereign. 
Though Esmond had been appointed to a lieutenancy in the Fu- 
sileer regiment, of whioh that celebrated officer, Brigadier John 
Richmond Webb, was colonel, he had never joined the regiment; 
nor been introduced to its excellent commander, though they had 
inode the same campaign together, and been engaged in the same 
battle. But being aide-de-camp to General Lundey, who commanded 
division of Horse, and the army marching to its point of desti- 
nation on the Danube by different routes, Esmond had not fallen 
in, as yet, with his commander and future comrades of the fort ; 
and it was in London, in Golden Square, where Major-General 
Webb lodged, that Captain Esmond had the honour of first paying- 
las respects to his Mend, patron, and commander of after days. 

Those who remember this brilliant and accomplished gentleman 
recollect his character, upon which he prided himself, I think, 
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•writ a dull copy of verses upon the battle of Oudonarde three years 
after, describing Webb, says : — 

“ To noble danger Webb conducts the way, 

His great example all his troops obey ; 

Before the front the general sternly rides. 

With such an air as Mars to battle strides : 

Propitious Heaven must sure a hero save. 

Like Paris handsome, and liko Hector brave ” 

Mr. Webb thought these verses quite as fine as Mr. Addison’s 
on the Blenheim Campaign, and, indeed, to bo Hector a la mode de 
Paris, was part of this gallant gentleman’s ambition. It would 
have been difficult to find an officer in tho whole army, or amongst 
the splendid courtiers and cavaliers of the Maison du Boy, that 
fought under Vendosme and Villeroy in the army opposed to burs, 
who Was a more accomplished soldier and perfect gentleman, and 
either braver or better-looting. And, if Mr. Webb believed of 
himself what the world said of him, and was deeply convinced of 
his own indisputable genius, beauty, and valour, who has a light to 
quarrel with him very much 1 } This self-content of his kept him in 
general good-humour, of which his Mends and dependants got the 
benefit. 

He came of a very ancient Wiltshire family, which he respected 
above all families in the world : he -could prove a lineal descent 
from King Edward the First, and his first ancestor, Boaldus do 
Biclimond, rode by William the Conqueror’s side on Hastings 
field. “Wo were gentlemen, Esmond,” he used to say, “ when the 
Churchills were home-hoys.” He was a veiy tall man, standing in 
Ills pumps six feet three inchos (in liis great jack-hoots, with his tall, 
fair periwig, and hat and feather, lie could not have been less tlian 
eight foot high). “ I am taller than Churchill,” lie would say, sur- 
veying himself in tho glass, “ and I am a better made man ; and if 
the women won’t like a man that hasn’t a wart on his nose, faith, 
I can’t help myself, and Churchill has tho better of mo there.” 
Indeed, he was always measuring himself with the Duke, and 
always asking his friends to measure them. Apcl talking in this 
frank way, as he would do, over his cups, wags would laugh and 
encourage liim ; friends would bo Sony for him ; schemers and 
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flatterers would egg him on, and tale-bearers carry the stories to 
bead-quarters, and widen the difference which already existed there 
between the great captain and one of the ablest and bravest 
lieutenants he ever had. 

His rancour against the Duke was so apparent, that one saw it 
in the first half-hour’s conversation with General Webb; and his 
lady, who adored her General, and thought him a hundred times 
taller, handsomer, and braver than a prodigal nature had made 
him, hated the great Duke with such an intensity as it becomes 
faithful wives to feel against their husbands’ enemies. , Not that 
my Lord Duke was so yet ; Mr. Webb had said a thousand things 
against him, which his superior had pardoned ; and his Grace, 
whose spies were every where, had heard a thousand things more 
that Webb had never said. But it cost this great man no pains to 
pardon ; and he passed over an injury or a benefit alike easily. 

Should any child of mine take the pains to read these, his ances- 
tor’s memoirs, I would not have him judge of the great Duke * by 
what n contemporary lias written of him. No man hath been so 
immensely lauded and decried as this great statesman and warrior j 
as, indeed, no man ever deserved better the very greatest praise and 
the strongest censure If the present writer joins with the latter 
faction, very likely a private pique of his, own may be the cause of 
his ill-feeling. 

On presenting himself at the Commander-In-Chiefs levee, his 
Grace had not the least remembrance of General Lumley’s aide-de- 
camp, and though he knew Esmond’s family perfectly well; having 
served with both lords (my Lord Francis .and the Yiscount, Es- 
mond’s father') in Flanders, and in the Duke of York’s Guard, the 
Duke of .Marlborough, who was friendly and serviceable to the (so- 
styled) legitimate representatives of the Yiscouht Castlewood, took 
no sort of notice of tho poor lieutenant who bore their name. A 
word of kindness or acknowledgment, or a single glance of appro- 
bation, might have changed Esmond’s opinion of the great man; 
and instead of a satire, which his pen cannot help writing, who 
knows but that the humble historian might have taken the other. 

* This passage in the Memoirs of Esmond is written on a leaf inserted into the 
. MS. boolc, and dated 174-i, probably after lie had heard of the Duchess’s death. 1 ■ - . ■ 


side of panegyric ? We have but to change the point of vie w, and 
the greatest action looks mean.; as Sve turn tile perspective-glass, 
and a giant appears a pigmy. You may describe, but who can tell 
"whether your sight is clear or not, or your means of information ac- 
curate 1 Had the great man said but a Word of kindness to the 
small one (as he -would have stepped put of his gilt chariot to shake 
hands with Lazarus in rags and sores, if he thought Lazarus could 
have been of any service to him), no doubt Esmond would have 
fought for him with pen and sword to the utmost of his might ; 
hut my lord the lion did not want master mouse at this moment, 
and so Muscipulus went off and nibbled in opposition. 

So it was, however, that a young gentlemen, who, in the eyes of 
his family, and .in his o wn, doubtless, was looked upon as a consum- 
mate hero, found that the great hero of the day took no more notice 
of him than of the smallest drummer in. his Grace’s army. The 
dowager at Chelsey was furious against this neglect of her family, 
and had a great battle with Lady Marlborough (as Lady Castle- 
wood insisted on calling the Duchess). Her Grace was now Mis- 
tress of the Robes to her Majesty, and one of the. greatest personages 
in this kingdom, as her husband was in all Europe, and the battle 
between the two ladies took placein the Queen’s drawing-rootu. 

The Duchess, in reply to my aunt’s eager clamour, said haughtily; 
that she had done her best for the legitimate branch of the 
Esmonds, and could not bo expected to provide for the bastard 
brats of the family. 

“Bastards,” says the Viscountess, iu a fury, “thero are bastards 
amongst the Churchills, as your Grace knows, and the Duke of 
Berwick is provided for well enough.” 

“Madam,” says tlio Duchess, “ you know whose fault it. is that 
there aye no such dukes in the Esmond family too, and how that 
little scheme of a certain lady miscarried.” 

Esmond’s friend, Dick Steele, who was in waiting on the Prince, 
heard the controversy between the ladies at court, “And faith,” 
says Dick, “I think, Harry, thy kinswoman had the worst of it.” 

He could not keep the story quiet; ’twas all over the coffee- 
houses ere night ; it was printed in a Hews Letter before a month 
was over, and *' The Reply of her Graco the Duchess of M-rlb-r-gh, 



THE HISTORY OF HUNKY ESMOND. 

Lady of the Court, once a favourite of the late K — 
printed in half-a-dozen places, with a note stating that 
duchess, when the head of this lady’s family came by his 
lately in a fatal duel, never rosted until she got a pension for 
the orphan heir, and widow, from her Majesty’s bounty.” The 
squabble did not advance poor Esmond’s promotion much, and in- 
deed made him so ashamed of himself that ho dared not show his 
face at the Commanderdn-Chief’s levees again. 

those eighteen mouths which had passed since Esmond 
dear mistress, her good father, the old Bean, quitted this 
in his principles to the very last, and enjoining his family 
always to remember that the Queen’s brother, King James the 
Third, was their rightful sovereign. He made a very edifying end, 
as his daughter told Esmond, and, not a little to her surprise, after 
his death (for he had lived always very poorly) my lady found that 
her father had' left no less a sum than .£3000 behind him, which ho 
bequeathed to her. 

With this little fortune Lady Castlewood was enabled, when her 
daughter’s turn at Court came, to come to Loudon, where she took 
small genteel house at Kensington, in the neighbonrlfood of the 
Court, bringing her children with her, aud here it was that Esmond 
found his friends. 

As for tire young lord, his university career had ended rather 
abruptly. Honest Tusher, his governor, had found my young 
iqmte ungovernable. My lord worried Iris life away 
ksj and broke out, as home-bred lads will, into a hundred 
extravagancies, so that Br. Bentley, the new master of 
Trinity, thought fit to write to the Viscountess Castlewood, my 
mother, and beg her to remove the young nobleman from a 
ho declined to learn, and where he only did harm by 
xample. Indeed, I believe he nearly set fire to Ncvil’s 
beautiful new quadrangle of our college, which Sir 
Wren-had lately built. He knocked down a proctor’s 
that wanted to arrest him in a midnight prank j he gave a 
dinner party on the Prince of Wales’s birthday, which was within 


■with open windows, autl sqng cavalier songs, and slioutcd “God 
save the King!” in the great court, so that the master came out of 
his lodge at midnight, and dissipated the riotous assembly. 

This was my lord’s crowning freak, and the Rev. Thomas 
Tnsher, domestic chaplain to the Right Honourable the Lord 
Viscount Oastlewood, finding his prayers and sermons of no eaithiy 
avail to his lordship, gave up Ilia duties of governor; went and 
married his brewer’s : widow at Southampton, and took her and her 
money to his parsonage-house at Oastlewood. 

My lady could not be angry With her , son for drinking King 
James’s health, being herself a loyal Tory, as all the Oastlewood 
family were, and acquiesced with a sigh, knowing, perhaps, that 
her refusal would he of no avail to the young lord’s desire for a 
military life. She would have liked him to be in Mr. Esmonds 
regiment, hoping that Harry might act as guardian and adviser 
to Iris Wayward young kinsman; but my young lord would hear of 
nothing but the Guards, and a commission was got for him in the 
Duke of Ormond’s regiment; so Esmond found my lox-d, ensign 
and lieutenant, when he returned from Germany after the Blenheim 
campaign. 

The effect produced by both Lady Castlewood’a children when 
they appeared in public was extraordinary,' arid the whole town 
speedily rang with their fame; such a beautiful couple, it was 
declared, never had been seen; the young maid of honour was 
toasted at every table and tavern, and as for my young lord, Iris 
good looks were even more admired than Iris sister’s. A hundred 
songs wore written about the pair, and as the fashion of that day 
was, my young lord was praised in these Anacreontics ns warmly 
as Bathyllus. Yoix may be sure that lie accepted vciy complacently 
the town’s opinion of him, and acquiesced with that frankness and 
charming good-humour he always showed in the idea that ho was 
the prettiest fellow in all London. 

The old dowager at Ohelsey, though she could never he got to 
acknowledge that Mrs. Beatrix was any beauty at all (in which 
opinion, as it may be .imagined, a vast number of the ladies agreed 
with her), yet, on the very first sight of young Oastlewood, she 
owned she fell in love with him j and Henry Esmond, on his 


return to : Chelsey, found himself quite superseded in iter fa vour by 
her younger kinsman. That feat of drinking the King’s health at 
Cambridge would liave won her heart, she said, if nothing else did. 
“How had the dear young fellow got such < beauty?” she asked. 
“Hot from his father— certainly. not from his mother. How had 
he come by such noble manners, and the perfect bd air? That 
countrified Walcote widow could never have taught him.” Esmond 
had his own opinion about the countrified Walcote widow, who 
had a quiet grace, and sereno kindness, that had always seemed 
to liim the perfection of good breeding, though he did not try to 
argue this point with his aunt. But he could agree, in most of the 
praises whicli the enraptured old dowager bestowed on my Lord 
Viscount, than whom lie never beheld a more fascinating and 
charming gentleman. Castlewood had not wit bo much as enjoy- 
ment. “ The lad looks good things,” Mr. Steele used to say; “ and 
his laugh lights up a conversation as much as ten repartees from 
Sfri Congreve. I would as soon sit over a bottle with him as with 
Mr. Addison; and rather listen to his talk than hear Kicolini. 
Was ever man so gracefully drunk as my Lord Castlewood! I 
would give any thing to cany my wine (though, indeed, Dick bore 
Ms very kindly, and plenty of it, too) like this incomparable young 
man. When he is sober he is delightful ; and when tipsy, perfectly 
irresistible.” And referring to his favourite, Sluikspeare (who 
was quite out of fashion until Steele brought him baok into the 
mode), Dick Compared Lord Castlewood to Prince Hal, and was 
pleased to dub Esmond as ancient Pistol. 

The Mistress of the Robes, the greatest lady in England after 
the Queen, or even before her Majesty, as the world said, though 
she never could be got to say a civil word to Beatrix, whom she 
had promoted to her place as maid of honour, took her brother 
into instant favour. When young -Castlewood, in his now uniform, 
arid looking like a prince out of a fairy-tale, went to pay his duty 
to iler Grace, she looked at 1dm for a nrinute in silence, the young 
man blushing and in confusion before her, then fiiirly burst out a- 
ciying, and kissed him before her daughters and company. “ He 
was my boy’s friend,” she said, through her sobs. . “ My P>1 and ford 
might have been like him.” And every body saw, after this mark 


of the Duchess’s favour, that my young lord’s promotion was 
secure, and people crowded round tliu favourite’s favourite, who 
became vainer and gayer, and more good-humoured than ever. 

Meanwhile' Madam Beatrix was making her conquests on her 
own side, and amongst them was one poor gentleman, who had 
been shot by her young eyes two years before, and had never been 
quite cured of that wound ;■ he knew, to bo sure, how hopeless any 
passion might be, directed 'in that quarter, and had taken that best, 
though ignoble, remeMum amoris, -a speedy retreat from before the 
charmer, and a long absence from her ; and not being dangerously 
smitten in the first instance, Esmond pretty soon got the bettor of his 
complaint, and if he had it still, did not know ho had it, and bore 
it easily. But when lie returned after Blenheim, the young lady 
of sixteen, who had appeared the moat beautiful object his eyes had 
ever looked on two years hack, was now advanced to a perfect 
ripeness and perfection of beauty, such sis instantly enthralled the 
poor devil, who had already been a fugitive from her charm'-;. 
Then he had seen her but for two days, and fled ; now he beheld 
her day after day, and when slio was at court, watched affcor her ; 
when she was at home, made one of the family party ; when she 
went abroad, rode after her mother’s chariot ; when slio appeared 
in public places, was in the box near her, or in the pit looking at 
her] when she went to church was sure to be there, though he 
might not listen to the sermon, and be ready to hand her to hue 
chair if she deigned to accept of his servicas, and select him front 
a score of young men who wero always hanging round about hoiv 
When she went away, accompanying her Majesty to Hampton 
Court, a darkness fell over London. G ods, what nigh ts has Esmond 
passed, thinking of lior, rhyming about her, tidkmg. about her ! 
His friend Dick Sfceelo was at this time courting the young lady , 
Mrs. Scnrlock, whom he married ] she had a lodging in Kensington. 
Square, hard by my Lady Castlewood’s house there. Dick mid 
Harry, being on the same errand, used to meet constantly at Ken- 
sington. They were always prowling about that place, or elismal- 
ly Walking thence, or eagtwly running thither. They emptied 
scores of bottles at the King’s Arms, each man prating of his love, 
and allowing the other to talk on condition that he might have his 
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own turn as a listener. Hence arose an intimacy between them, 
though to all the rest of their friends they must have been in- 
sufferable. Esmond’s verses to “Gloriana at the Harpsichord,” to 

Gloriana’s Nosegay,” to “ Gloriana at Court,” appeared this year 
in the “ Obseryator.”— - Have you never read them? They wore 
thought pretty poems, and attributed by some to Mr. Prior. 

This passion did not escape — how should it ? — the clear eyes of 
Esmond’s mistress: he told her all; what will a man not do 
when, frantic with love? To what baseness will he not demean 
lumself'? What pangs will he not make others suffer, so that he 
may ease lvis selfish heart of a part of its own pain ? Day after 
day lie would seek his dear mistress, pour insane hopes, supplica- 
tions, rhapsodies, raptures, into her ear. She listened, smiled, 
consoled, with untiring pity and sweetness. Esmond was the 
eldest of her children, so she was pleased to say; and as for her 
kindness, who ever had or would look for aught else from one who 
v;as an angel of goodness and pity? After what has been said, 
’tis needless .almost to add that poor Esmond’s suit was unsuccess- 
ful. What was a nameless, penniless lieutenant to do, when some 
of the greatest in the land were in the field? Esmond never so 
much as thought of asking permission to hope so far above his 
reach as he knew this prize was — and passed his foolish, useless life 
in mere abject sighs and impotent longing. What nights of rage, 
what days of torment, of passionate unfulfilled desire, of sickening 
jealousy, can he recall ! Beatrix thought no more of him than of 
the ltfcquey that followed her chair. His complaints did not touch 
her in the least ; his raptures rather fatigued her; she cared for liis 
verses no more than for Dan Chaucer’s, who’s dead these ever so 
many hundred years ; she did not hate him ; she rather despised 
him. mid just suffered him. 

One day, after talking to Beatrix’s mother, his dear, fond, con- 
stant mistress— for hours — for all day along — -pouring out his flame 
and liis passion, liis despair and rage, returning again and again to 
the theme, pacing the room, tearing up the flowers on the table, 
twisting and breaking into bits the wax out of the stand-dish, and 
performing a hundred mad freaks of passionate folly ; seeing his 
mistress at last quite pale and tired, out with sheer weariness of 
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compassion, and watching over liis fever for the hundredth time, 
Esmond seized up his hat, and took his leave As he got into Kem 
sington Square, a sense of remorse came over him for the wearisome 
pain he had been inflicting upon, the dearest and kindest friend ever 
man had. He went hack to the house, where the servant still 
stood at the open door, ran up the stairs, and found his mistress 
where he had left her in the embrasure of the window, looking over 
the fields towards Chelsey. She laughed, wiping away at the 
same time the tears which were in her kind eyes ; he flung himself 
down on his knees, mid buried his head in her lap. She had in her 
hand the stalk of one of the flowers, a pink, that he had tom to 
pieces. “ Oh, pardon me, pardon me, my dearest and kindest,” lie 
said ; “ I am in hell, and you are the angel that brings me a drop 
of water.” 

“ I am your mothor, you arc my son, and I love you always,” 
she said,. holding her hands over him ; and he went away comforted 
and humbled in mind, as he thought of that amazing and constant 
love and tenderness with which this sweet lady ever blessed, arid' 
pursued him. 


CHAPTER, XI. 

THE FAMOUS Mll. JOSEPH ADDISON. 

The gentlemen ushers had a table at Kensington, and the Guard 
a very splendid dinner daily at St. James’s, at either of which ordi- 
naries Esmond was free to dine. Dick Stoolo liked the Guard-table 
better than his own at the, gentleman ushers’, where there was less 
wine and more ceremony ; and Esmond had many a jolly afternoon 
in company of his friend, and a hundred times at least saw Dick 
into his chair. If there is verity in wine, according to the old 
adage, what an amiahlc-natured character Dick’s must have been 1 
In proportion as lie took in wine he overflowed with kindness. 
His talk was not witty so much as charming. He nover said a word 
that could anger any body, and only became the more benevolent 



the more tipsy lie grew. Many of the wags derided' the poor follow 
in his eupSj and chose him as a butt for their satire ; hut there was , 
a kindness about hing and a sweet playful .fancy, that seemed to Es- 
mond fur more charming than the pointed talk of the brightest 
Wife, with, their elaborate repartees and affected severities, I think 
Steele shone rather than sparkled Those ftmona- beaux-eqmia.'af 
the coffee-houses (Mr. William Congreve, for instance, when his 
gout, and, his grandeur permitted ■ him to come among, us) would 
make, many hrilliant hits — half-a-dozen in a night sometimes — hut, 
like sharpshooters, when they had fired their shot, they wore . 
obliged, to retire under cover till their pieces, were loaded again, 
and wait till they got another chance at their enemy ; whereas 
never thought that life hottle-compimion was a butt to aim 
at— only a friend to shake by the hand. The poor fellow had half 
the town in. his confidence ; every body knew ovary thing about his 
and Ms debts, Ms creditors or Ms mistress’s obduracy. When 
Esmond first came on to the town, honest Dick was all. flames . and 
raptures for al young lady, a West India fortune, whom lie married. 
In a couple of years the lady was dead, the fortune was all but 
sppiit, and the honest widower was as eager in pursuit of a new 
paragon of beauty as if ho had never courted and married and 
buried the last one. 

Quitting the Guard-table on one sunny afternoon, when by chance 
Dick had a sober fit upon him, lie and Ms friend were making their 
down Germain Street, and Dick all of a sudden left Ms com- 
panion’s arm, and ran after a gentleman who was poring over a 
folio volume at the hook-shop near to St. James’s church. He was 
a fair, tall man, in a snuff-coloured suit, with a plain sword, very 
sober, and almost shabby in appearance — at least when compared 
to Captain Steele, who loved to adorn his jolly round person with 
the finest of clothes, aud shone in scarlet and gold lace. The Gap- 
to the student of the bookstall, took him in 
kissed him — for Dick was 
the other stopped back 
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cries the Captain, still holding both his Mend’s bands; “I. have 
been languisliing for. tlieo this fortnight.” : 

« A fortnight is hot an ago, Dick,” says the other, very good- 
humouredly. (Ho had Eght - bliie eyas, extraordinary bright, and » 
face perfectly regular and handsome, liken tinted: statue.) “And 
I have been hiding myself— whore do you think 1 ” - 

. “What i> not across the water, my dear Joe?” says Steele, with 
a look of great alarm : “thou knowest I. have always” — — 

“No," says his Mend, interrupting him with a smile : “ wo are 
not come to such straits as that, Dick.; : I have been hiding, sir, at 
a place where people never think of finding you — at my own lodg- 
ings, whither I am going to smoke a pipe now and drink a glass of 
sack; will your honour come ? ” 

“ Harry Esmond,, come hither,” cries out. Dick. “ Thou Hast 
heard me talk over and over again at my dearest Joe, my guardian 
angel.” • ■ :. > 

. “ Indeed," gays Mr, Esmond, with a bow, “ it is not fi-om you only 
that I have learnt to admire Mr. Addison. Wo loved good poetry 
at Cambridge, as well as at Oxford ; and I have somo of yours by 
heart, though I have put on a red-coat , . . , . ‘ 0, qui cauoro 
blandius Orpheo vocale ducis carmen ; ’ shall I goon, sir?” says Mr. 
Esmond, who indeed hod read and loved the charming Latin poems 
of Mr. Addison, as every scholar of. that time knew and. admired 
them. 

“ This is Captain Esmond who was at Blenheim,” says Steele. 

“ Lieutenant Esmond,” says the other, with a low bow ; “ at Mr 
Addison’s service.” 

“ I have heard of you,” says Mr Addison, with a smile ; as, indeed, 
every body about town had heard that unlucky story about Esmond’s 
dowager aunt and the Duchess. 

“We were going to the George, to take a bottle before the play,” 
says Steele ; “ wilt thou be one, Joe ? ” 

Mi’. Addison said hia own lodgings were hard by, where ho was 
still rich enough to give a good botfclo of wine to his friends ; and 
invited the two gentlemen to his apartment in the Hayinarkct, 
whither wo accordingly went. 

“I shall get credit with my landlady,” says he with a smile, 



“when she sees two such fine geutlomen as you come up my stair.’ 
And he politely made his visitors welcome to his apartment, which 
was indeed but a shabby one, though no grandee of the land could 
receive his guests with a more perfect and courtly grace than this 
gentleman. A frugal dixmer, consisting of a slice of meat and a 
penny loaf, Was awaiting the owner of the lodgings, “ My wine is 
better than my meat,” says Mr. Addison j “ my Lord Halifax sent 
me the Burgundy.” And he set a bottle and glasses before bis 
linner in a very few minutes, after which 
to drink. “You see,” says Mr. Addison, 
writing-table, whereon was a map of the action at- 
several other gazettes and pamphlets relating to the 
battle, “that I, too, am busy about your aftairs, captain, I am 
a poetical gazetteer, to say truth, and am writing a 
the campaign.” . 

at the request of his host, told him what he knew 
the famous battle, drew the river on the table, al.iquo mero, 
with the aid of some hits of tobacco-pipe, showed the advance 
he left wing, where he had been engaged. 

A sheet or two of the versos lay already on the table beside our 
, and Dick having plentifully refreshed himself 
took up ; the pages of manuscript, writ out with 
correction, in the author’s slim, neat handwiiting, 
ad therefrom with great emphasis and volubility. 
At pauses of the verse the enthusiastic reader’ stopped and fired off 


enthusiasm of Addison’s friend, “You 
German Burghers,” says ho, “and the Princes on the 
Mozelle ; when our army came to a halt, they always sent a depu- 
tation to compliment the chief, and fired a salute with all their 


great chiefs health afterward, did not they ? ” 
gaily filling up a bumper ; — ho never was tardy 
merit. 



drink to your Highness’s health,” and lio filled himself a glass, 
Joseph required scsune more pressing than Dick to that sort of, 
amusement ; but the wine never seemed at all to fluster Mr. Adcli-. 
son’s brains"; it only unloosed his tongue, -whereas Captain Steele’s 
head and speech were quite overcome hy a single bottle. 

No matter what the verses were, and, to say truth; Mr. Esmond 
found some of them more than indifferent, Dick’s enthusiasm for 
liis chief never faltered, and in every line from Addison’s pen, 
Steele found a master-stroke. By the time Dick had come to that 
part of the poem, wherein the bard describes as blandly as though be 
were recording a dance at the opera, or a harmless bout of bucolic 
cudgelling at a village fair, that bloody and ruthless part of our 
campaign, with the remembrance whereof every soldier who bora 
a part in it must sicken with shame— -when we were ordered to 
ravage and lay waste the Elector’s country; and with fire and 
murder, slaughter and crime, a great part of his dominions was 
overrun ; when Dick came to the lines — 

“ In vengeance roused the aoldier fills liis hand 
With sword and fire, and ravages the laud. 

In crackling flames a thousand harvests burn, 

A thousand villages to ashes turn. 

To the thick woods the woolly flocks retreat, 

And mixed witli bellowing herds confusedly bloat. 

Their trembling lords the common shade partake, 

And cries of infants found in every brake. 

The listening soldier fixed in sorrow stands, 

Loth to obey his leader’s just commands. 

The leader grieves, by generous pity swayed, 

To see his just commands so well obeyed t *’ 

by this time wine and friendship had brought poor Dick to a per- 
fectly maudlin state, and lie hiccupped out the last line with a 
tenderness that set one of his auditors a-laugliing. 

“I admire the licence of you poets,” says Esmond to Mr. Addison. 
(Dick, after reading of the verses, was fain to go off, insisting on 
kissing his two dear friends before his departure, and reeling away 
with his periwig over liis eyes). ' “I admire your art : the murder 
of the campaign is done to military music, like a battle at the opera, 
and the virgins .shriek in harmony, as our victorious grenadiers 
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march into their Tillages. Do you know what a scene i 
(By this time, perhaps, the wine had warmed Mr. Esmond’s head 
too,) what a triumph you are celebrating? what scenes of shame 
and horror were enacted, over which the commander's’ genius pre- 
sided, as calm as though he didn’t /belong to our sphere? You 
talk of the ‘ listening soldier fixed in sorrow,’ the ‘ leader’s grief 
swayed by generous pity ; ’ to my belief the leader eared no more 
for bleating llocks than he did for infants’ cries, and many of our 
butchered one or the other with ©pud alacrity. I was 
of my trade when I saw those horrors perpetrated, which 
suae under every man’s eyes. You hew out ofyour polished verses 
i .stately image of smiling victory ; I tell you- ’tia an uncouth, dis- 
torted, savage idol; hideous, bloody, and barbarous. The rites 
performed before it [are shocking to think of. You great poets 
should show it as it is — ugly and horrible, not beautiful and serene, 
sir, had you made the campaign, believe me, you never would 
sung it so,” 

During this little outbreak, Mr. Addison was listening, smoking 
out of Iris long pipe, and smiling very placidly. “ What would 
have 1 ” says he. “ In our polished days, and according to the 
rules of art, ’tis impossible that the Muse should depict tortures 
or begrime her hands with the horrors of war. These are indicated 
rather than described ; as in the Greek tragedies, that, I dare say, 
you have read (and sure there can lie no more elegant speoimens 
of composition) ; Agamemnon is slain, or Medea’s children destroyed, 
away from the scene the chorus occupying the stage and singing 
of the action to pathetic music. Something of this I attempt, my 
dear sir, in my humble way : ’tis a panegyric I mean to write, and 
not a satire. Were 1 to sing as you would have me, the town 
would tern' the poet in pieces, and burn his book by the hands of 
common hangman.. Do you not use tobacco 9 Of all the weeds 
on earth, sure- the nicotian is the most soothing and salutary, 
our great Duke,” Mr. Addison went on, “not as 
is, with weaknesses like the rest of us, 
a triumph, not a battle, that your hiunble 
his sleek Pegasus. We , college-poets toot, you 
it hath been, time out of mind, part of the 
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poet’s profession to celebrate too actions of heroes in verse, and to 
sing the deeds which you men of wav perform. I must follow toe 
rules of jny avt, and toe composition of such; a strain as this must 
he harmonious and majestic, not familiar, or too near- the vulgar 
truth. Siparva Meet: if Virgil could invoke the divine Augustus, 
a humbler poet from the hanks of the Isis may celebrate a victory 
and a conqueror of our own nation, in whose triumphs every Briton 
has a share, and whoso glory and genius contributes to every citi- 
zen’s individual honour. When hath there been, since our Jlenrys 
and Edwards’ days, such a great feat of arms as that from which 
you yourself have brought away marks Of distinction ? .. If ’tia in my 
power to sing that song worthily, I will do so, and be thankful to 
my Muse. If I fail as a poet,, as a Briton at least I will show my 
loyalty,, and ..fling .up my cap and huzzah for the conqueror : 

— * “ ‘ Kheni pacator efc Istri 

Gmnia in hoo nno variis disoortlia cessit 
Ordinilnw; Imtatur eqiuas, plaudltquo senator, 

Votaque patriot} ccrtaut plebeia favori.”' 

“ There were as brave men on that field,” says Mr. Esmond (who 
never could be made to love the Duke of Marlborough, nor to for- 
get those stories which he used to hear in his, youth regarding that 
great chief’s selfishness and treacheiy) — “there were’men at Blaiu- 
heim as good as. the leader, whom neither knights* nor senators ap- 
plauded, nor voices plebeian or patrician favoured, and who lie there 
forgotten,; under the clods. "What poet is, there to sing them ? ” 

“ To sing the gallant souls of heroes sent to Hades !” says: Mr, 
Addison, with a smile : “Would you celebrate thorn all 2 If I 
may venture, to. question tiny tiling in such an admirable work, toe 
catalogue of the ships in Homer hath always appeared to me: as 
somewhat wearisome q what had the poem, been, supposing the 
writer had chronicled the names, of captains^ lieutemmts, rank and 
file, % One of too greatest of a great man’s qualities is success ; ’tis 
the result of all the others ; ’tis a latent power in him which com- 
pels the favour of the gods, and subjugates fortune. Of all his gifts 
I admire, that one in the great Marlborough. . To be brave ? -every 
man is brave. But in being victorious, as he is, I fancy there is 
something, divine. In presence of the occasion, too groat soul of 
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the leader shines out, and the' god is confessed. Death itself re- 
spects liim, and passes by him to lay others low. War and carnage 
flee before him to ravage other parts of the field, as Hector from 
before the divine Achilles. You say he hath no pity ; no more 
have the gods, who are above it, and superhuman. The fainting 
battle gathers strength at his aspect ; and, wherever he rides, vic- 
tory charges with him.” 

A couple of days after, when Mr. Esmond revisited his poetic 
friend, he found this thought, struck out in the fervour of conver- 
sation, improved and shaped into those famous lines, which are in 
truth the noblest in the poem of the “ Campaign." As the two 
gentlemen sat engaged in talk, Mr. Addison solacing himself with 
Iris customary pipe ; the little maicl-servaut that waited on Ids lodg- 
ing came np, preceding a gentleman in fine laced clothes, that 
had evidently been figuring at Court or a great man’s levee. The 
courtier coughed a little at the smoke of the pipe, and looked round 
the - room curiously, which was shabby enough, ns was the owner in 
his worn snuff-coloured suit and plain tio-wig. 

“ How goes on the magnum opus, Mr. Addison 1 ” says the Court 
gentleman on looking down at the paper’s that were oxr the table. 

“We were but now over it,” says Addison (the greatest courtier 
in the laud could not have a more splendid politeness, or greater 
dignity of manner) ; “ here is the plan,” says he, “ on the table : 
hao Hat SimoU, here ran the little river Hebei : Mo cat Sigeia tellus, 
here are Tallard’s quarters, at the bowl of this pipe, at the attack 
of which Captain Esmond was present. I have the honour to in- 
troduce him to Mr. Boyle ; and Mr. Esmond was hut now depicting 
aliquo prailia mixta mero, when you came in.” In truth the two 
gentlemen had been so engaged when the visitor arrived, and Ad- 
dison, in his smiling way, speaking of Mr.Webb, Colonel of Esmond’s 
regiment (who commanded a brigade in the action, and greatly dis- 
tinguished himself there), was lamenting that he could find never 
a suitable rhyme for Webb, otherwise the brigade should have had 
a place in the poet’s verses. “And for you, yon are but a lieu- 
tenant,” says Addison, “ and the Muse can’t occupy herself with 
any gentleman under the raiffi of a field-officer.” 

Mi’. Boyle was all impatient to hear, saying that my Eorcl Trea- 
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surer and my Lord Halifax were equally anxious ; and Addison, 
blushing, began reading of Ms verses, and, I suspect, knew tlieir 
weak parts as well as the most critical hearer. When lie came to 
the lines describing the angel, that 

“ Inspired repulsed hfttttdions to eiiffage, 

And tauglit the doubtful buttle where to rage,” 

he read with groat animation, looking at Esmond, as mncli as to 
say, “ You know where that simile came from— from our talk, and 
our bottle of Burgundy, the other day.” 

The poet’s two .liesxers wore caught with enthusiasm, and ap- 
plauded the verses with all their might The gentleman of the 
Court sprang up in great delight “Not a word more, my dear 
sir,” says he, “ Trust me with the papers— I’ll defend them with 
my life. Let mo read them over to my Lord Treasurer, whom I 
am appointed to see in lialf-an-hour. I ventimo to promise, the 
verses shall lose nothing by my reading, and then, six’, we shall see 
whether Lord Halifax has a right to complain that his friend’s pen- 
sion is no longer paid.” And without more ado, the courtier in 
lace seized the manuscript pages, placed them in his breast with his 
ruffled hand over his heart, executed a most gracious wave of the 
hat with the disengaged hand, and smiled and bowed out of the 
room, leading an odour of pomander behind him. 

“Does not the chamber look quite dark 1 ” says Addison, sur- 
veying it, “ after the glorious appearance and disappearance of that 
gracious messenger 1 Why, he illuminated the whole room. Your 
scarlet, Mr. Esmond, will bear any light; hut this threadbare old 
coat of mine, how very worn it looked under the glare of that 
splendour !' I wonder whether they will do any tiling for mo,” he 
continued. “ When I come out of Oxford into the world, my pa- 
trons promised me great things j and you see where their promises 
have landed me, in a lodging up two pair of stairs, with a sixpenny 
dinner from the cook’s shop. Well, I suppose tliis promise will go 
after the others, add fortune will jilt me, as the jade has been doing 
any time these seven years. ‘I puff the prostitute away,’ ” says ho, 
smiling, and blowing a cloud out of his pipe. “There is no hard- 
ship in poverty, Esmond, that is not bearable ; no hardaMp even in. 
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honest dependence that an honest man may not put up with, I 
came out of the lap of Ahoia-Mater, puffed up with her praises of 
me, and thinking to make a figure in the world with the parts 
anil learning which had got me ho small name in our college.' 
The world is the ocean, and Isis and Ohnrwell are but little drops, 
of which the sea takes no account. My reputation ended a mile 
beyond Maudlin Tower ; no one took note of me ; and I learned 
this, at least, to bear up against evil fortune with a, cheerful heart. 
Friend Dick hath made a figure in the world, and has passed mo in 
the race long ago. What matters a little name cr a little fortune ? ; 
There is no fortune that a philosopher cannot endure. I have been 
not unknown as a scholar, and yet forced to live by turning bear- 
leader, and teaching a boy to spell. What then 1 The . life was not 
pleasant^ but possible— the hear was bearable. Should this venture 
fail, I will go hack to Oxford j and some day, when you ore a gene- 
ral, you shsill find me a curate in a cassock and bands, and I shall 
welcome your honour to my cottage in . the country, and to a mug 
of penny ale. ; ’Tis not poverty that’s the hardest to bear, or the 
least happy lot in life,” says Mr. Addison, sliaking the ash out of 
liis pipe. “ Seo, my pipe is smoked out. Shall we have another’ 
bottle ? I have still a couple in the cupboard, and of the right sort. 
No more?— let us go abroad and take a turn on the Mall, or look 
in at the theatre and see Dick’s comedy. ’Tis not a masterpiece of 
wit ; hut Dick is a good fellow, though he doth not set the Thames 

Within a month after this day, Mr. Addison’s ticket had come 
up a prodigious prize in the lottery of life. All the town was in 
uproar of admiration of his poem, the “ Campaign;” -wliich Dick 
sele was spouting at every coffee-house in Whitehall and Covent 
Garden. The -wits on the other side of Temple Bar saluted him 
once as the greatest poet the world had seen for ages ; the people 
huzza’ed for Marlborough and for Addison, and, more than this, 
the party in power provided for the meritorious poet, and Mr. 
Addison got the appointment of Commissioner of Excise, which tho 
famous Mr. Locke vacated, and rose from this place' to other digni- 
ties and honours ; his prosperity from henceforth to the cud of his 
being searco ever interrupted. But I doubt whether he was 


not happier iu his garret in the Haymarket, than ever he was in 
liis splendid palace at Kensington ; anti I believe the fortune that 
came to him in the shape .of the countess his wife, was no better 
than a shrew and a vixen. 

Cray as the town was, twas but. a dreary place for SHv.Esmond!* 
whether his charmer was in it or out of it, and he was glad when his 
general gave him notice that he was going hack to his division of 
the army which lay in winter-quarters at Bois-le-I)uc. His dear 
mistress hade him farewell with a cheerful face ; her' blessing he 
knew ho had always, and wheresoever fate carried hira. Mrs. Bea- 
trix was away in attendance on her Majesty at Hampton Court, 
and kissed her fair finger-tips to him, hy way of adieu, when he 
rode thither to take his leave. She received her kinsman, in a 
waiting-room where there were half a dozen more ladies of the 
Court, so that his high-flown speeches, had ho intended to make 
any (and very likely he did), were impossible ; and she announced 
to her friends that her cousin was going to the army, in as easy a 
maimer as she would have said he was going to a chocolate-house. 
He asked with a rather rueful face, if she had any orders for the 
army ? and she was pleased to say that she would like a mantle of 
Mechlin lace. She made him a saucy curtsy in reply to his own 
dismal bow. She deigned to kiss her finger-tips from the window, 
where she stood laughing with the other ladies, and chanced to see 
him as" ho made his way to the Toy. The dowager at Chelsey was 
not sorry to part with hira this time. “Jfon cher , votes Ucs triste 
cotnme tin sermon ,” she did him tlio honour to say to him ; indeed, 
gentlemen in his condition are by no niemis amusing companions, 
and besides, the fickle old woman had now found a much moro ami- 
able favourite, and raffoled for her darling lieutenant of the 
Guard. Hrank remained behind for a while, and did not join the 
army till later, in the suite of his Grace the Oommaiidor-in-Chiof. 
His dear mother, on the last day before Esmond went away, and 
when the three dined together, made Esmond promise to befriend 
her hoy, and besought .Frank to take the example of his kinsman 
as of a loyal gentleman and brave soldier, so she was pleased to say j 
and at parting, betrayed not the least sign of faltering or 1 weakness, 


though, God knows, that fond heart was fearful enough when 
others were concerned, though so resolute in hearing its own pain. 

Esmond's genoral embarked at Harwich. ’Twas a grand sight to 
see Mr. "Webb dressed in scarlet on the deck, waving his hat as our 
yacht put off, and the guns saluted from the shore. Harry did not 
see liia viscount again, until three months after, at Bois-le-Duc, 
when his Grace the Huke came to take the command, and Frank 
brought a budget of news from homo : how lie had supped with 
this actress, and got tired of that ; how he had got the ] letter of 
Mr. St. John, both over the bottle, and with Mrs. Mountford, of 
the Hay market Theatre (a veteran charmer of fifty, with whom 
the young scapegrace chose to fancy himself in love) ; how his sis- 
ter was always at her tricks, and had jilted a young baron for an 
old earl. “I can’t make out Beatrix,” he said ; “she cares for 
: none of us- — she only thinks about herself ; she is never happy un- 
less she is quarrelling ; but as for my mother — -my mother, Harry, 
is an angel.” Harry tided to impress on the young fellow the 
necessity of doing eveiy tiling in liis power to please that angel ; 
not to drink too much ; not to go into debt ; not to run after the 
pretty Flemish girls, and so forth, as became a senior speaking to a 
lad. “But Loi’d bless thee !” the boy said ; “I may do what I 
like, and I know she will love me all the same;” and so, indeed, 
he did wliat he liked. Every body spoiled him, and his grave kins- 
man as much as tlic rest. 


CHAPTER XII. 

I GUT A COMPANY IN THE CAMPAIGN OF 1706. 

- On Whit-Sunday, the famous 23rd of May, 1706, my young 
lord first came under the fire of the enemy, whom we fo.und posted 
in order of battle, their lines extending three miles or more, over 
the high ground behind the little Gheet river, and having on his 
left the little village of Anderkirk or Autre-eglise, and on his right 
Ramillies, which has given its name to one of the most brilliant and 
disastrous days of battle that history ever hath recorded. 


Our Duke here once more met his old enemy of Blenheim, the 
Bavarian Elector and the Mareschal Villeroy, over whom the Prince 
of Savoy had gained the famous victory of Chiari. What English- 
man or Frenchman doth not know the issue of that day 1 Having 
chosen his own ground, having a force superior to the English, 
and besides the excellent Spanish and Bavarian troops, the whole 
Mnison-du-Itoy with him, the most splendid hody of horse in the 
world, — in an hour (and in spite of the prodigious gallantry of the 
French Royal Household, who charged through the centre of our 
lino and broke it), this magnificent army of Villeroy was utterly 
routed by troops that had been inarching for twelve hours, aud by 
the intrepid skill of a commander, who did, indeed, Seem in the 
presence of the enemy to be the very genius of victory. ; 

I think it was more from conviction than policy, though that 
policy was surely the most prudent in the world, that the great 
Duke always spoke of his victories with an extraordinary modesty, 
and as if it was not so much his own admirable genius add courage 
which achieved these amazing successes, but as if he was a special and 
fatal instrument in the hands of Providence, that willed irresistibly 
the enemy’s overthrow. Before his .actions lie always had the 
church service read solemnly, and professed an undoubting belief 
that our Queen’s arms were blessed and our victory sure. All the 
letters which he writ after his battles 'show awe rather then exul- 
tation ; and he attributes the glory of these achievements, about 
which I have heard mere petty officers and men bragging with a 
pardonable vain-glory, in no wise to his own bravery or skill, blit 
to the superintending protection of Heaven, which he ever seemed 
to think was our especial ally, And our army got to believe so, 
and the enemy, learnt to think so too ; for wo never entered into 
a battle without a perfect confidence that it was to end in a vic- 
tory j nor did the French, after the issue of Blenheim, and that 
astonishing triumph of Bamillies, ever meet us without feeling that 
the game was lost before it was begun to be played, and that our 
general’s for tune was irresistible. Here, as at Blenheim, the Duke’s 
charger was shot, and ’twas thought for a moment he was dead. As 
he mounted another, Bin field, his master of the horse, kneeling to 
hold his Grace’s stirrup, had his head shot away by a cannon-ball. 


A French gentleman of the Royal Household, that was a prisoner 
with us, told the writer that at the time of the charge of the House" 
hold, when their horse and ours were mingled, an Irish officer re" 
cognised the Prinee-Dulce, aucl calling out — “ Marlborough, Marl- 
borough! ’’fired his pistol at him d baut-portani, and that a score 
more carbines and pistols were discharged at him. Not one touched 
him : he rode through the French Cuirassiers sword-in-hand, and 
entirely unhurt, and calm and smiling rallied the German horse, 
that was reeling before the enemy, brought these and twenty squa- 
drons of Orkney’s back upon them, and drove the French across 
tlio river again — leading the charge himself, and defeating the only 
dangerous move the French made that day. 

Major-General Webb commanded on the left of our line, and had 
his own regiment under the orders of their beloved colonel. Neither 
he nor they belied their character for gallantry on this occasion; 
but it was about his dear young lord that Esmond was anxious, 
never having sight of him saveouce, in the whole course of the day, 
whop he brought an order from the Commander-in-Ohief to Mr. 
Webb. When our Horse, having charged round the right flank of 
the onerny by Overkirk, had thrown him into entire confusion, a 
general advance was made, and our whole line of Foot, crossing tlie 
little river and the morass, ascended the high ground where the 
French were posted, cheering as they went, the enemy retreating 
before them. ’Twas a service of more glory than danger, the 
French battalions never waiting to exchange push of pike or bay- 
onet with ours ; and the gunners flying from their pieces which our 
line left behind us a a they advanced, and the French fell back. 

At first it was a retreat orderly enough ; but presently the re- 
treat became a. rout, and a frightful slaughter of tlio French ensued 
on this panic ; so tliat an army of sixty thousand men was utterly 
crushed and destroyed in the course of a couple of hours. It was 
as if a hurricane had seized a compact and numerous fleet, flung it 
all to the winds, shattered, sunk, and annihilated it ; afflavit Devs, 
el dissipati sunt. The French army of Flanders was gone, their 
artillery, their standards, their treasure, provisions, and ammunition 
were all left behind them : the poor devils had even fled without 
their soup-kettles, which are as much the palladia of the French 


infantry as of the Grand Signor’s Janissaries, and round which 
they rally even more than round their lilies. 

The pursuit, and a dreadful carnage which ensued (for the dregs 
of a battle, however brilliant, are ever a base residue of rapine, 
cruelty, and drunken plunder), was carried far beyond the lield of 
llaraillies. 

Honest Lockwood, Esmond’s servant, no doubt wanted to bo 
among the marauders himself and take his share of the booty ; for 
when, the action over, and the troops got to their ground for the 
night, the Captain bade Lockwood get a horse, he asked, with a 
very rueful countenance, whether his honour would have liirn come 
too ; but his honour only bade him go about his own business, and 
Jack hopped away quite delighted as soon as he saw his master 
mounted. Esmond made Iris way, and not without danger and 
difficulty, to his Grace’s head-quarters, and found for himself very 
quickly where the aides-de-camp’s quarters were, in an out-buiiding 
of a farm, where several of these gentlemen were seated, drinking 
and singing, and at supper. If he had any anxiety about his boy, 
’twas relieved at once. One of the gentlemen was singing a song 
to a tune that Mr. Farquliar and Mr. Gay both had used in their 
admirable comedies, and very popular in the army of that da.y ; 
after the song came a chorus, “ Over the hills and far away;’’ and 
Esmond heard Frank’s fresh voice soaring, as it were, over the 
songs of the rest of the young men— a voice that had always a cer- 
tain artless, indescribable pathos with it, and indeed which caused 
Mr. Esmond’s eyes to fill with tears now, out of thankfulness to 
God the child was safe and still alive to laugh and sing. 

When the song was over Esmond entered the room, where he 
knew several of the gentlemen present, and there sat my young 
lord, having taken off his cuirass, his waistcoat open, his face 
flushed, his long yellow hair hanging over his shoulders, drinking 
with the rest; the youngest, gayest, handsomest there. As soon 
as lie saw Esmond, he clapped down his glass, and running towards 
his friend, put both his arms round him and embraced him. The 
other’s voice trembled with joy as he greeted the lad; he had 
thought but now as he stood in the court-yard under the clear- 
shining moonlight ; “ Great God ! what a scene of murder is hero 


within a mile of ns; wliat hundreds and thousands have faced 
danger to-day; and here are these lads singing over their cups, 
and the same moon that is shining over yonder horrid field is look- 
ing down on Walcote very likely, while my lady sits and thinks 
about her hoy that is at the war.” As Esmond embraced his young 
pupil now, ’twas with tlio feeling of quite religious thankfulness, 
and an almost paternal pleasure that he beheld him. 

Round liia neck was a star with a striped ribbon, that was made 
of small brilliants and might he worth a hundred crowns. “Look,” 
says ho, “ won’t tlmt be a pretty present for mother 1” 

) V “ Who gave you the Order!” says Hairy, saluting the gentleman : 
“ did you win it in battle 1” ' 

“I won it,” cried the other, “with my sword and my spear. 
There was a mousqiietaire that had it round his neck — such a big 
mousquetcdre, as big as General Webb. I called out to him to 
surrender, and that I’d give him quarter: he called mo a petit 
polisscm, and fired his pistol at me, and then sent it at my head 
with a curse. 1 rode at him, sir, drove my sword right under his 
arm-hole, and broke it in. the rascal’s body. I found a purse in his 
holster with sixty-five Louis in it, and a bundle of love-letters, 
and a flask of Hungary-water. Vive la guerre I there are the ten 
pieces you lent me I should like to have a fight every day and 
he pulled at l,us little moustache and bade a servant bring a supper 
to Captain Esmond. 

Harry fell to with a vory good appetite ; he had tasted nothing 
since twenty hours ago, at early dawn. Master Grandson, who read 
this, do you look: for the history of battles and sieges ! Go, find 
them in the proper hooks ; this is, only the story of your grandfather 
and his family. Ear more pleasant to him than the victory, though 
for that, too he may say meminisse juvat, it was to find that the day 
was over, aitd his dear young pastldwood was unhurt. 

. And would you, sirrah, wish to know how it was that a sedate 
Captain of Foot, a studious and rather solitary bachelor of eight 
or nine and twenty years of age, who did not care very much for 
the jollities which his comrades engaged in, and was never known 
to lose his heart in any garrison-town — should you wish to know why 
such a man had so prodigious a tenderness, and tended so fondly a 
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boy of eighteen, wait, my good Mend, until thou art in lore with 
thy school-follow’s sister, and then see how mighty tender thou wilt 
he towards him. Esmond’s general and his Grace the Prince- Duke 
wore notoriously at variance, and the former’s friendship was in no 
wise likely to advance any man’s promotion, of whose services Webb 
spoke well ; but rather likely to injure him, so the army said, in the 
favour of the greater man. However, Mr. Esmond had the good 
fortune to be mentioned very advantageously by Major-General 
Webb in his report after the action ; and the major of his regiment 
and two of the captains having been killed upon the day of Ramil- 
lies, Esmond, who was second of the lieutenants, got his company, 
and had the honour of serving as Captain Esmond in the next 
campaign. 

My lord wont home in the winter, but Esmond was afraid to 
follow him. His dear mistress -wrote him letters more than once, 
thanking him, as mothers know how to thank, for his care and pro- 
tection of her boy, extolling Esmond’s own merits with a great 
deal more praise than they deserved ; for lie did his duty no hotter 
than any other officer ; and speaking sometimes, though gently and 
cautiously, of Beatrix. News come from homo of at least half-a- 
dozen grand matches that the beautiful maid of honour was about 
to make. She was engaged to an earl, our gentlemen of St. James’s 
said, and then jilted him for a duke, who, in Ills turn, had drawn 
off. Earl or duke it might be who should win this Helen, Esmond 
knew she would never bestow herself on a poor captain. Her 
conduct, it was clear, was little satisfactory to her mother, who 
scarcely mentioned her, or. else the kind lady thought it was best 
to say nothing, and leave time to work out its cure. At any rate, 
Harry was best away from the fatal object which always wrought 
him so much mischief ; and so he never asked for leave to go home, 
but remained with his regiment that was garrisoned in Brussels, 
which city foil into our hands when the victory of Raudllies drovo 
the French out of Flanders. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

I MEET AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE IN FLANDERS, AND FIND MV MOTHER’S 
GRAVE AND MY OWN CRADLE THERE. 

Being one day in the Cliurcli of St. Gudule, at Brussels, admiring 
the antique splendour of the architecture (and always entertaining 
a great tenderness and reverence for the Mother Church, that hath 
been as wickedly persecuted in England as ever she herself perse- 
cuted in the days of her prosperity), Esmond saw kneeling at a side 
altar, an officer in a green uniform coat, very deeply engaged in 
devotion, Something familiar in the figure and posture of the 
kneeling man struck Captain Esmond, even before he saw tlie 
officer's face. As lie rose up, putting away into his pocket a little 
black breviary, such as priests use, Esmond beheld a countenance 
so like that of his friend and tutor of early days, Bather Holt, 
that lie broke out into an exclamation of. astonishment and advan- 
ced a step towards the gentleman, who was making Ids way out of 
church. The German officer too looked surprised when he saw 
Esmond, and his face from being pale grew suddenly red. By this 
mark of recognition, the Englishman kpew that he could not be 
mistaken ; and though the other did not stop, but on the contrary 
rather hastily walked away towards the door, Esmond pursued 
him and faced him once more, as the officer helping himself to holy 
water, turned mechanically towards the altar to bow to it ere he 
quitted the sacred edifice. 

. “ My Bather ! ” says Esmond in English. 

“Silence! I do not understand. 1 do not speak English,” says 
the other in Latin. 

Esmond smiled at this sign of confusion, and replied in the same 
language. “ I should know my Bather in any garment, black or 
white, shaven or bearded:” for tlie Austrian officer was habited 
quite in the military manner, and had as warlike a moustachio as 
any Pandour. 

: He laughed — we were on the church steps by this time, passing 
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through the crowd of beggars that usually is there holding up little 
trinkets for sale and whining for alms. “You speak Latin,” says 
he, "in the English way, Harry Esmond; you have forsaken the 
old true Roman tongue you once knew.” Ilis tone was very frank, 
and friendly quite ; the kind voice of fifteen years hack ; he gave 
Esmond his hand as he spoke. 

“ Others have changed their coats too, my Father,” says Esmond, 
glancing at liis friend’s military decoration. 

“ Hush ! I am Mr. or Captain von Holtz, in the Bavarian 
Elector’s service, and on a mission to his Highness the Prince of 
Savoy. You can keep a secret I know from olcl times.” 

“ Captain von Holtz,” says Esmond, “ I am your very humble 
servant.” 

“ And you, too, have changed your coat,” continues the other in 
his laughing way ; “ I have heard of you at Cambridge and after- 
wards : we have friends every where ; and I am told that Mr. Es- 
mond at Cambridge was as good a fencer as ha was a bad theologian.” 
(So, thinks Esmond, my old matt re d unties was a Jesuit as they 
said.) 

“ Perhaps you are right,” says the other, reading his thoughts 
quite as he used to do in old days : “you were all but killed at 
Hochstodt of a wound in the left side. You were before that at 
Yigo, aide-de-camp to the Duke of Ormonde. You got your com- 
pany the other clay after Ramil lies ; your general and the Prince- 
Duko are not friends; he is of the Webbs of Lyiliard Trogoze, in 
tire county of York, a relation of nry Lord St. John. Your cousin, 
M. de Oastlewood, served his first campaign this year in the Guard ; 
yes, I do know a few things as you see.” 

Captain Esmond laughed in his turn. “ You havo indeed a cu- 
rious knowledge,” he says, A foible of Mr. Holt’s, who did know 
more about books and men than, perhaps, almost any person 
Esmond had ever met, was omniscience ; thus in every point lie 
here professed to know, he was nearly right, but not quite. 
Esmond’s wound was in the right side, not the left, his first general 
was General Lunrley ; Mr. Webb came out of Wiltshire, not out 
of Yorkshire ; and so forth. Esmond did not think fit to correct 
Ms okl master in these trifling blunders, but they served to give 


liirti a knowledge of the other’s character, and he smiled to think 
that this was his oracle of early days ; only now no longer infal- 
lible or divine. 

“Yes,” continues Father Holt, or Captain, von Holtz, “for a 
man who has not been in England these eight years, I know what 
goes on in London very well. The old Dean is dead, my Lady 
Castlewood’s father. Do you know that your recusant bishops 
wanted to consecrate him Bishop of Southampton, and that Collier 
is Bishop of Thetford by the same imposition 2 The Princess Anne 
has the gout and eats too much ; when the King returns, Collier 
will be an archbishop.” ' 

“Amen!” says Esmond, laughing; “and. I hope to see your 
eminence no longer in jack-boots, but red stockings, at Whitehall.” 

“ Yon are always with us— -I know that — I heard of that when 
you were at Cambridge; so was the late lord; so is the young 
viscount.” 

“ And so was my father before me,” said Mr. Esmond, looking 
calmly at Hie other, who did not, however, show the least sign of 
intelligence in his impenetrable grey eyes — how well Harry re- 
memhored them and their look! only crows’ foot were wrinkled 
round them — marks of black old Time had settled there, 'iy,;. . 

Esmond’s face chose to show no more sign of meaning than the 
Father’s. There may have been on the one side and the other just 
the faintest glitter of recognition, as you see a bayonet shining out 
of an ambush ; hut each party fell hack, when every thing was 
again dark. 

“And you, mon capitaino, where lxavo you been 1 ” says Esmond, 
tinning away the conversation from this dangerous ground, where 
neither chose to engage. 

“ I may liavo been in Pekin,” says he, “or 1 may have been in 
Paraguay— who knows where 2 I am now Captain von Holtz, in 
the. service of his Electoral Highness, come to negotiate exchange of 
prisoners with his Highness of Savoy.” 

’Twas well known that very many officers in our army wore 
well-affected towards the young king at St. Germains, whose right 
to the throne was undeniable, and Whose accession to it, at the 
death of his sister, by far the greater part of the English people 
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would. have preferred, to the having a petty German prince for a 
sovereign, about whose cruelty, rapacity, boorish manners, and odious 
foreign ways, a thousand stories were current. It wounded our 
English, pride to think, that a shabby high-Duteh duke, whose 
revenues were not a tithe as great as those of many of the princes 
of our ancient English nobility, who could not speak a word of our 
language, and whom we chose to represent as a sort of German boor, 
feeding on train-oil and sour-cuout, with a bevy of mistresses in a 
barn, should come to reign over the proudest and most polished 
people in the world. Were we, the conquerors of the Grand 
Monarch, to submit to that ignoble domination? What did the 
Hano verian’s Protestantism matter to us ? Was it not notorious (we 
were told and led to believe so) that one of the daughters of this 
Protestant hero was being bred up with no religion at all, as yet, 
and ready to be made Lutheran or Eomau, according as the hus- 
band might bo, whom her parents should find for her 1 This talh; 
very idle and abusive much of it was, went on at a hundred mess- 
tables in the army ; there was scarce an ensign that did not hear 
it, or join in it, and every body knew, or affected to know, that the 
Commander-in-Chief himself had relations with his nephew, the 
Duke of Berwick (’twas by ati Englishman, thank God, that we 
were beaten at Abnanza), and that his Grace was most anxious to 
restore the royal race of his benefactors, and to repair Ms former 
treason. 

This is certain, that for a considerable period no officer in the Duke’s 
army lost favour with the Commander-in-Chief for entertaining or 
proclaiming his loyalty towards the exiled family. When the 
Chevalier de St. George, as tbe King of England called himself, 
came with the dukes of the French blood royal, to join the French 
army under Vendosmo, hundreds of ours saw him and cheered him, 
and we all said he was like his father in this, who, seeing the action 
of La Hogue fought between the French ships and ours, was on 
the side of his native country diming the battle. But this, at least 
the Chevalier knew, and every one. knew, that, however well our 
troops and their general might be inclined towards the prince per- 
sonally, in the face of the enemy there was no question at all. 
Wherever my Lord Duke found a French army, he would fight and 
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beat it, as.be did at Oudenarde,.two years after Eamillies, where his 
Grace achieved another of his transcendent victories; and the noble 
young prince, who charged gallantly along with the magnificent 
M aison-du-lioy, sent to compliment his conquerors after the action, 
In tins battle, where the young Electoral Prince of Hanover 
behaved himself very gallantly, fighting on our side, Esmond’s dear 
General Webb distinguished himself prodigiously, exhibiting con- 
summate skill and coolness as a general, and fighting with the 
personal bravery of a common soldier. Esmond’s good-luck again 
attended hiiii; he escaped without a hurt,, although more , than a 
third of his regiment was killed, had again the honour to he favour- 
ably mentioned in his commander’s report, and was advanced to 
the rank of major. But of this action there is little need to speak, 
as it hath been related in every Gazette, and talked of in every hamlet 
in this country. To return from it to the Writer’s private affairs, 
which here, in his old age, and at a distance, he narrates for his 
children who come after him. Before Oudenarde, and after that 
chance rencontre with Captain von Holtz at Brussels, a space of 
more than a year elapsed, during which the captain of Jesuits and 
the captain of Webb’s Fusileers were thrown very much together. 
Esmond had no difficulty in finding out (indeed, the other mado no 
seoret of it to him, boing assured from old times of his pupil’s 
fidelity), that the negotiator of prisoners was an agent from St. 
Germains, and that lie carried intelligence between great personages 
in our camp and that of the French. “ My business,” said lie, 
“and 1 tel I you, both because I can trust yon, and your keen eyes 1 lave 
already discovered it, is between the King of England and his 
subjects, here engaged in fighting the French king. As between 
you and them, all the Jesuits in the world will not prevent your 
quarrelling :• fight it out, gentlemen. St. George for England, I 
say — and you know who says so, wherever he may bo.” 

I think licit loved to make a parade of mystery, as it were, and 
would appear and disappear at our quarters as suddenly . as he used to 
return and vanish in the old days at Castlewood. He had passes be- 
tween both armies, and seemed to know (but with that inaccuracy 
which belonged to the good Father’s omniscience) equally well 
what passed in the French camp and in ours. One day he would give 


Esmond nows of a great fijste that took pkco in the French quarters, 
of a supper of Monsieur de Bohan’s, where there was play and violins, 
one! then dancing and masques : the King drove thither in Marshal 
Millar’s own guinguette. Another day he had the news of his 
Majesty’s ague, the King had not had a fit these ten days, and 
might be said to he well. .Captain Holtz made a visit to England 
during this time, so eager was he about negotiating prisoners ; and 
’twas on returning from this voyage that he began to open ...himself 
more to Esmond, and to make him, as occasion served, at their 
various meetings, several of those confidences which the here set 
down all together. 

The reason of his increased confidence was this: upon going to 
London, the old director of Esmond’s aunt, the dowager, paid her 
ladyship a visit at Chelsey, and there learnt from her that Captain. 
Esmond was acquainted with the secret of his family, and was 
determined never to divulge it. The knowledge of this , fact raised 
Esmond in his old tutor’s eyes, so Holt was pleased to say, and he 
admired Harry very much for his abnegation. 

“The family at Castlewood have done far more for me than iny 
own ever did,” Esmond said, “I would give my life for them. 
Why should I grudge the only benefit that ’tis in my power to 
confer on theml" The good Father’s eyes filled with tears at this 
speech, which to the other seemed very simple: lie embraced 
Esmond, and broke out into many admiring expressions ; ho said 
he was a noble occur, that he was proud of him, and fond of him as 
his pupil and friend — regretted more than ever that ho had lost 
him, and been forced to leave hint in those early times, when ho 
might have had an influence over him, have brought him into that 
Only true church to which the Father belonged, and enlisted him 
in the noblest army in which a man ever engaged — -meaning his 
own Society of Jesus, which numbers (says he) in its troops the 
greatest heroes the world ever knew warriors, brave enough to 
dare or endure any thing, to encounter any odds, to die any death;— 
soldiers that have won triumphs a thousand times more brilliant 
than those of the greatest general; that have brought nations on 
their knees to their sacred banner, the Cross; that have achieved 
glories and palms incomparably brighter than those awarded to the 
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most splendid earthly conquerors — crowns of immortal light, and 
seats in the high places of Heaven. 

Esmond was thankful for his old friend’s good opinion, however 
little he might share the Jesuit-father’s enthusiasm. “I have 
thought of that question, too,” says he, “dear Father,” and he 
took the other’s hand— “ thought it out for myself, as all men must, 
and contrive to do the light, and trust to Heaven as devoutly in 
my way as you in yours. Another six months of you as a chilli, 
and I had desired no better. I used to weep upon my pillow at 
Castlewood’as I thought of you, and I might have been a brother 
of your order; and who knows,” Esmond added, with a smile, “a 
priest in fall orders, and with a pair of moustachios, and a Bavarian 
uniform.” 

“My son,” says Father Holt, turning red, “in tho cause of 
religion and loyalty all disguises are fair.” 

“ Yes,” broke in Esmond, “all disguises are fair, you say; and 
all uniforms, say I, black or red, — a black cockade or a white one — 
or a laced liat, or a sombrero, with a tonsure under it. I cannot 
believe that St. Francis Xavier sailed over tho sea in a cloak, or 
raised; the dead — I tried; and very nearly did once, hut cannot. 
Suffer, me to do the right, and to hope for the best in my own way,” 

Esmond wished to cut short the good Father’s theology, and 
succeeded; and the other, sighing over his pupil’s invincible igno- 
rance, did not withdraw his affeotion from him, but gave him his 
utmost confidence — as mucli, that is to say, as a priest can give : 
more than most do ; for he was naturally garrulous, and too eager 
to speak. 

Holt’s friendship encouraged Captain Esmond to ask, what lie 
long wished to know, and none could tell him, some history of tlie 
poor mother whom he had often imagined in his dreams, and whom 
he never knew, lie described to Holt those circumstances which 
are already put down in the first part of this story; — the promise 
he hail made to liis dear lord, and that dying friend’s confession; 
and he besought Mr. Holt to tell him what he knew regarding the 
poor woman from whom he had been taken. 

“She was of this very town,” Holt said, and took Esmond to see 
the street where her father lived, and where, as lie believed, she 



was born. “ In 1G7G, when your father came hither in the retinue 
of the late king, then Duke of York, and banished: hither in dis- 
grace, Captain Thomas Esmond became acquainted with your 
mother, pursued her, and made a victim of her; he hath told me 
in many subsequent conversations, which I felt bound to keep 
private then, that she was a woman of great virtue and tenderness, ' 
and in all respects , a most fond, faithful creature. He called him- 
self Captain Thomas, having good reason to he ashamed of his con- 
duct towards her, and hath spoken to me many times with, sincere 
remorse for that, as with fond love for her many amiable qualities. 
He owned to having treated her very ill ; and that at this time his 
life was One of profligacy, gambling, and poverty. She became 
with child of you ; was cursed by her own parents at that discovery ; 
though she never upbraided, except by her involuntary tears, and 
the misery depicted on. her countenance, the author of her wretch- 
edness and ruin.; 

“ Thomas Esmond — Captain Thomas, as lie was called — becarno 
engaged in. a gaming-house brawl, of which the consequence was a 
duel, and a wound so severe that he never— his surgeon said — could 
outlive it. Thinking his death certain, and touched with remorse, 
he sent for a priest of the very Church of St. Gudule where I met 
you; and on the same day, after liis making submission to our 
church, was married to your mother a few weeks before you were 
bom. My Lord Viscount Castlewood, Marquis of Esmond, by 
King James’s patent, which I myself took to your father, your 
lordship was christened at St. Gudule by the same cure who mar- 
ried your parents, and by the name of Henry Thomas; son of E. 
Thomas, officer Anglois, and Gertrude Maes. You see you belong 
to us from your birth, and why I did not christen you when you 
became my dear little pupil at Castlewood. 

“ Your father’s wound took a favourable turn — perhaps his con- 
science was eased by the right he had done— and to the surprise of 
the doctors lie recovered. But as his health Came back, his wicked 
nature, too, returned. He was tired of the poor girl, whom he had 
ruined ; and receiving some remittance from his uncle, my lord the 
old viscount then in England, he pretended business, promised re- 
turn,: and never saw your poor mother more. 
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« He owned to me, in confession first, but afterwards in talk be- 
fore your aunt, his wife, else I never could Imre disclosed what I 
now tell you, that on coming to London he writ a pretended con- 
fession to poor Gertrude Maes— Gertrude Esmond — of his having 
been married in England previously, before uniting himself with 
her ; said that his name was not Thomas ; that ho was about to 
quit Europe for the Virginia plantations, where, indeed, your family 
had a grant of laud from King Charles the First ; sent her a supply 
of money, the half of the last hundred guineas he had, entreated 
her pardon, and hade her farewell. 

“ Poor Gertrude never thought that the news in this letter might 
be untrue as the rest of your father’s conduct to her. But though 
a young man of her own degree, who knew her history, and whom 
she liked before she saw the English gentleman who was the cans© 
of all her misery, offered to marry her, and to adopt you as his own 
child, and give you his name, she refused him. This refusal only 
angered her father; who had taken her home ; she never held up 
her head there, being the subject of constant unkindness after her 
fell ; and some devout ladies of her acquaintance offering to pay a 
little pension for her, she went into a convent, and you were put 
out to nurse. 

“ A sister of the young fellow, who would have adopted you as 
his son, was the person who took charge of you. Your mother and 
this person were, cousins. She had just lost a child of her own, 
which you replaced, your own mother being too sieli and feeble to 
feed you; and presently your nurse grew so fond of you, that she 
even grudged letting you visit the convent where your mother was, 
and where the nuns petted the little infant, as they pitied and 
loved its unhappy parent. Her vocation became stronger every 
day, and at the end of two years she was received as a sister of the 
house. 

“Your nurse’s family were silk-weavers out of France, whithor 
they returned to Arras in French Flanders, shortly before your 
mother took her vows, carrying you with them, then a child of 
three years old. ’Twas a town, before the late vigorous measures 
of the French king, full of Protestants, and here your nurse’s father, 
old Pastoureau, he with whom you afterwards lived at Ealing, 


adopted tlie reformedMoctrines, perverting all his house with him. 
They were expelled thence hy the edict of his most Christian Ma- 
jesty, and came to London, and set up their looms in Spittlefields, 
The old man brought a little money with him, and carried on his 
trade, but in a poor way. He was a widower ; by this time his 
daughter, a widow too, kept house for him, and his son and he la- 
boured together at their vocation. Meanwhile your father had 
publicly owned his conversion just before King Charles's death (in 
whom our church had much such another convert), was reconciled 
to my Lord Viscount Oastlewopd, aud married, as you know, to his 
daughter. 

“ It chanced that the younger Pastoureau, going with a piece of 
brocade to the mercer, who employed him, on Ludgate Hill, met 
his old rival coming out of an ordinary there. Pastoureau knew 
your father at once, seized him by the collar, and upbraided him. as 
a villain, who had seduced his mistress, and afterwards deserted 
her and her son. Mr. Thomas Esmond also recognised Pastoureau 
at once, besought him to calm his indignation, and not to bring a 
crowd round about them ; and bade him to enter into the tavern, 
out of which he had just stepped, when he would give him any ex- 
planation. Pastoureau entered, and heard the landlord order the 
drawer to show Captain Thomas to a room j it was by his Christian 
name that your father was familiarly called at his tavern haunts, 
which, to say the truth, were none of the most reputable. 

“ I must tell you that Captain Thomas, or my Lord Viscount 
afterwards, was never at a loss for a story, and could cajole a 
woman or a dun with a volubility, and an air of simplicity at the 
same itime, of which many a creditor of his has been the dupe. 
His tales used to gather verisimilitude as he went on with him. 
lie strung together fact after fact with a wonderful rapidity and 
coherence. It required, saying your presence, a very long habit Of 
acquaintance with your father to know when his lordship was 1— — 
— telling the truth or bo. 

“He told me with rueful remorse when he was ill — for the fear 
of death set him instantly repenting; and with shrieks of laughter 
when he was well, his lordship having a very great sense of humour 
— how in lutlf-iui-hour’s time, and before a bottle was drunk, lie had 


completely succeeded in biting poor Pastoureau. The seduction he 
owned too: that he could not help : he was quite ready with tears 
at a moment’s warning, and shed them profusely to melt his credu- 
lous listener. He wept for your mother even more than Pastoureau 
did, who cried very heartily, poor fellow, as iny lord informed me ; 
he swore upon bis honour that he had twice sent money, to Brussels, 
and mentioned the name of the merchant with whom it was lying 
for poor Gertrude’s use. He did not even know whether she harl a 
child or no, or whether she was alivo or dead ; but got these facts 
easily out of honest Pastoureau’s answers to him. When he heard 
that she waB in a convent, he said he hoped to end his days in one 
himself, should he survive his wife, whom he hated, aud had been 
forced by a cruel father to marry; and when he was told that 
Gertrude’s sou was alive, and actually in London, ‘ I started,’ says 
he ; 1 for then, damme, my wife was expecting to lie-in, and I thought 
should this old Put, my father-in-law, run rusty, here would be a 
good chance to frighten him.’ 

“ He. expressed the deepest gratitude to the Pastoureau family 
for their pare of the infhnt : you were now near six years old; and 
on Pastoureau bluntly telling him, when he proposed to go that 
instant and see the darling child, that they never wished to see his 
ill-omened face again within, their doors ; that he might have the 
boy, though they should all be very sorry to lose him ; and that 
they would take his money, they being poor, if he gave it ; or 
bring him up, by God’s help, as they had hitherto done, without : 
he acquiesced in this at once, with a sigh, said, ‘ Well, ’twas better 
that the dear child should remain with friends who had been so 
admirably kind to him ; ’ and in his talk to mo afterwards, honestly 
praised and admired the weaver’s conduct and spirit ; owned that 
the Frenchman was a right fellow, and he, the Lord have mercy 
upon him, a sad villain. 

“ Your father,” Mr. Holt went on to say, “ was good-natured with 
his inonoy when he had it ; and having that day received a supply 
from his uncle, gave the weaver ten pieces with jmi'feet freedom, 
and promised him further remittances. He took down eagerly 
Pastpureau’s name and place of abode iu his table-book, and when 
the other asked him for his own, gave, with the utmost readiness, 
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his name as Captain Thomas, New Lodge, Penzance, ~Co^wall7hc 
said he was in London for a few days only on business connected 
with his wife’s property ; described her as a shrew, though a woman 
of kind disposition; and depicted liia father as a Cornish squire 
in an infirm state of health, at whose death he hoped for something 
handsome, when he promised richly to reward the admirable pro* 
tector of his child, and to provide for the boy. ‘And by Gad sir’ 
he said to me in Ids strange laughing way, ‘I ordered a piece of 
brocade of the very same pattern as that which the fellow was 
carrying, and presented it to my wife for a morning wrapper to 
receive company after she lay-in of our little hoy.’ 

“ Your little pension was paid regularly enough ; and when your 
lather became Viscount Castlowood on his uncle’s demise I was 
employed to keep a watch over yon, and ’twas at my instance that 
you were brought homo. Your foster-mother was dead ; her father 
made acquaintance with a woman whom he married, who quarrelled 
with his son. The faithful creature came back to Brussels to be near 
the woman he loved, and died, too, a few months before her. Will 
you see her cross in the convent cemetery ? The Superior is an old 
penitent of mine, and remembers Soeur Marie Madoleino fondly still ” 


Esmond came to tins spot in one sunny evening of spring, and 
saw, amidst a thousand black crosses, casting their shadows across 
the grassy mounds, that particular one Which marked his mother’s 
restmg-placo. Many more of those poor creatures that lay there i 
had adopted that same name, with which sorrow had rebaptized 
her, and which fondly seemed to hint their individual story of love 
and grief. He fancied her in tears and darkness, kneelin* at the 
loot of her cross, under which her cares were buried, feely he 
■knelt down, and siud his own prayer there, not in sorrow so much 
as m awe (for even his memory had no recollection of her) and 
in I»ty for the pangs which the gentle soul in life had been made 
to suffer. To this cross she brought them ; for this heavenly bride- 
groom she exchanged the husband who had wooed her, the traitor 
who had loft her. A thousand such hillocks lay round about, the 
gentle daisies springing out of the grass over them, and each bearin «■ 
its cross and requiescat. A nun, veiled in black; was kneoliim 
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Laid by, at a sleeping sister’s bedside (so fresh, made, that the spring 
had scarce had time to spin a coverlid for it) ; beyond the cemetery 
walls yon had glimpses of life and the world, and the spires and gables 
of the city. A bird came down from a roof opposite, and, lit first oxi 
across, and then on the grass below it, whence it flew away presently 
with a leaf in its month : then came a sound as of chanting, from 
the chapel of the sisters hard by ; others had long since filled the 
place, which poor Mary Magdeleine once had there, were kneeling 
at the same stall, and hearing the same' hymns and prayers in which 
her stricken heart had found consolation. Might she sleep in peace 
—-might she sleep in peace ; and we, too, when our struggles and 
pains are over ! But the earth is the Lord’s as the heaven is; mi 
are alike His creatures here and yonder. I took a little flower oft’ 
the hillock, and kissed it, and went my way, like the bird that had 
just lighted op the cross by me, back into the world again. Silent 
receptacle of death I tranquil depth of calm, out of reach of tempest 
and trouble ! I felt as one who had been walking below the sea, 
and treading amidst the bones of shipwrecks. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

THE CAMPAIGN OF 1707, 1708. 

During the whole of the year which succeeded that in which the 
glorious battle of Ramillies had been fought, our army made no 
movement of importance, much to the disgust of very many of our 
officers remaining inactive in Handers, who said that his Grace the 
Captain-General had had fighting enough, and was all for money 
now, and the enjoyment of his five thousand ii-year and his splendid 
palace at Woodstock, which was now being built. And liis Grace 
had sufficient occupation fighting his enemies at home this year, 
where it begun to be whispered that his fiivonr was decreasing, and 
liis duchess losing her hold on the Queen, who was transferring her 
royal affections to the famous Mrs. Maslxam, and Mrs. Masham’s 
humble servant; Mr. 'Harley. Against their intrigues, our Duke 
passed a great part of his time intriguing. Mr. Harley was got out 


of office, and Ids Grace, in so far, had a victory. But her Majesty, 
convinced against her will, was of that opinion still, of which the 
poet says people are when so convinced, and Mr. Harley beforo long 
had his revenge. 

Meanwhile the business of fighting did not go on any way to tlie 
satisfaction of Marlborough’s gallant lieutenants. During all 1707, 
with the French before us, we had never so much as a battle ; our 
army in Spain was utterly routed at Almanza by the gallant Duke 
of Berwick ; and we of Webb’s, which regiment the young Duke 
had commanded before his father’s abdication, wore a little proud 
to think that it was our colonel who had achieved this viotory. 
“ I think if I had had Galway’s place, and my Fnsileers,” says our 
general, “we would not have laid down our arms, even to our 
old colonel, as Galway did ; and Webb’s officers swore if wo had had 
Webb, at least we would not have been taken prisoners.” Our dear 
old general talked incautiously of himself and of others ; a braver 
or a more brilliant soldier never lived than ho ; but ho blew his 
honest trumpet rather more loudly than became a oommander of 
his station, and, mighty man of valour as he was, shook his great 
spear, and blustered before the army too fiercely. 

Mysterious Mr. Holtz went off on a secret expedition in the early 
part of 17 08, with great elation of spirits, and a prophecy to Es- 
mond that a wonderful something was about to take place. This 
secret came out on my friend’s return to the army, whither ho 
brought a most rueful and dejectod countenance, and owned that 
the great something he had been engaged upon had fiiilcd utterly. 
Ho had been indeed with that luckless expedition of the Chevalier 
de St. George, who was sent by the French king with ships arid an 
army from Dunkirk, and was to have invaded and conquered Scot- 
land. But that ill wind which ever opposed all the projects upon 
which the Prince over embarked, prevented the Chevalier’s invasion 
of Scotland, as ’tis known, arid blew poor Monsieur von I-Ioltz back 
into our camp again, to scheme and foretell, and to pry about m 
usual. The Chevalier (the King of England, as some of us hold 
him) went from Dunkirk to the French army to make the cam- 
paign against its. The Duke of Burgundy had the command this 
year, having the Duke of Berry with him, and the famous Maroschal 


Vendosme and tie Duke of Matignon to aid him in tlie campaign. 
.Holtz, who know every thing that was passing in Flanders and 
France (and the Indies for what I know), insisted that there would 
he no more fighting in 1708 than there had keen in the previous 
year, and that our commander had reasons for keeping him quiet. 
Indeed, Esmond’s general, who was known as a grumbler, and to 
have a hearty mistrust of the great Duke, and hundreds' more 
officers beside^ did not scruple to say that these private reasons 
came to the Duke in the shape of crown-pieces from the French 
King, by whom the Generalissimo was bribed to avoid a battle. 
There were plenty of men in our lines, quidnuncs, to whom Mr. 
•"Webb listened only toe willingly, who could specify the exact sums 
the Duke got, how much fell to Cadogan’s share, and what was the 
precise fee given to Doctor Hare.' 

And the successes with which the French began the campaign of 
■1708, served to give strength to .these reports of treason, which were 
in overy body’s mouth. Onr general allowed the enemy to get be- 
tween us and Ghent, and' declined to attack him, though for eight 
: and forty hours the armies were in presence of each other. Ghent 
was taken, and on the same day Monsieur do la Motlio summoned 
Bruges j , and these two great cities fell into the hands of the 
French without firing a shot. A few days afterwards La 
Mothe seized upon the fort of Plasheudall : and it began to be 
supposed that all Spanish Flanders, as well as Brabant, would 
fall into the hands of the French troops ; when the I’rinco 
Eugene arrived from the Mozeilo, and then there was no more 
shilly-shallying. 

The Prince of Savoy always signalised his arrival at tho army hy 
a great feast (my Lord Duke’s entertainments were both seldom 
and shabby) : and I remember our general returning from this 
dinner with tho two commanders-in-chief ; his honest head a little 
excited hy wine, which was dealt out much more liberally hy the 
Austrian than hy tho English commander : — “ Now,” says my gene- 
ral, slapping tho table, with an oath, “ lie must fight ; and when he 
is forced to it, d — it, no man in Europe can stand up against Jack 
Churchhill.” Within a week the battle of Ondenarde was fought, 
when, hate each other as they might, Esmond’s general and the 
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Gbmmander-in-Cbief were forced to admire each otter, so splendid 
was the gallantry of each upon this day. 

TJie brigade commanded by Major-General Webb gave and 
received about, as hard knocks as any that were delivered in that 
action, which Mr. Esmond had the fortune to serve at the head of 
his own company in his regiment, under the command of their own 
colonel as Major-General ; and it was Ins good-luck to bring the 
regiment out of action as commander of it, the four senior officers 
above him being killed in the prodigious slaughter which happened 
on that day. 1 like to think that Jack Haythorn, who sneered at 
me for being a bastard and a parasite of W ebb’s, as he chose to call 
me, and with whom I had had words, shook hands with me the 
day before the battle begun. Three days before, poor Brace, our 
lieutenant-colouel, had hoard of his elder brother’s death, and was 
heir to a baronetcy in Norfolk, and four thousand a-year. Fate, 
that had left him harmless through a dozen campaigns, seized on 
him just as the world was worth living for, and he went into 
action, knowing, as ho said, that the luck was going to turn against 
him. The major had just joined us — a creature of Lord Marl- 
borough, put in much to the dislike of the other officers, and to bo 
a spy upon us, as it was said. I know not whether the truth was 
so, nor who took the tattle of our mess to head- quarters, but 
Webb’s regiment, as its colonel, was known to be in the Cora- 
mander-itt-Chief’s black books : “And if he did not dare to break 
it up at home,” our gallant old chief used to say, “ he was deter- 
mined to destroy it before the enemy so that poor Major- I’roud- 
foot was put into a post of danger. 

Esmond’s dear young Viscount, serving as aide-de-camp to my 
Lord Duke, received a wound, and won an honourable name for 
himself in the Gazette; and Captain Esmond’s name was sent in 
for promotion by his general, too, whose favourite he was. It 
made his heart heat to. think: that certain eyes at home, the .bright- 
est in the world, might read the page on which his humble ser-vices 
were recorded ; but his mind was mado up steadily to keep out of 
their dangerous influence, aud to let time and absence conquer that 
passion ho had still lurking about him. Away from Beatrix, it 
did not trouble him ; but he knew as certain that if he returned 
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liome, his fever would break out again, and avoided Waieote as a 
Lincolnsh ire-man avoids returning to his fens, where he is sure that 
the ague is lying in wait for him. 

We of the English party in the army, who were inclined to 
sneer’ at eveiy thing that came out of Hanover, and to treat as little 
better than boors and savages the Elector’s court and family, were 
yet forced to confess that, on the day of Oudenarde, the young 
Electoral Prince, then making his first campaign, conducted him- 
self with the spirit and courage of an approved soldier. On this 
occasion his Electoral Highness had better luck than the King of 
England, who was with his cousins in the enemy’s camp, and had 
to run with them at the ignominious end of the day. With the 
most consummate generals in the world before them, and au admi- 
rable commander on their own side, they chose to neglect the 
oouncils, and to rush into a eoinbat with the former, which would 
have ended in the utter annihilation of their army but for tbe 
great skill and bravery of tbe Duke of Yendosme, who remedied, as 
far as courage and genius might, tbe disasters occasioned by the 
squabbles and follies of liis kinsmen, the legitimate princes of tbe 
blood royal.! 

“ If tbe Duke of Berwick had but been in the army, the fate of 
the day would have been very different,” wassail that poor Mr. 
von Holtz could say; “and you wp.uld ‘have seen that the hero 
of Almanza was fit tajpanasufe swords with; the conqueror of 
Blenheim.” 

The business relative to the exchange ’of prisoners was always 
going on, and was at least that ostensible one which kept Mr. 
Holtz; .perpetually on - the move between the forces of the Drench , 
and the Allies. I can answer for it, that he was once very near 
banged as" a spy by Major-General Wayne, when ho was released 
and sent on to head-quarters by a special order of the Commander- 
in-Okief. He came and wont, always favoured, wherever he was, 
by some high though occult protection; Pie carried messages be- 
tween the Duko of Berwick and bis uncle, our Duke. He seemed 
to know as well what was taking place in the Prince’s quarter a« 
our own : he brought the compliments of the King of England to 
some of our officers, the gentlemen of Webb’s among the rest, for 


tlieir behaviour on that great day ; and after Wynendael, -when our 
general was chafing at the neglect of our Gommander-iu-.Ghief, he 
said he knew how that action was regarded by the chiefs of the 
French army, and that the stand made before Wynendael wood 
was the passage by which the Allies entered Lille. 

“ Ah ! ” says Holtz (and some folks were very willing to listen 
to him), “ if the King came by bis own, how changed the conduct 
of affairs would be ! His Majesty’s very exile has this advantage, 
that he is enabled to- read England impartially, and to judge 
honestly of all the eminent men. His sister is always in the hand 
of one greedy favourite or another, through whose eyes she sees, 
and to whose flattery or dependents she gives away every thing. ' 
Bo you suppose that bis Majesty, knowing England so well as he 
does, would neglect such a man as General Webb ? lie ought to 
be in the House of Peers as Lord Lydiard. The enemy and all 
Europe know his merit ; it is that very reputation which certain 
great people, who hate all equality and independence, can never 
pardon." It was intended that these conversations should be car- 
ried to Mr. Webb. They were welcome to him, for great as Ins 
services were, no man could value them more than John Itichmond 
, Webb did himBelf, and the differences between him and Marl- 
borough being notorious, his Grace’s enemies in the army anil at home 
began to court Webb, and set him up against the all-grasping, 
domineering chief And soon after the victory of Oudenarde, a 
glorious opportunity fell into General Webb’s way, which that gal- 
lant warrior did not neglect, and which gave him the means of 
immensely increasing Ms reputation fft home. 

After Oudenarde, and against the counsels of Marlborough, it 
wiik said the Prince of Savoy sat down before Lille, the capital of 
French Flanders, and commenced that siege, the. most celebrated 
of our time, and almost as famous as. the siege of Troy itself, for the 
feats of valour performed in the assault .and the defence.. The en- 
mity of that Prince of Savoy against the French king was a furious 
personal hate, quite unlike the calm hostility of our great English 
general, who was no more moved by the game of war than that of 
billiards, and pushed forward his squadrons, and drove Ins red bat- 
talions hither and thither as calmly as he would combine a stroke 
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or make a cannon with the Italia. Tiio game over (and lie played 
it so as to be pretty sure to win it), not tlie least animosity against 
the, other party remained in the breast of this consummate tactician. 
Whereas between the Prince of Savoy and the French it was 
guerre a mart. Beaten off in one quarter, as he had been at Toulon 
in the last year, lie was back again on another frontier of France, 
assailing it -with his indefatigable fury. When the Prince came to 
the army, the smouldering fires of war were lighted up and burst 
out into a flame. Our phlegmatic Dutch allies were made to ad- 
vance at a quick inarch — our ealin Duke forced into action. The 
Prinoo was an army in himself against the French ; the energy of 
his hatred prodigious, indefatigable — infectious over hundreds of 
thousand, of men. The Emperor’s general was repaying, and with 
a vengeance, the slight the French king had put Upon the fiery 
little Abbe, of' Savoy. Brilliant and famous as a leader himself, 
and beyond all measure daring and intrepid, and enabled to cope 
with almost the best of those famous men of war who commanded 
the armies of the French King, Eugene had a weapon, tlie equal of 
which could not be 'found in France, siuce tlie camion-sbot. of Sae- 
bnoh laid low tbe noolg Turenne, and could hurl Marlborough at 
the heads of the French' host, and crush them as with a rock, under 
which all t he gathered strength of their strongest captains must 
go down. 

The English Duke took little part in thatwaat siege of Lille, 
wliich the Imperial Generalissimo pursued with all' his. force and 
vigour, further than to cover the besieging lines from the Duke of 
Burgundy’s army, between wbicb and tbe Imperialists our Duke 
Jay. Once^ whoh Prince Eugene was wounded, our Duke took his 
Kighhoss’s place in the trenches j but the - siege was with the Im- 
perialists, not with us. A division under Webb aud Bautmu was 
detached into Artois and Picardy upon tbe most painful and odious 
service that Mr. Esmond ever saw in the course of his military 
life. The wretched towns of the defenceless provinces, whose 
young men had been drafted away into the French armies, which 
year after year tho insatiable war devoured, were left at our mercy ; 
and our orders were to show them none. We found places garri- 
soned by invalids, and children and women ; poor as they were, 


and as the costs of tins miserable war had made them/ om* commis- 
sion was to rob these almost starving wretches — to tear the food 
out of their granaries, and strip them of their rags. ’Twas an ex- 
pedition of . rapine and murder we were sent on ; our soldiers did 
deeds such as an honest man. must blush to remember. We 
brought back money and provisions in quantity to the Duke’s camp ; 
there had been no one to resist us, and yet who dares to tell with 
what murder and violence, with what: brutal cruelty, outrage, in- 
sult, that ignoble booty had been ravished from the innocent and 
miserable victims of the war ? 

Meanwhile, gallantly as the operations before Lille had been 
conducted, the Allies had made but little progress, aud ’twas said 
when we returned to the Duke of Marlborough’s camp, that the 
siege would never: be brought to a satisfactory end, and that the 
Prince of Savoy would be forced to raise it. My Lord Marl- 
borough gave this as his opinion openly ; those who mistrusted 
him, and Mr. Esmond owns himself to be of the number, hinted 
that the Duke had his reasons why Lille should not be taken, and 
that bo was paid to that end by the French King. If this was so, 
and" I -believe it, General Webb bad now a remarkable opportunity , 
of gratifying his hiatrqd of the Commander-in-CMef, of balking that 
shameful avarice, which Was one of the basest and most notorious 
qualities of the famous Duke, and of showing Ms own consummate 
skill as a commander. ; And when I consider all the circumstances 
preceding the event which will now be related, that my Lord Duke 
was actually offered certain millions of crowns provided that the 
siege of Lille should be raised; that tlie Imperial army before it 
was without provisions aud ammunition, ami must'*, pave decamped 
but for the supplies that they received; that the, march of the 
couvoy destined to relieve the siege was accurately, known to. the 
French ; and that the force covering it, was. shamefully, inadequate 
to that end, and by six times inferior to Ooxxnt do la Mothe’s army, 
which was sent to intercept the convoy ; when ’tia certain that the 
"“Duke of Berwick, de la Mothe’s chief, was in constant cohrespon- 
deibsa^vitb his xxncle, the EngMsh generMi&simo : I believe on my 
conscience that ’twas my Lord Marlborough’s intention to prevent 
those supplies, of which tho 1’rineo of Savoy stood in absolute 
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need, from ever reaching his Highness ; that he meant to sacrifice 
the little army which covered this convoy, and to betray it as he 
had betrayed Tolleinaehe at Brest ; as he betrayed every friend he 
had, to -further his own schemes of avarice or ambition. But for 
the miraculous victory which Esmond’s general won over an army 
six or seven times greater tljan his own, the siege of Lille must 
have been raised; and it must be remembered that our gallant 
little force was under the command of a general whom Marlborough 
hated, that he was furious with the conqueror, and tried by the 
most open and shameless injustice afterwards to rob him of the 
credit of his victory. 


CHAPTER XV. 

GENERAL WEBB WINS THE BATTLE OF WYNENDAEL. 

By the besiegers and besieged of Lille, some of the most brilliant 
feats of valour were performed that ever illustrated any war, On 
the French ride (whose, gallantry was prodigious, the skill and 
bravery of Marshal Bouffiers actually eclipsing those of his con- 
queror, the Prince of Savoy) may he mentioned that daring action 
of Messieurs de Luxembourg and Tournefort, who, with a body of 
horse and dragoons, carried powder into tho town, of which the 
besieged were in extreme want, each soldier bringing a hag with 
forty pounds of powder behind him ; with which perilous provision 
they engaged our own horse, faced the fire of the foot brought 
out to meet them ; and though half of the men were blown up in 
the dreadful errand they rode on, a part of them got into the town 
with the succours of which the garrison was so much in want. A 
French officer, Monsieur da Bois, performed an net equally daring, 
and perfectly successful. The Duke’s great army lying at Helchin, 
and covering the siege, and it being necessary for M. de Vendosmc 
to get news of the condition of the place, Captain Dubois performed 
his famous exploit : not only passing through the lines of the siege, 
but swimming afterwards no less tliansoven moats and ditches : and 
coming back the same way, s wimming with his letters in his mouth. 


By these letters Monsieur do Boufflers said that he could -under- 
take to hold the place till October ; and that, if one of the convoys 
of the Allies could be intercepted, they must raise the siege alto- 
gether. 

Such a convoy as hath been said was now prepared at Ostend, 
and about to march for the siege ; and on the 27th September, we 
(and the Brunch too) had news that it was on its way. It was 
composed of 700 waggons, containing ammunition of all sorts, and 
was escorted out of Ostend by 2000 infantry and 300 horse. At 
the same time M. do la Motlie quitted Bruges, having with hitn 
five and thirty battalions, and upwards' of sixty squadrons, and 
forty guns in pursuit of the convoy. 

Major-General Webb had meanwhile made up a force of twenty 
battalions, and three squadrons of dragoons, at Turout, whence he 
moved to cover the convoy and pursue la Motho : with whose ad- 
vanced guard ours came up upon the great plain of Turout, and be- 
fore the little wood and castle of Wynendael; behind which the 
convoy was inarching. 

As soon as they came in sight of the enemy, our advanced troops 1 
were halted, with the wood behind them, and the rest of our force 
brought up as quickly as possible, our little body of horse being 
brought forward to the opening of the plain, as our general said, to 
amuse the enemy. When M. la Mothe came up he found us posted 
in two lines in front of the wood; and formed his own army in 
battle facing ouris, in eight lines, four of infantry in front, and 
dragoons and cavalry boliind. 

The .French began the action, as usual, with a cannonade which 
lasted three hours, when they made their attack, advancing in 
twelve lines, four of foot and four of horse, upon the allied troops 
in the wood whore we were posted. Their infautry behaved ill; 
they were ordered to charge with the bayonet, hut, instead, began 
to fire, and almost at the very first discharge from our men, broke 
and fled. The cavalry behaved better ; witb these alone, who were 
three or four times as numerous as our whole force, Monsieur do la 
Mothe might have won victory : but only two of our battalions 
were shaken in the least ; and these speedily rallied : nor could 



an inch from the position in the wood in which our general had 
placed them. 

After attacking for two hours, the French retired at nightfall 
entirely foiled. "With all the loss we had inflicted upon him, the 
enemy was still three times stronger than we : and it could not be 
supposed that our general could pursue M. de la Mothe, or do 
muoh more than hold our ground about the wood, from which the 
Frenchman had in vain attempted to dislodge us. La Mothe re- 
tired behind his forty guns, his cavalry protecting them better 
than it had been enabled to annoy us ; and meanwhile the convoy, 
which was of more importance than all our little force, and the 
safe passage of which vve would have dropped to the last man to 
marched away in perfect safety during the action, and 
reached the besieging camp before Lille. 

Major-General Cadogan, my Lord Duke’s Quarter-Master-Gon- 
eral (and between whom and Mr. Webb -there was no love lost), 
accompanied the convoy, and joined Mr, Webb with a couple of 
hundred horse just as the battle was over, and the enemy in full 
retreat. He ottered, readily enough, to , charge with his horse 
upon the French as they fell back ; but his force was too weak to 
inflict any damage upon them ; and Mr. Webb, commanding as 
thought , enough was done in holding our ground 
light still have overwhelmed us had we 
territory, and in securing the safe passage 
the liorae brought up by Cadogan 
a sword ; and only prevented, by the good countenance 
showed, any disposition the French might have had to renew 
on us. And no attack coming, at nightfall General 
•ow off with his squadron, being bound for head-quarters, 
at parting grimly saluting each other, 
at Roncq time enough to lick my Lord Duke’s 
at supper,” says Mr. Webb. 

Our own men lay out in the woods of Wynendael that night, and 
general had his supper in the little castle there. 

If I was Cadogan, I woidd have a peerage for this day’s work,” 
said; “and Harry, thou shouldst have a regiment, 
been reported in the last two actions : thou werfc near 


killed in tlie first. I shall mention, thee in my despatch to his G race 
the Oomniander-in-Chiefj and recommend thee to poor Dick Har- 
wood’s vacant majority. Have you ever a hundred guineas to give 
Cardonnel i Slip them into his hand to-morrow, when you go to 
head-quarters with my report.” 

In this report the Major-General was good enough to mention 
Captain Esmond’s name with particular favour ; and that gentleman 
carried the despatch, to head-quarters the next day, and was not a 
little pleased to bring back a letter by lus Grace’s secretary, 
addressed to Lieutenant-General W ebb. The Dutch officer des- 
patched by Count Nassau Woudeubourg, Vselt-Mareschal Auver- 
querque’s son, brought back also a complimentary letter to his 
commander, who had seconded Mr. Webb in the action with great 
valour and skill. 

Esmond, with a low bow and a smiling face, presented his despatch, 
and saluted Mr. Webb as Lieutenant-General, as he gave it in. 
The gentlemen ronud about him — he was riding with his suite on 
the road to Menin as Esmond came up with him — gave a cheer, and 
he thanked them, and opened the despatch with rather a flushed 
eager face. 

Ho slapped it down on his boot in a rage after he had read it. 
“ ’Tis not even writ with his own baud. Head it out, Esmond.” 
And Esmond read it out 

“ Sir — Mr. Cadogan is just now come in, and has acquainted me 
with tlm success of the action you bad yesterday in the afternoon 
against the body of troops commanded by M. de k Mothe, at 
Wynendael, which must be attributed chiefly to your good conduct 
and resolution. You may bo sure I hhall do you justice at home, 
and Ire glad on all occasions to own the service you have done in 
securing this convoy. — Yours, &c., M.” 

“ Two liues by that d d Cardonnel, and no more, for tiro 

taking of Lille— for beating five times our number — for an action 
as brilliant as the best he ever fought,” says, poor Mr. Webb. 
“ Lieutenant-General ! That’s nob his doing. I was the oldest 

major-general. By , I believe he had been bettor pleased if I 

had boon beat.” 
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The letter to the Dutch officer was in French, and longer and 
more complimentary than that to Mr. 'Webb. 

“ And this is the man,” lie broke out, “ that’s gorged with gdi.i 
— that’s covered with titles and honours that we won for him — and 
that grudges even a lino of praise to a comrade inarms! Hasn’t 
he enough ? Don’t we light that he may roll in riches? Well, 
well, wait for tlxo Gazette, gentlemen. The Queen and the country 
will do us justice if his Grace denies it us.” There were tears of 
rage in the brave warrior’s eyes as lie spoke ; and he dashed them 
off Iris face on to his glove. He shook his list in the air. “ Oh, 
by the Lord ! ” says he, “ I know what I had rather have than a 
peerage ! ” 

“And what is that, sir?” some of them asked. 

“I had rather have a quarter of an hour with John Churchill, 
on a fair green field, and only a pair of rapiers between my shirt 

“isir!” interposes ono.- 

“ Tell him so ! I know that’s what you mean. I know every 
word goes to him that’s dropped from every general officer’s mouth. 
I don’t say he’s not brave. Curse him ! he’s brave enough } hut 
we’ll wait for the Gazette, gentlemen. God save her Majesty ! 
she’ll do ns justice:” ■ 

Tho Gazette did not come to us till a month afterwards; when 
my general and his officers had the honour to dine with Prince 
Eugene in Lille] his Highness being good enough to say that we 
had brought the provisions, and ought to share in the banquet. 
’Twas a great bauquot. Ilia Grace of Marlborough was on his 
. Highness’s right, and on his loft the Mareselial de Boufilers, who 
had so bravely defended the place. The chief officers of either 
army -were present] and you may be sure Esmond’s general was 
• splendid this day : Ins tall noble person, and manly beauty of face, 
made him remarkable any whore; he wore, for the first time, tho 
star of tlie Order of Generosity, that his Prussian Majesty had sent 
to him for his victory. His Highness, the Prince of Savoy, called 
a toast to the conqueror of 'Wynendael. My Lord Duico drank it 
with rather a sickly smile. The aides-de-camp were present] and 
Harry Esmond and his deal' young lord were together, as they 


always strove to lie when duty would permit: they wore over 
against the table ‘where the generals were, anil eoulil see all that 
p. aaeii pretty well. Frank laughed at my Lord Dulse’s glum face : 
the affair of Wynendael, and the Captain-General's conduct to 
Webb, had been the talk of the whole army. When, liis Highness 
spoke, and gave— -“Le vainqueur de Wynendael; son arm.de et sa 
victoire,” adding “qni nous font diner it Lille auj ourdhuy”— there 
was a great cheer through the hall ; for Mr. Webb’s bravery, 
generosity, and very weaknesses of character caused him to ho 
beloved in the army. 

“Like Hector, handsome, and like Paris, brave!” whispers 
Frank Castle wood, “A Venus, an elderly Venus, couldn’t infuse 
him a pippin. Stand up, Harry. See, we are drinking the army 
of Wynendael. Kaiuillics is nothing to it. Huzzay! huzzay!” 

At this very time, and just after our general had made Ilia 
acknowledgment, some one brought in an Euglish Gazette — and 
was passing it from hand to hand down the tabic. Officers were 
eager enough to read it; mothers and sisters at home must lmvo 
sickened over it. There scarce came out a Gazette for six years 
that did not tell of some heroic death or some brilliant achievement. 

“Here it is — Action of Wynendael — hero you are, General,” 
says Frank, seizing hold of the little dingy paper that soldiers love 
to read so ; and, scrambling over from our bench, he went to whom 
the General sat, who knew him, and had seen many a time at his 
table Ms laughing, handsome face, which every body loved who 
saw. The generals in their great perukes made way for him. He 
handed the paper oyer General Dolma’s buff coat to our general on 
the opposite side. 

Ho camo hobbling back, and blushing at his feat: “I thought 
he’d like it, Harry,” the young fellow whispered. “ Didn’t I like 
to read my name after Ilamillies, in the ‘ London Gazette?’ — Vis- 
count Gastlowood serving a volunteer- — —I say, what’s yonder?" 

Mr. Webb, reading the “ Gazette,” looked very strange — slapped 
it down on the table — -then, sprung up in his place, and began to,— 
“ Will your Highness please to : 

His grace the Duke of Mailborough hero jumped up too — 
“ There’s some mistake, my dear General Webb.” 


besides, was higher than the General (being seated with the Prince 
of Savoy, the Electoral Prince of Hanover, and the envoys of 
Prussia and Denmark, under a baldaquin), and "Webb could not 
reach him, tall as he was. 

“Stay,” says he, with a smile, as if catching at some idea, and 
then, with a perfect; courtesy, drawing his sword, he ran the 
“ Gazette” through with the point, and said, “ Permit in© to hand 
it to your Grace.” 

The Duke looked very black. ' “ Take it,” says he, to his Master 
of the Horse, who was waiting behind him. a 

The Lieutenant-General made a very low bow, and retired andF 
finished his glass. The “ Gazette ” in which Mr. Cardonnel, the 
Duke’s secretary, gave an account of the victory of Wyneudael, 
mentioned Mr. Webb’s name, but gave the sole praise and conduct 
of the action to the Duke’s favourite, Mr. Cadogan. 

: There was no little talk and excitement occasioned by this strange 
behaviour of General Webb, who had almost drawn a sword upon 
the Commander-in-Chiof ; but the General, after the first outbreak 
of his anger, mastered it outwardly altogether ; and, by his subse- 
quent behaviour, had the satisfaction of even more angering the 
Coirnnander-in-Cluof, than he could have done by any public exhi- 
bition of resentment. 

On returning to his quarters, and consulting with his chief ad- 
viser, Mr. Esmond, who was now entirely in the General’s Confi- 
dence, and treated by him as a friend, and almost a son, Mr. Webb 
writ a letter to his Grace the Ooinmander-in-Ohief, in which lie 
said : — 

“Your Grace must be aware that the sudden perusal of the 
London Gazette,’ in which your Grace’s secretary, Mr. Cardonnel, 
hath mentioned Major-General Cadogan’s name, as the officer com- 
manding in the late action of Wyaendael, must have caused a feel- 
ing of any thing but pleasure to the General who fought that 
action.' ■ 

“Your Graco must he aware that Mr. Cadogan was not even 
- present at the battle, though lie arrived with squadrons of horse 


at its close, and put himself under tlic command of his superior 
officer. And as the result of the battle of Wynendacl, iu which 
Lieutenant-General Webb had the good fortune to command, was 
the capture of Lille, the relief of Brussels, then invested by the 
enemy under the Elector of Bavaria, the restoration of the great 
cities of Ghent and Bruges, of which the enemy (by treason within 
the walls) had got possession, in. the previous year : Mr. Webb can- 
not consent to forego the honours of such a success aud service, for 
the benefit of Mr. Oadogan, or any other person. 

“As soon as the military operations of the year are over, Lieu- 
tenant-General Webb will request permission to leave the army, 
and return to his place in Parliament, where he gives notice to his 
G race the Oommander-in-Chief, that lie shall lay his case before the 
House of Commons, the country, and her Majesty the Queen. 

“ By Ms eagerness to rectify that false statement of the Gazette, : 
which had been written by his Grace’s secretary, Mr. Cardonnel, 
Mr. Webb, not being able to reach Ms Grace the Commander-in- 
Cliief on account of the gentlemen seated between them, placed the 
paper containing the false statement on his sword, so that it might 
more readily arrive in the hands of his Grace the Duke of Marl- 
borough, who surely would wish to do justice to every officer of 
Ilia army. 

> “ Mr, Webb knows his duty too well to think- of insubordination 
to bis superior officer, or of using his sword in a campaign against 
any but the enemies of her Majesty. He solicits permission to re- 
turn to "England immediately the military duties will permit, and 
take with him to England Captain Esmond; of his regiment, who 
acted as his aide-de-camp, and was present diming the entire action, 
and noted by Ms watch the time when Mr. Oadogan arrived at its 
close.” - 

The Commander-iii-Cliiof could not hut grant this permission, 
nor could ho take notice of Webb’s letter, though it was couched in 
terms the most insulting. Half the army believed that the cities 
of Ghent and Bruges, were given up by. a treason, which some in 
our army very well understood ; that the Commander-iu- Chief 
would not have relieved Lille if ho could have helped himself; 
that he would not have fought that year had not the Prince of 
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Savoy forced liim. Whim the battle once began, then, for bis own 
renown, my Lord Marlborongb would fight as no man in the world 
ever fought better ; and no bribe on earth could keep him from 
beating the enemy.'" 

But the matter was taken up by the subordinates ; and half the 
army might have been by the ears, if the quarrel had not been 
stopped. . General Cadogan sent an intimation to General Webb 
to say that he was ■ ready if Webb liked, and would meet him. 
This was a kind of invitation our stout old general was always too 
ready to accept, and ’twas with great difficulty we got the General 
to reply that he had no quarrel with Mr. Cadogan, who had be- 
haved with perfect gallantry, hub only with those at head-quarters, 
who had belied him. Mr. Cardonnel offered General Webb repa- 
ration; Mr. Webb said lie had a cane at the service of Mr. Cardonnel, 
and the only satisfaction ho wanted from him was one he was not 
likely to get, namely, tho truth. The officers in our staff of Webb’s, 
and those in the immediate suite of the General, were ready to 
come to blows ; and hence arose the only affair in which Mr. Es- 
mond ever engaged as principal, and that was. from a revengeful 
wish to wipe off an old injury. , 

My Lord Mohun, who had a troop in Lord.MhodesMd’s 
ment of tho Horse Guards, rode this campaign with the Duke, IT© 
had; sunk by this time ..to the very worst reputation ; he had had 

* Our Grandfather’s hatred of tho Duke of Marlborough appears all through 
his account of those campaigns. He always persisted that the Duke was tho 
greatest traitor-anil soldier history ever told of : and declared that, ho tool; bribes 
on all hands during tho war. My Lord Marquis (for so wo may call him here, 

. though he never wont by any other name than Colonel Esmond) was in the habit 
of telling many stories which he did not set down in liis memoirs, and- which ho 
had from Ins friend the Jesuit, who was not alivoys correctly informed, and who 
persisted that Marlborough was looking for a bribe of two millions of crowns be- 
fore the campaign of Ramillics. 

And our Grandmother used to tell us children, that on his first presentation to 
my Lord Duke, the Duke turned his hack upon my Grandfather; and said to tho 
Duchess, who told my lady dowager at Chelsey, who afterwords told Colonel Es- 
mond— "Tom .Esmond’s bastard lias been to my lcveo : he lias the hang-dog look 
of his rogue of a father”— an expression which my Grandfather , never forgave. 
He was as constant in his dislikes as in liis attachments ; and exceedingly partial 
to Webb, whose side he took against the more celebrated general, "We have 
General Webb’s portrait now at Costlewood. Va, 
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another fatal duel in Spain ; he had married, and forsaken his wife j 
lie was a gambler, a profligate, and debauchee. Ho joined just be- 
fore Ondenarde ; and, as Esmond feared, as soon aa Frank 
Castlewood heard of his arrival, 1’rauk was for seeking him out, 
and killing him. The wound my lord got at Ondenarde prevented 
their meeting, hut that was nearly healed, and Mr, Esmond 
trembled daily lest any chance should bring his hoy and this known 
assassin, together. They mot at the mess-table of Handyside’s 
regiment at Lille ; the officer commanding not knowing of the 
feud between the two noblemen. 

Esmond had not seen the hateful handsome face of Mohuu for 
nine years, since they had met on that fatal night in Leicester 
Field. It was degraded with crime and passion now ; it wore the 
anxious look of a man who has three deaths — and who knows how 
many hidden shames, and lusts, and crimes on his conscience. He 
bowed with a sickly low bow, and slunk away wheu our host pre- 
sented us round to one another. Frank Castlewood had not known 
him till then, so changed was he. He knew the boy .well enough. 

’Twas curious to look at the two — especially the young man, 
whose face flushed up when he heard the hated name of the other ; 
and who said in his bad French and his bravo boyish voice — “He 
had long been anxious to meet my Lord Mohun,” The other only 
bowed, and moved away from him. I do him justice, he wished to 
have no quarrel with the lad. 

Esmond put himself between them at table. “ D it,” says 

Frank, “ why do you put yourself in the place of a man who is 
above you in. degree ? My Lord Mohun should walk after me. I 
want to sib by my Lord Mohun.” 

Esmond whispered to Lord Mohun, that Frank was hurt in the 
leg at Ondenarde ; ami besought the other to be quiet. Quiet 
enough ho was for some time; disregarding the many taunts which 
young Castlewood flung at him, until after several healths, when 
my Lord Mohun gob to be rather in liquor. ] 

"Will you go away, my lord?” Mr. Esmond said to him, im- 
ploring him to quit the table. 

“ No, by G ,” says my Lord Mohun. “ I’ll not go away for 

any man ; ” he was quite flushed with wine by this time. 
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The talk got round to the affairs of yesterday. Webb had offer- 
ed to challenge the Commander-in-Chief : Webb had been ill-used : 
Webb was the bravest, handsomest, vainest man in the army. 
Lord Mohun did not know that Esmond was Webb’s aide-de-camp. 
He began to tell some stories against the General ; which, from 
t’other side of Esmond, young Castlewood contradicted. 

“ I can’t bear any more of this,” says my Lord Mohun. 

“ Nor can I, my lord,” says Mr. Esmond, starting up. “The 
story my Lord Mohun has told respecting General Webb is false, 
gentlemen — false, I repeat,” and making a low bow to Lord Mohun, 
mul without a single word more, Esmond got up and left the 
dining-room. These affairs were common enough among the mili- 
tary of those days. There was a garden behind the house, and all 
the party turned instantly into it ; and the two gentlemen’s coats 
were off and their points engaged within two minutes after Es- 
mond’s words had been spoken. If Captain Esmond bad put 
Mohun out of the world, as he might, a villain would have been 
punished and spared further villainies — but wbo is one man to 
punish another ‘t I dcolare upon my honour that my only thought 
was to prevent Lord Mohun from mischief with Frank, and the 
end of this meeting was, that after half-a-dozen passes my lord went 
home with a hurt which prevented him from lifting his right arm 
for three months. 

Harry ! why didn’t you lull the villain!” young Castlewood 
asked. “I can’t walk without a crutch : but I could have met 
him on horseback with sword and pistol.” But Harry Esmond 
mid, “ ’Twas best to have no man’s life on one’s conscience, not oven 
that villain’s ; ” and this affair, which did not occupy three minutes, 
being over, the gentlemen went bank to tbeir wine, and my Lord 
Mohun to his quarters, where he was laid up with a fever which 
had spared mischief had it proved fatal. And very soon after this 
affair Harry Esmond and his General left the camp for London ; 
whither a certain reputation had preceded the Captain, for my 
Lady Castlewood of Chelsey received him as if ho had been a con- 
quering hero. She gave a great dinner to Mr. Webb, where the 
General’s chair was crowned with laurels ; and hor 1 ladyship called 
Esmond’s health in a toast, to which my kind General was graciously 


pleased’ to -bear the strongest testimony : and took down a mob of 
at least forty coaches to cheer om- general as he came out of the 
House of Commons, the day when he received the thanks of 
Parliament for his action. The mob huzza’d and applauded him, 
as well as the line company : it was splendid to see him waving his 
hat, and bowing, and laying his hand upon his Order of Generosity. 
He introduced Mr. Esmond to Mr. St. John and the Right Hon- 
ourable Robert Harley, Esquire, as he came out of the House walking 
between them ; and was pleased to make many flattering obser- 
vations regarding Mr. Esmond’s /behaviour during . the three last 
campaigns. 

Mr. St. John (who load the most winning presence of any man 
I ever saw, excepting always my peerless young Frank Castlewood) 
said he had heard of Mr. Esmond before from Captain Steele, and 
how he had helped Mr. Addison to mite Ms famous poem of the 
“ Campaign.” 

“ ’Twas as great an achievement as the victory of Blonlieim 
itself,” Mr. Harley said, who was famous as a judge and patron 
of letters, and so, perhaps, it may he- — though for my part I think 
there are twenty beautiful lines, hut all the rest is commonplace, 
and Mr. Addison’s hymn worth a thousand such poems. 

All the town Was indignant at my Lord Duke’s unjust treat- 
ment of General Webb, and applauded the vote of thanks which 
■the House of Commons gave to the General' for his victory at 
Wynendael. ’Tis certain that the capture of Lille,' was the conse- 
quence of that lucky achievement, and the humiliation of the old 
Fronolx king, who was said to suffer more at the loss of this great 
city, than from any of the former victories our troops had won over* 
him. And, I think, no small part of Mr, Webb’s exultation at 
his victory, arose from the idea that Marlborough had been disap- 
pointed of a great bribe the French king had promised him, should 
the siege he raised. The very sum of money offered to him was 
mentioned by the Duke’s enemies ; and honest Mr. Webb chuckled 
at the not ion, not only of beating the French, but of heating Marl- 
borough too, and intercepting a convoy of three millions of French 
crowns, that wero on their way to the Generalissimo’s insatiable 
pockets. When the General’s lady went to the Queen’s drawing- 



room, all tho Tory women crowded round her with congratulations, 
and made her a train greater than the Duchess of Marlborough’s 
own. Feasts were given to the General by all the chiefs of the 
Tory party, who vaunted him as the Duke’s equal in military 
skill; and perhaps used the worthy soldier as their instrument, 
whilst he thought they were but acknowledging his merits as a 
commander. As the General’s aide-de-camp, and favourite officer, 
Mr. Esmond, cam© in for a share of his chief’s popularity, and was 
presented to her Majesty,, and advanced to the rank of Lieutenant- 
Colonel, at the request of his grateful chief. 

We may be sure there was one. family in which any good fortune 
that happened to Esmond, caused such a sincere pride and pleasure, 
that he, for his part, was thankful lie could make them so liappy. 
With these fond friends/ Blenheim and Oudenarde seemed to be 
mere trifling incidents of the war ; and Wynondael was its crown- 
ing victory. Esmond’s mistress never tired to hear accounts of the 
battle; anti I think General Webb’s lady grew jealous of her, for 
General was for ever, at Kensington, and talking on that de- 
As for his aide-de-camp, though, no doubt, 
vanity was pleased at the little share of 
good fortune had won him, yet it was chiefly 
he may say so, now that ho hath long since out- 
ib pleased his mistress, and, above, all, because 

Beatrix valued it. 

As for the old dowager of Chelsey, nevor was an old woman in 
all England more delighted nor more gracious than she. Esmond 
had his quarters in Ivor ladyship’s house, where the domestics were 
instructed to consider him as their master. She bade him give en- 
tertainments, of which she defrayed the charges, and was oliarmed 
his guests were carried away tipsy in their coaches. Sho 
picture taken; and accordingly ho was painted by 
rod coat, and smiling upon a bomb-shell, which 
at the corner of tlio piece. She vowed that unless he 
should never die easy, and was for ever 
Chelsey, with pretty feces and pretty for- 


lifetime, when a trembling page lio stood before her, with her lady- 
ship’s basin and ewer, or crouched in her coach-step. The only- 
fault she fouud with him was, that he was more sober than an 
Esmond ought to be ; and would neither be carried to bod by his 
valet, nor lose his heart to any beauty, whether of St. James’s or 
Cgwent Garden. 

(/what is the meaning of fidelity in love, and whence the birth of 
it ? ’Tis a state of mind that' men fall into, and depending on the 
man rather than the woman. Wo love being in love, that’s the 
truth on’t. If we had not met Joan, we should have met Kate, 
and adored her. Wo know our mistresses are no better than many 
other women, nor no prettier, nor no wiser, nor no wittier. ’Tis 
not for these reasons we love a woman, or for any special quality 
or charm I know of ; we might as well demaud that a lady should 
be the tallest woman in the world, like the Shropshire giantess, * 
as that she should be a paragon 'in- any otlior character, before we 
began to love her; Esmond’s mistress had a thousand faults beside 
her charms : he knew both perfectly well ! She was imperious, shqj 
was light-minded, she was flighty, she was false, she had no reve§j 
rence in her character ; she was in every thing, even in beauty, : theft 
■contrast of her mother, who was the most devoted and the least',* 
selfish of women. Well, from the very first moment he saw her ou| ' 
the stairs at Walcote, Esmond knew he loved Beatrix. There’! 
might be better women — ho wanted that one. He cared for nemo 
other. Was it because she was gloriously beautiful ? Beautiful as 
she was, bo had bear’d people say a score of times in their com pany, 
that Beatrix’s mother looked as young, and was the handsomer of 
the two. Why did her voice thrill, in his ear so 1 She could not 
sing near so well as Nicplini or Mrs. Tofts; nay, she sang out of 
tune, arid yet he liked to hear her .better than St, Cecilia. She 
had not a finer complexion than Mrs. Steele (Dick’s wife, whom lie 
had now got, and who ruled poor Dick with a rod of pickle), and 
yet to see her dazzled Esmond ; he would shut his eyes, and the 
thought of her dazzled him all the Same, She was brilliant and 
lively in talk, but not so incomparably witty as her mother, who, 

.*• ’Tis not thus woman loves : Col. E. hath owned to tins folly for a score of 
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when she was cheerful, said the finest things; hut yet to hear her, 
and to be with her, was Esmond’s- greatest pleasure. Days passed 
away between him and these ladies, he scarce knew how. He 
poured his heart out to them, so as he never could in any other 
company, where he hath generally passed for being moody, or super- 
cilious and silent. This society* was more delightful than that 
of the greatest wits to him. May Heaven pardon hirn the lies ho 
told the dowager at Ohelsey, in order to get a pretext for going 
away to Kensington ; the business at the Ordnance which he in- 
vented; the interview with his General, the courts and statesman’s 
levees which lie didn't frequent and describe ; who wore a new 
suit on Sunday at Saint James’s or at the Queen’s birth-day ; how 
many coaches filled the street at Mr. Harley’s levee; how many 
bottles he had had the honour to drink over-night with Mr. St. 
John at the Cocoa-Tree, or at the Garter with Mr. Walpole and 
Mr. Steele, ;■ 

Mistress Beatrix Esmond had been a dozen times on the point 
of making great matches, so the Court scandal said; but for his 
part Esmond never would believe the stories against her ; and 
came back, after three years’ absence from her, not so frantic as lie 
nad been perhaps, but still hungering after liar and no other ; still 
hopeful, still ltneoling, with his heart in his hand for the young 
lady to take. We were now. got to 1709. She was hear twenty- 
two years old, and three years at Court, and without a husband. 

“ ’Tie not for want of being asked,” Lady Castlewood said, look- 
ing into Esmond’s heart, as she could, with that perceptiveness af- 
fection gives. “But she will make no mean match, Hairy: she 
will not marry as I would have her; the person whom I should 
like to call my son, and Henry Esmond knows who that is, is best 
served, by my not pressing his claim. Beatrix is so wilful, that 
wliat I would urge on her, she would be suro to resist. The man 
who would marry her will not be happy with lier, unless he be a 
great person, and can put her in a great position. Beatrix loves 
admiration more than love ; and longs, beyond all tilings, for com- 
mand. Why should a mother speak so of her child 1 You are my 

* And, indeed, so was his to them, a thousand thousand times more charming, 
for where was hiB equal ? — K. 


son, too, Harry. You slioulcl know the truth about your sister. 
I thought you might cure youi'self of your passion,” my lady added, 
fondly. “ Other people oau cure themselves of that folly, you know. 
But I seo you are still as infatuated as over. When we read 
your name in the Gazette, I pleaded for you, my poor boy. Poor 
boy, indeed 1 You are growing a grave old gentleman now, and I 
am an old woman. She likes your fame well enough, and she 
likes your person. She says you have wit, and fire, and good 
breeding, and are more natural than the fine gentlemen of the 
Court. But this is not enough. She wants a eouunaudar-iu-chief, 
and not a colonel. Were a duke to ask her, she would leave an 
earl whom she had promised. I told you so before. I know not 
how my poor girl is so worldly.” 

“ Well," says Esmond, “a man can but givo his host and Lis all. 
She has that from me. What little reputation I have won, I 
swear I cared for it because I thought Beatrix would be pleased 
with it. What care I to he a colonel or a general? Think you 
’twill matter a few score years hence, what our foolish honours to- 
day are 1 I, would have had a little fame, that she might wear it 
in her hat. If I had any thing better, I would endow her with it. 
If she wants my life, I would give it her, If Bhe marries another, 
I will say God bless him. I make no boast, nor no complaint. I 
think my fidelity is folly, perhaps. But so it is. I cannot help 
myself, I love her. You are a thousand times better : the fond- 
est, the fairest, the dearest, of women. Sure, my dear lady, I see 
all Beatrix’s faults as well as you do. But she is my late, "fin 
endurable. I shall not die for not liaving her. I think I should 
he no happier if I won her. Qua vmdez-vous ? as my Lady of 
Chelsey would say. Je l'avme 

“ I wish she would have you,” said Harry’s fond mistress, giving 
a hand to him. Ho kissed the fair hand (’turns tho prettiest dim- 
pled little hand in the world, and rny Lady Castle wood, though 
now almost forty years old, did not look to he within ton years 
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myself for nothing, it may be. "Well, ’tis the price I choose to 
take. I am worth nothing, or X am worth all.” 

" You are such a treasure,” Esmond's mistress was pleased to 
say, “that the woman who has your love, shouldn’t change it 
away against a kingdom, I think. I am a country-bred woman, 
and caunot say but the ambitious of the town seeui mean to me. 
I never was awe-stricken by my Lady Duchess’s rank and finery, 
or. afraid,” she added, with a sly laugh, “ of any thing but her tem- 
per. I hear of Court ladies: who pine because her Majesty looks 
cold on them ; and great noblemen who would give a limb that 
they might wear a garter on the other. This worldliness, which X 
can’t comprehend, was horn with Beatrix, who, on the first day of 
her waiting, was a perfect courtier. We are like sisters, and She 
the eldest sister, somehow. She tells mo I have a mean spirit. I 
laugh, and say; she adores a coach-aud-six. I cannofrreason her out 
of her ambition. * Tis natural to her, as to me to love quiet, and 
bo indifferent about rank and riches. What are they, Harry? 
aud for how long do they last? Our home is not here.” She 
smiled, as she spoke, and looked like an angel that was only on 
earth on a visit. “ Our home is where the just are, and where our 
sins and sorrows enter not. My father used to rebuke me, and 
say that I was too hopeful about Heaven. But I cannot help my 
nature, and grow obstinate as I grow to be an old woman ; and as 
I Iovo my children so, sure our Father loves us with a thousand 
and a thousand times greater love. It must be that we shall meet 
yonder, and be happy. Yes, you — and my children, and my dear 
lord. Do you know, Harry, since his death, it has always seemed 
to me as if his love came back to me, and that we arc parted no 
more. Perhaps he is here now, Harry — I think ho is. Forgiven 
I am sure he is : even Mr, Atfcorbury absolved him, and ho died 
forgiving. <D, what a noble heart ho had 1 How geuerous ho was ! 
X was but fifteen, and a child when he married me. How good he 
was to stoop to me ! He was always good to the poor and hum- 
ble.” She stopped, then present])’', noth a peculiar expression, as 
if her eyes were looking into heaven, and saw my lord there, slm 
smiled, and gave a little laugh.' “ 1 laugh to see you, sir,” she 
says ; "when you come, it seems as if you never were away,” One 
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may put her words down, and remember them, but how describe 
her sweet tones, sweeter than music. 

My young lord did not come home at the end of the campaign, 
and wrote that he was kept at Bruxelles on military duty. In- 
deed, I believe lie was engaged in laying siege to a certain lady, 
who was of the suite of Madame de Soissons, the Prince of Savoy’s 
mother, who was just dead, and who, like the Blemish, fortresses, 
was taken and retaken a great number of times during the war, 
and occupied by French, English, and Imperialists. Of course, 
Mr. Esmond did not think fit to enlighten Lady Castlewood re- 
garding the young scapegrace’s doings : nor had he said a word 
about the affair with Lord Mohun, knowing how abhorrent that 
man’s name was to his mistress. Frank did not waste much time 
or money on pen and ink ; and, when Harry came homo with his 
General, only writ two lines to his mother, to say his wound in tlie 
leg was almost healed, that he would keep his coming of age next 
year — that the duty aforesaid would keep him at Bruxelles, arid 
that Cousin Harry would toll all tlio news. 

But from Bruxelles, knowing how the Lady Castlewood always 
liked to liave a letter about the famous 29th of December, my lord 
writ her a long and full one, and in this he must have describikl 
the affair with Mohun j for when Mr. Esmond came to visit Ms 
mistress one day, early in the* new year, to his great wonderment, 
she and her daughter both came up and saluted him, and after 
them the dowager of Cheteey, too, whose chairman had just brought 
her ladyship front her village to . Kensington across the 1 fields. 
After this honour, I say, from the two ladies of Castlewood, the 
dowager came ' forward in great state, with her grand tall headdress 
of King James’s reign, that she never forsook,, and said, “Cousin 
Henry, all our family have met j and we thank you, cousin, for 
your noble conduct towards the head of our house.” And point- 
ing to her blushing cheek, she made Mr. Esmond aware that he 
was to enjoy the rapture of an embrace there. Having sainted 
one cheek, she turned to him the other. “ Cousin Harry,” said 
both the other ladies, in ft little chorus, “We thank yon for 
your noble conduct ; ” and thou Harry became aware that 
the story of the Lille affair had come to Ms kinswomen’s ears. 
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It pleased him to tear them all saluting him as one of their 
family. 

The tables of the dining-room -were laid for a great entertain- 
ment ; and the ladies were in gala dresses — my Lady of Clielsey 
in her highest tour, nay Lady Viscountess out of black, and looking 
fair and happy, h ravir ; and the Maid of Honour attired with 
that splendour which naturally distinguished her, raid wearing on 
her beautiful breast the French officer's . star which Frank had 
sent homo after Bamillies. 

“ You see, ’tis a gain day with us,” says she, glancing down to 
the star complacently, “and we have our orders on. Does not 
mamma look charming 1 ’Twas I dressed her!” Indeed, Esmond’s 
dear mistress, blushing as he looked at her, with her beautiful fair 
hair ancl an elegant dress, according to the mode, appeared to have 
the shape ancl complexion of a girl of twenty. 

On the table was a fine sword, with a red velvet scabbard, and a 
beautiful chased silver handle, with a blue riband for a sword-knot. 
“ What is this 1 ” says the Captain, going up to look at this pretty 
piece. , 

Mrs. Beatrix advanced towards it. “Kneel down,” says she: 
“ we dub you our knight with this " — and she waved the sword 
over liis head — “ my Lady Dowager hath given the sword ; and I 
give the riband, and mamma bath sewn on the fringe.” 

“Put the sword on him, Beatrix,” says her mother. You are 
pur knight, Harry — our true knight. Take a mother’s thanks and 
prayers for defending her son, my dear, dear friend.” She could 
say no more, and even tile dowager was affected, for a couple of 
rebellious tears made sad marks down those wrinkled old roses 
which Esmond had just been allowed to salute. 

“We had a letter from dearest Prank,” his mother said, three 
days since, whilst you were on your visit to your friend Captain 
Steele, at Hampton. He told us all that you had done, and haw 
nobly you had put yourself between him and that — that wretch.” 

“ And I adopt you from this day,” says the dowager ; “ and I 
wish I was richer, for your sake, son Esmond,” she added with a 
wave of her hand j and as Mr. Esmond dutifully went down ou liis 
knee before her ladyship, she cast her eyes up to the ceiling (the 


gilt chandelier, and the twelve wax candles in it, for the party 
was numerous), and invoked a blessing from that quarter upon 
tlio newly adopted son. 

“Dear Prank," says the other viscountess', “liow fond ho is of 
his military profession ! He' is studying fortification very hard, 
.1 wish he were here. We shall keep his coming of ago at Castle- 
wood next year.” 

“ If the campaign permit ns,” says Mr. Esmond. 

“I am never afraid when he is with you,” cries the boy’s mother. 
“ I am sure my Henry will always defend him.” 

“ But there will he a peace before next year ; we know it for 
certain,” cries the Maid of Honour. “ Lord Marlborough wilL he 
dismissed, and that horrible duchess turned out of all her plaoes. 
Her Majesty won’t speak to her now. Did you see her at Busily, 
Harry 1 she is furious, and she ranges about the park like a lioness, 
and tears people’s eyes out.” 

“ And the Princess Anne will send for somebody,” says my Lady 
of Cholsey, hiking out her medal and kissing it. 

“Did you see the King at Oudenarde, Harry?” his mistress 
asked. She was a staunch Jacobite, and would no more have 
thought of denying her king than her God. 

“ I saw the young Hanoverian only : ” Harry said, “ The Che- 
valier de St. George.” 

“The King, sir, the King!” said the ladies and MiS3 Beatrix ; 
.aiid. she clapped her pretty hands, and cried “Vive le Boy.” 

By this time there came a thundering knock, that drove in the 
doors of the house almost. It was three o’clock, and the company 
were arriving ; and presently the servant announced Captain Steele 
and his lady. 

Captain and Mrs. Steele, who were the first to arrive, had 
driven to Kensington from their country-house, the Hovel at 
Hampton Wick, “ Hot from our Mansion in Bloomsbury Square,” 
as Mrs. Steele took cafe to inform the ladies. Indeed Harry had 
ridden away from Hampton that very morning, leaving the couplo 
by. the ears j for from the chamber where lie lay, in a bed that; 
was none of the cleanest, and kept awake by the company which 
ho had in his own bed, and the quarrel which was going on in the 



next room, lie could hear hoth night and morning the curtain 
lecture which Mrs. Steele was in the habit of administering to 
poor Diet. 

At night it did not matter so much for the culprit ; Dick was 
fuddled, and when in that way no scolding could interrupt his be- 
Mr. Esmond could hoar him coaxing and speaking in 
maudlin maimer, which punch and claret produce, to his be- 
Prue, and beseeching her to remember that there was a 
officer ithe rex rodb , who would overhear her. She went 
n, nevertheless, calling him a drunken wretch, and was only inter- 
in her harangues liy the Captain’s snoring. 

In the morning, the unhappy victim awoke to a headache and 
and the dialogue of the night was resumed. “ Why 
captains home to dinner when there’s not a guinea in 
am I to give dinners when you leave me with- 
1 How am I to go trapesing to Kensington in my 
satin 'sack before all the hue company ? I’ve nothing lit 
on; I never have:” and so the dispute went on — Mr. 
interrupting the talk ❖hen it seemed to be growing too 
by blowing his nose as loudly as ever he could, at the 
Of which trumpet there, came a lull. But Dck was charm- 
his wife was odious, and ’twas to give Mr. Steele 
that the ladies of Castlewood, who Were ladies of no small 
invited Mrs. Steele. 

Besides the Captain and his lady, there was a great und notable 
of company : my Lady of Clielscy having sent her 
liveries to aid the modest attendance at Kensington, 
was Lieutenant-General Webb, Harry’s kind patron, of 
the dowager took possession, and who responded in velvet 
lace ; there was Harry’s new acquaintance, the Bight 
St. John, Esquire, the General’s kinsman, who 
the Lady Castlewood, even more than with her 
j there was one of the greatest noblemen in the kingdom, 
Scots Duke of Hamilton, just created Duke of Brandon in 
; and two other: noble lords of the Tory party, my Lord 
I have forgot; and for ladies, her Grace 


waiting on tlic Queen. . ... 

“ What a party of Tories !” whispered Captain Steele . to Esmond^ 
as we were assembled in the parlour before dinner. Indeed, all 
the company present, save Steele, were of that faction. 

Mr. St. John made his special compliments to Mrs. Steele, and, 
'•so charmed her that she declared she would have Steele a 
Tory too. 

“ Or will you have me a Whig ? ” says Mr. St John. “ I think, 
madam, you could convert a man to any thing.” 

“If Mr. St. John ever comes to Bloombury Square I will teach 
him what I know,” says Mrs. Steele, dropping her handsome eyes. 
“Do you know Bloomsbury Square ? ” 

“ Do I know the Mall ? Do I know the Opera ?. Do I know 
the, reigning toast? "Why, Bloomsbury is the very height of the 
mode,” says Mr. St. John. “ ’Tis rus in urhe. Yon have gardens 
all the way to Hampstead, and palaces round about you — South- 
ampton House and Montague House.” 

“ Where you wretches go and fight duels,” cries Mrs. Steele. 

“Of which the ladies are . the cause!” says her entertainer. 

“ Madam, is Diclc a good swordsman ? How charming the Tatler 
is! We all recognised your portrait in the 49 th number, and I 
have been dying to know you ever since I read it. ‘ Aspasia must 
be allowed to be the first of the beauteous order of love.’ Doth 
not the passage run so? ‘In this accomplished lady love is the 
constant effect, though it is never the design ; yet though her mien 
carries much more invitation than command, to behold her is an 
immediate check to loose behaviour, .and to .love her is a liberal 
education.’ ” 

“ Oh indeed !” says Mrs. Steele, who did not seem, to understand 
a word of what the gentleman was saying. 

“ Who could faff to be accomplished under such a mistress ?.”" 
says Mr. St. John, still gallant and bowing. 
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about Mrs. Steele I /writ that paper — though lam siu'e she is 
worthy of any compliment I can pay her— but of the Lady Eliza- 
beth Hastings.” 

“ I hear Mr. Addison is equally famous as a wit and a poet,” says 
Mr. St, John. “Is it true that his hand is to be found in your 
Tatler, Mr. Steele 1” 

“ Whether ’tis the sublime or the humorous, no man can come 
near him,” cries Steele, 

“ A fig, Dick, for yoiu - Mr. Addison ! ” cries out his lady : “ a 
gentleman who gives himself such airs and holds his head so high 
now. I hope your ladyship thinks as I do : I Can’t bear those 
very fair men with white eyelashes — a black man for me. (All 
the black men at table applauded, and made Mrs. Steele a bow for 
this compliment.) As for this Mr. Addison,” she went on, “he 
comes to dine with the Captain sometimes, never says a word to me, 
and then they walk up-stairs, both tipsy, to a dish of tea. I re- 
member your Mr. Addison When he had but one coat to Ilia back, 
and that with a patch at the elbow.” 

“ Indeed— a patch at the elbow ! You interest mo,” says Mr. 
■St. John, “ ’Tis charming to hear of one man of letters from the 
charming wife of another.” 

‘ “ Law, I could tell you ever so much about ’em, " continues the 
voluble lady, “What do you think the Captain has got, now i — 
a little hunchback fellow — a little liop-o’-my-thumb creature that 
ho calls a poet — a little popish brat ! ” 

“ Hush, tiiere arc two in the room,” whispers her companion. 

“ Well, I call him popish because his name is Pope,” says the 
“ ’Tis only my joking way. And this little dwarf of a 
fellow has wrote a pastoral poem — all about shepherds and shop* 
you know.” 

shepherd should lmvo a little crook,” says my mistress, 
laughing from her end of the table: on which Mrs. Steele 
not know, but the Captain brought home this 
creature when she was in hod with her first boy, 
was a mercy lie had come no sooner; and David raved 
bis genus, and was always raving about some nonsense or 
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“ Which of the Tatlers do yon prefer, Mrs. Steele ? ” asked Mr, 
St. John. 

“ I never read but one, and think it all a pack of rubbish, sir,” 
says tlio lady. “ Such stuff about BickerstatTe, and Distaff, and 
Quarterstaff, as it all is ! There’s the Captain going on still •with 
the Burgundy — I know he’ll bo tipsy before lie stops — Captain 
Stoolo !” 

“I drink to your eyes, my dear,” says the Captain, who seemed 
to think liis wife charming, and to receive as genuine all the satiric 
compliments which Mr. St, John paid her. 

All this while the Maid of Honour had been trying to get Mr. 
Esmond to talk, and no doubt voted him a dull fellow. Eor, by 
some mistake, just as ho was going to pop into the vacant place, ho 
was placed faraway from Beatrix’s chair, who sate between his 
Grace and my Lord Aslibumham, and shrugged her lovely white 
shoulders, and cast a look as if to say, “Pity me,” to her cousin. 
My Lord Duke and his young neighbour were presently in a very 
animated and close conversation. Mrs. Beatrix could no more 
help using her eyes than the sun. can help shining, and setting 
those it shines on a-burning. By the time the first course was 
done the dinner seemed long to Esmond: by the time the soup 
came lie fancied they must have been hours at table : and as for 
the swoots and jellies ho thought they never would be done. 

At length the ladies rose, Beatrix throwing a Parthian glance 
at her duke os sho retreated; a fresh bottle and glasses were 
fetched, and toasts were called. Mr. St. J olm asked his Grace the 
Duke of Hamilton and tho company to drink to the health of his 
Grace the Duko of Brandon. Another lord gave General "Webb’s 
health, “and may he get the command the bravest officer in the 
world deserves.” Mr. Webb thanked tho company, complimented 
his aide-de-camp, and fought Ins famous battle over again. 

“ 11 esl fatiguant,” whispers Mr. St. John, “avec su trompettede 
Wynendad.” 

Captain Steele, who was not of our side, loyally gave the health 
of the Duke of Marlborough, the greatest general of the age. 

“ 1 drink to the greatest general with all my heart,” says Mr. 
Webb ; “there can he no gainsaying that character of him. My 
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glass goes to the General, and not to the Duke, Mr. Steele.” And 
the stout old gentleman emptied his bumper ; to which Dick replied 
by filling and emptying a pair of brimmers, one for the General 
and one for the Duke. 

And now liis Grace of Hamilton, rising up, with Hashing eyes 
(we had all hcon drinking jirotty freely), proposed a toast to the 
lovely, to the incomparable Mrs. Beatrix Esmond ; wo all drank it 
with cheers, and my Lord Ashburnliam especially, with a shout of 
enthusiasm. 

“ What a pity there is a Duchess of Hamilton,” whispers St. 
John, who drank more wine and yet was more steady than most 
of the othex-s, and we entered the drawing-room where the ladies 
were at their tea. As for poor Dick, we were obliged to leave liim 
alone at the dining-table, where he was hiccupping out the lines 
from the “ Campaign," in which the greatest poet had celebrated 
the greatest general in the world ; and Harry Esmond found him, 
half an hour afterwards, in a move advanced stage of liquor, and 
:achery of Tom Boxer, 

was all dark to poor Harry, in spite of the 
Beatrix scarce spoke to him. When my Lord 
he practised upon the next in rank, and plied 
Lord Ashbnrnham with all the fire of her eyes and Bio 
of her wit. Most of the party were set to cards, and 
St. John, after yawning in the face of Mrs. Steele, whom lie 
did not care to pursue any more ; and talking in his most brilliant 
way to Lady Castlewood, whom ho pronounced to be 
of a fur higher order of beauty than Iter daughter, pre- 
leave, and went his way. The rest of the company 
followed, my Lord Ashburnham the last, throwing fiery 
sit the smiling young temptress, who laid bewitched more 
in her thrall. 

Ho doubt, ns a kinsman of the house, Mr. Esmond thought fit to 
he the last of all in it ; he remained after the coaches had rolled 
his dowager aunt’s chair and flambeaux had marched 
1 the darkness towards CheLsey, and the town’s-pcople had 
to bed, who had been drawn into the square to gape at the 
chairs and chariots, lacqueys and torchmen. 


The poor mean wretch, lingered yet for a few minutes, to see 
whether the girl would vouchsafe him k smile, or a parting word 
of consolation. But her enthusiasm of the morning was quite 
died out, or she chose to ho in a different mood. She fell to joking 
about the dowdy appearance of Lady Betty, and mimicked the vul- 
garity of Mrs. Steele ; and then she put up her little hand to her 
mouth and yawned, lighted a taper, and shrugged her shoulders, 
and dropping. Mr. Esmond a saucy curtsy, sailed off to bed. 

“ The day began so well, Henry, that I had hoped it might have 
ended better', ” was all the consolation that poor Esmond’s fond 
mistress could give him ; and as he trudged home through the dark 
alone, he thought, with bitter rage in his heart, and a feeling of 
almost revolt against the sacrifice lie had made:: — “She would have 
me,” thought he, “ had I but a name to give her. But for my 
promise to her father, I might have my rank and my mistress too.” 

I suppose a man’s vanity is stronger than any other passion :iii 
him ; tor I blush, even now, as I recall the humiliation of those 
distant days, the memory of which still smarts, though the fever of 
baulked desire has passed away more than a score of years ago, 
"When the writer’s descendants come to read this memoir, I wonder 
will they have lived to experience a similar defeat and shame 1 
Will they over have knelt to a woman, who has listened to them, 
and played With them, and laughed, at them — who beckoning them 
with lures and caresses, and with Yes, smiling from her eyes, has 
tricked them on to tlieir knees, and turned her hack and left them. 
All this shame Mr. Esmond had to uudergb ; and Ire submitted, 
rind revolted, and presently came crouching back for more. 

After this festo, my young Lord Ashburnham’s coach was for .ever 
rolling in and out of Kensington Square.; his lady-mother came to 
visit Edmond’s mistress, and at every assembly in the town, wher- 
ever the Maid of Honour made her appearance, you might be pretty 
sure to see the young gentleman in a now suit every week, and 
decked out in all the finery that his tailor or embroiderer could 
furnish for him. My lord was for ever paying Mr. Esmond com- 
pliments : bidding him to dinner, offering him horses to ride, and 
giving Mm a thousand uncouth marks of respect and good-will. 
At last, one night at the coffee-house, whither my lord came con- 
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siderably flushed and excited with drink, he rushes up to Mr. Es- 
mond, and cries out—" Give me joy, my dearest Colonel ; I am the 
happiest of men,” 

“ The happiest of men needs no dearest colonel to give him joy,” 
says Mr. Esmond. “ What is the cause of this supreme felicity 1 ” 
Haven’t you heard V' says he. “Don’t you know ? I thought 
the family told yon every thing : the adorable Beatrix hath promised 
to he mine.” 

“What!” cries out Mr. Esmond, who had spent happy hours 
with Beatrix that very morning — had writ verses for her, that she 
had sung at the harpsichord. 

“ Wes,” says he ; “ I waited on her to-day. I saw. you walking 
towards Kuightshridge as I passed in my coach ; and sbe looked 
lovely, and spoke so kind, that I couldn’t help going down on 
knees, and — and — sure I’m the happiest of men in all the 
world ; and I’m very young; but she says I shall got older : and 
you know I shall be of age in. four months ; and there’s very little 
difference between us ; and I’m so happy. I should like to treat 
to something. Let us have a bottle — a dozen bottles 
drink the health of the finest woman in England.” 

Esmond left the young lord tossing off bumper after bumper, 
and strolled away to Kensington to ask whether the news was 
’Twas only too sure : his mistress’s sad, compassionate face 
the story ; and then she related what particulars of it 
knew, and how my young lord had made his oiler, half-an-honr 
after Esmond went away that morning, and in the very room 
yet on the harpsichord^ which Esmond had 
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BOOK III. 

CONTAINING TOE END OF MR. ESMOND'S ADVENTURES IN ENGLAND. 


CHAPTER I. 

I COME TO AN END OF MY BATTLES AND BRUISES. 

That feverish desire to gain a little reputation which Esmond had 
had, left him now perhaps that he had attained some portion of 
his wish, and the great motive of his ambition was over. His 
desire for military honour was that it might raise him in Beatrix’s 
eyes. ’Twas next to nobility and wealth the only kind of rank 
she valued. It was the stake quickest won or lost too j for law is 
a very long game that requires a life to practise ; and to he, distin- 
guished in letters or the church would not have forwarded the 
poor gentleman’s plans in the least. So he had no writ to play 
but the red one, and he played it ; and this, in truth, was the 
reason of his speedy promotion ; tor he exposed himself more than 
most gentlemen do, and risked more to win more. Is he the only 
man that hath set his life against a stake which may be not worth 
tho winning? Another risks his life (and his honour, too, some- 
times) against a bundle of bank-notes, or a yard of blue riband, or 
a seat in Parliament ; and some for tlie mere pleasure and excite- 
ment of tho sport ; as a field of a hundred huntsmen will do, each 
out-bawling and out-galloping the other at the tail of a dirty fox, 
that is to be tho prize of the foremost happy conqueror. 

When he heard this news of Beatrix’s engagement in marriage. 
Colonel Esmond knocked under to his fate, and resolved to snrron- 
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dev his sword, that could win him nothing now he cared for ; and 
in this dismal frame of mind lie determined to retire from the 
regiment, to the great delight of the captain next in rank to him, 
who happened to he a young gentleman of good fortune, who eagerly- 
paid Mr. Esmond a thousand guineas for his majority in Webb's 
regiment, anti was knocked on the head the next campaign. Per- 
haps Esmond would not have keen sorry to share Ms fate. He 
was more the Knight of the Woful Countenance than ever he had 
keen. His moodiness must have nmde liiin perfectly odious to his 
friends under the tents, who lilco a jolly fellow, and laugh at a 
melancholy warrior always sighing after Duleiuea at homo. 

Both the ladies of Castlewood approved of Mr. Esmond quitting 
the army, and his kind General coincided in his wisjrof retirement, 
and helped in the transfer of his commission, whicljrfhought a pretty 
sum into his pocket. But when the Conuaf^ffer-ia-Ohief came 
home, and was forced, in spite of himself, to .'Appoint Lieutenant- 
General Webb to the command of a division of the army in Flanders, 
the Lieutenant-General prayed Colonel Esmond so urgently to be his 
aidc-tle-oamp and military secretary, that; Esmond 1 could not resist 
his kind patron’s entreaties, and again took the field, not attached 
to any regiment, but under Webb’s orders. What must Lave been 
the continued agonies of fears® and apprehensions which racked 
the gentle -breasts of wives and matrons in those dreadful days, 
when every Gazette brought accounts of deaths and battles, and 
when the present anxiety over, and the beloved person escaped, the 
doubt still remained that a battle might be fought, possibly, of 
Which the next Flanders letter would bring the account ; so they, 
the poor* tender creatures, had to go on sickening and trembling 
through .the whole campaign. Whatever these terrors were on 
the part of Esmond’s mistress (and that tenderest of women must 
have felt them most,, keenly for- both her sons, as she called them)^ 
she never allowed them outwardly to appear, but hid lior apprehen- 
sion as she did her charities and devotion. ’Twns only by olumce 
that Esmond, wandering in Kensington, found Ms mistress coming 
out of a mean cottage there, and heard that she had a score of 
poor retainers, whom she visited and comforted in their sickness 
* AVhat indeed ? rf.ni. set, 2, S, 7 15. E. 
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and poverty, and who blessed her daily. She attended the early 
church daily (though of a Sunday especially, she encouraged 
and advanced all sorts of cheerfidbess and innocent gaiety in her 
little household) : and by notes entered into a table-book of hers 
at this time, and devotional compositions writ with a sweet artless 
fervour, such as the best divines could not surpass, showed how 
fond her heart was, how humble and pious her spirit, what pangs 
of apprehension she endured silently, and with what a faithful 
reliance she committed the care of those she loved to the awful 
Dispenser of death and life. 

As for her ladyship at Chelsey, Esmond’s newly-adopted mother, 
she was now of an age when the danger of any second party doth 
not disturb the rest much. She cared for tramps more than for 
most things in life. She was firm enough in her own faith, but no 
longer very bitter against ours. She had a very good-natured, 
easy French director, Monsieur Gauthier by name, who was a gen- 
tleman of the world, and would take a hand of cards with Doan 
Atterbury, my lady’s neighbour at Chelsey, and was well with all 
the High Church party. Ho doubt Monsieur Gauthier knew wliat 
Esmond’s- peculiar position was, for ho corresponded with Holt, 
and always treated Colonel Esmond with particular respect arid 
kindness ; but for good reasons the Colonel and the Abbe never 
spoke on this matter together, and so they remained perfect good 
.friends. '■■■'[ 

j/ All the frequenters of my Lady of Chelsey’s house wore of the 
Tory and High Church party. Madame Beatrix was as frantic 
about the King as her elderly kinswoman : she wore his picture on 
her heart j she had a piece of his hair ; she vowed he was the most 
injured, and gallant, and accomplished, and unfortunate, and beau- 
tiful of princes. Steele, who quarrelled with very many of his 
Tory friends, but never with Esmond, used to tell the Colonel that 
Tus kinswoman’s house was a. rendezvous of Tory intrigues'; that 
Gauthier Was a spy; that Atterbury was a spy ; that letters were 
constantly goingfrom that house to the Queen at St. Germains ; 
on which Esmond, laughing, would reply, that they used to say in 
the army tlie Duke of Marlborough was a spy too, and as much in 
correspondence with that family as any Jesuit. And without en- 



taring very eagerly into the controversy, Esmond had frankly 
taken the side of his family. It seemed to him that King James 
the Third was undoubtedly King of England by right : and at his 
sister’s death it would be better to have him than a foreigner over 
us, No mau admired King William, more ; a hero and a con- 
queror, the bravest, justest, wisest of men — but ’twas by the sword 
lie conquered the country, and held and governed it by the very 
same right that the great Cromwell held it, who was truly and 
greatly a sovereign. But that a foreign despotic Prince, out of 
Germany, who happened to he descended from King James the 
Eirst, should take possession of this empire, seemed to Mr, Esmond a 
monstrous injustice— at least, every Englishman had a right to pro- 
Prince, the heir-at-law, the first of all. What 
uch a cause would not back it 1 What man of 
with such a crown to win wonld not fight for it 1 But that 
was destined. That Prince had himself against him, an enemy 
could not Overcome, He never dared to draw his sword, though 
it. Ho let his chances slip by as ho lay in the lap of opera- 
girls, or snivelled at the knees of priests asking pardon j and the blood 
of heroes, and the devotedness of honest hearts, and endurance, cou- 
were all spent for him in vaiu. 
return to my Lady of Chelsoy, who, when her son 
Esmond announced to her ladyship that he proposed to make the 
" ng-campaign, took leave of him with perfect alacrity, and was 
to picquet with her gentlewoman before ho had well quitted 
last visit. Tierce to a king," were the last words 
her say : the game of life was pretty nearly over for 
lady, and three months afterwards, she took to her bed, 
e flickered out without any pain, so the Abb6 Gauthier 
er to Mr. Esmond, then with his general on the frontier of 
Castlewood was with her at her ending, and 
; these letters must have, been taken by a pri- 
brought them; for Esmond knew nothing 
to England. 

every thing to Colonel Esmond, 
’twas writ in 


large, and tlie honest viscountess had wisely sunk most of the 
money she had upon an annuity which terminated with her life. 
However, there was the house and furniture, plate and pictures at 
Ohclsey, and a sum of money lying at her merchant’s, Sir Josiah 
Child, which altogether would realize a sum of near three hundred 
pounds per annum, so that Mr. Esmond found himself, if not rich, 
at least easy for life. Likewise, there were the famous diamonds 
which had been said to be worth fabulous sums, though the gold- 
smith pronounced they would fetch no more than four thousand 
pounds. These diamonds, however, Colonel Esmond reserved, hav- 
ing a special use for them : but the Chelsey house, plate, goods, &c., 
with the exception of a few articles which he kept back, were sold 
by his orders; and the sums resulting from the sale invested in the 
public securities so us to realize the aforesaid annual income of 
three hundred pounds. 

Having now something to leave, he made a wall, and despatched 
it home. The army was now in presence of the enemy; and a 
great battle expected every day. ’ Twas known that the General- 
in-Chief was in disgrace, and the parties at home strong against 
him ; and there was no stroke this great and resolute player would 
not venture to recall his fortune when it seemed desperate. Frank 
Gastlewood was with Colonel Esmond ; his general having gladly 
taken the young nobleman on to his staff. His studies of fortifi- 
cations at Bruxelles were over by this time. The fort ho was be- 
sieging had yielded, I believe, and my lord had not only marched 
in with flying colours, but marched out again. He used to tell his 
boyish wickednesses with admirable humour, and was the most 
charming young scapegrace in the army. 

’Tis needless to say that Colonel Esmond had left every penny 
of his little fortune to this boy. It was the Colonel's firm convic- 
tion that the next battle would put an end to him : for lie felt 
aweary of the sun, and quite ready to hid that and the earth fare- 
well. Frank would not listen to his comrade’s gloomy foreboding^. • 
but swore they would keep his birthday at Castlewood that 
autumn, after the campaign. He had heat'd of the engagement at 
home. “If Prince Eugene goes to London,” says Frank, “and 
Trix can get hold of him, she’ll jilt Ashbumham for his Highness. 
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I tell you, slie used, to make eyes at the Dulco of Marlborough, 
when she was only fourteen and ogling poor little Blandford. I 
wouldn’t many her, Harry,’ no not if her eyes were twice as big. 
I'll take my fun. I’ll enjoy for the next three years every possible 
pleasure. I’ll sow my wild oats then, and marry some quiet, steady, 
modest, aenaiblo Yiscormtess ; hunt my harriers j and settle down 
at Onstlewood. Perhaps I’ll represent the county' — no, damme, 
ym shall represent the county. Yon have the brains of the family. 
By the Lord, my dear old Harry, yon have tho best head and the 
kindest heart in all the army ; and every man says so— and when 
the’ Queen, dies, and the King comes back, why shouldn’t you go to 
the House of Commons and be a minister, and be made a peer, add 
that sort of thing 1 You be shot in the next action ! I wager a 
dozen of Burgundy you are not touched. Malum is Well of his 
wound. He is always with Corporal John now. As soon as ever 
I see his ugly face I’ll spit in it. I took lessons of’ Father — of 
Captain Holtz at Bripcelles. ■ What a man that is! Ho knows 
every thing;’’ Esmond hade Prank have a cave ; tlmt Father 
Holt’s knowledge was rather dangerous ; not, uulcicd, knowing as 
yet how far the Father hail pushed his instructions with his young 
pupil. 

The Gazetteers and writers, both of the French and English side, 
have given accounts .sufficient of that bloody battle of Blarignies or 
Malplaquot, which' was the last and the hardost-oarhod of the vic- 
tories of the great Duke of Marlborough. In that tremendous 
combat, near upon two hundred and fifty thousand men. were 
engaged; more than thirty thousand of whom were slain or 
wounded (the Allies lost twice as many men as they killed of the; 
French, whom they conquered) : and this dreadful slaughter very 
likely took place: because a great general’s credit was shaken at 
home, and be thought to restore it by a victory. If such wore the 
motives which induced tho Duke of Marlborough to venture that pro- 
digious stake, and desperatoly sacrifice thirty thousand brave lives, So 
that he might figure once more in a Gazette, and hold bis places and 
pensions a little longer, the event defeated the dreadful and selfish 
design, for the victory was purchased at a cost which no nation, 
greedy of glory as it may he, would willingly pay for any triumph 
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The gallantly ,of the French was as remarkable as the furious 
bravery of their assailants. We took a few score of their flags, and 
a few pieces of their artillery; but we left twenty thousand of the 
bravest soldiers of the world, round about the intrenched lines, 
from which the enemy was driven. He retreated in perfect good 
order ; the panic-spell seemed to be broke, under which the French 
had: .laboured fever since the disaster of. Hoehstedt; and, fighting 
now on the threshold of their country, they showed an heroic ardour 
of resistance, such ass had never met us in the course of their 
aggressive war. Had the battle been more successful, the con- 
queror might have got the price for which ho waged it. As it was 
(and: justly, I think), the party adverse to the Dulce in England 
were indignant at the lavish extravagance of slaughter, and de- 
manded more eagerly than ever the recall of a chief, whoso cupidity 
and desperation might urge him further still. After this bloody 
fight of Malplaqiiet, I can answer forit, that in the Dutch quartern 
and our own, and amongst the very regiments and commander?, 
whose gallantly was most conspicuous upon, this frightful day of 
carnage,, the general cry was, that there was enough of the war. 
The French were driven baekputo their own boundary, and al 
their conquests and booty of Flanders disgorged. As for the Prince 
of Savoy, with whom our Commander-in-chief, for reasons of his 
own, consorted more closely than ever, ’twas known that he was 
animated not merely by a political r liatred, but by personal rage 
against: the old French king : the Imperial Generalissimo never 
forgot the slight put by Lewis upon the Abbe de Savoie,; 4nd in 
ilia humiliation or, ruin of his most Christian Majesty, the Holy 
Homan Emperor found his account. But what wore these, quarrels 
to ns, the free citizens of England and Holland? Despot as lie 
was, the French monarch was yet the chief of European civilisation, 
more venerable in his ago and misfortunes tlitm at the period of bis 
most splendid successes ; whilst his opponent was but a semi- 
barbarous tyrant, with a pillaging murderous horde of Croats: and 
Pandours, composing a half of his army, filling our camp with tlieir 
strange figures, bearded like the miscreant. Turks their neighbours, 
and carrying, into Christian warfare their native heathen habits 
of rapine, lust, and murder. Why should the best blood in 
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England and Franco be shed in order that the Holy Roman 
and Apostolic master of these ruffians should have Ins re- 
venge over the Christian king? And it was to this end we 
were fighting ; for this that every village and family in England 
was deploring the death of beloved sons and fathers. We dared 
not speak to each other, even at table, of Malplaquet, so frightful 
were the gaps left in our army by the cannon of that bloody 
action. ’Tvvas heart-rending,' for an officer who had a heart, to look 
down his line on a parade-day afterwards, and miss hundreds of 
faces of comrades-— humble ox" of high rank — that had gathered but 
yesterday full of courage and cheerfulness round the torn and 
blackened flags. Where were our friends} As the great Duke 
reviewed us, riding along our lines with bis fine suite of prancing 
aides-de-camp and generals, stopping here and there to thank an 
officer with those eager smiles and bows .of which his Grace was 
always lavish, scarce a huzzali could he got for him, though 
Oadogan, with an oath, rode vxp and cried — “ D — n yon, why 
don’t you cheer ? ” But the men had no heart for that: not one 
of them but was thinking, “Where’s my comrade 1 — where’s, my 
brother that fought by mo, or my dear captain that led mo yester- 
day 1’’ ’Twas the most gloomy pageant I ever looked on; and 
the “Te'Deum,” sung by our chaplains, the most woeful and 
dreary satire. 

Esmond’s General added one more to the many marks of honour 
which he had. received in the front of a sepro of battles, and got a 
wound in- the groin; which laid him on his back ; and you may be 
sure he consoled himself by abusing the Commandor-in-Chief, as 
he lay groaning “Corporal John’s as fond of me,” lie used to say, 
“as King David was of General Uriah ; and so ho always gives 
me the post of danger.” He persisted, to his dying day, in believ- 
ing that the Duke intended he should bo beat at Wynendael, and 
sent him purposely with a small force, hoping that he might bo 
knocked on the head there. Esmond and Frank Castle wood both 
escaped without hurt, though the division which our general coin- 
manded suffered even more than any other, having to sustain not 
only the fury of the enemy’s cannonade, which was very hot and 
well-served, but the furious and repeated charges of the famous 


again, 'with volleys of 'shot and hedges of iron, and our four lines of 
musquetecrs and pikemen. They said the King of England 
charged us no loss than twelve times that day, along with the 
.French Household. Esmond’s late regiment, General “Webb’s own 
Fusileers, served in the division which their colonel commanded. 
The General was thrice in the centro of the square of the Fusileers, 
calling the fire at the French charges • and, after the action, his 
Grace the Duke of Berwick sent his compliments to his old regi- 
ment and their colonel for their behaviour on the field. 

Wo drank my Lord Castlewood’s health and majority, the 25tli 
of September, the army being then before Mons : and here Colonol 
Esmond was not so fortunate as he had been in actions much more 
dangerous, and was hit by a spent ball just above the place where 
liis former wound was, which caused the old wound to open again, 
fever, spitting of blood, and other ugly symptoms, to ensuo ; and, 
in a word, brought him near to death’s door. The kind lad, his 
kinsman, attended his elder comrade with a very praiseworthy 
affectionateness and care until he was pronounced out of danger by 
tire doctors, when Frank went off, passed the winter at Bruxelles, 
and besieged, no doubt, some other fortress there. Very few lads 
would have given up their pleasures so long and so gaily as Frank 
did ; his cheerful prattle soothed many long days of Esmond’s pain ■ 
and Languor. Frank was supposed to be still at his kinsman’s 
bedside for a month after he had left it, for letters came from his 
mother at home full of thanks to the younger gentleman for his 
care of his elder brother (so it pleased Esmond’s mistress now 
affectionately to style him) j nor was Mr. Esmond in a hurry to 
undeceive her, when the good young fellow was gone for his Christ- 
mas holiday. It was as pleasant to Esmond on his couch to watch the 
young man’s pleasure at the idea of being free, as to note his simple 
efforts to disguise his satisfaction on going away. There are days 
when a flask of elnampagno at .a cabaret, and a red-olieeked partner 
to share it, are too strong temptations for any young fellow of 
spirit. I am not going to play the moralist, and cry ‘‘Fie.’’ For 
ages past, I know how hold men preach, and what young men 
practise; and that patriarchs have had their weak moments, too, 
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long since Father Noah toppled over after discovering the vino. 
Frank went off, then, to his pleasures at Bruxelles, in which capital 
many young fellows of our army declared they found infinitely 
greater diversion even than in London : and Mr. Henry Esmond 
remained in his sick-room, where he writ a fine comedy, that his 
mistress pronounced to ho snhliine, and that was acted no less than 
three successive nights in London in the next year. 

Here, as lie lay nursing himself, ubiquitous Mr. Holtz re-appear- 
ed, and stopped a whole month at Mens, where he not only won 
over Colonel Esmond to the King’s side in polities (that side being 
always held by the Esmond family) ; but whore he endeavoured to 
re-open tlxo controversial question between the churches once more, 
and to recall Esmond to that religion in which, in his infancy, lie 
had been baptised. Holtz was a casuist, both dexterous and learned, 
and presented the case between the English church and Ms own in 
such a way that those who granted his premises ought certainly to 
allow liia conclusions. Ho touched on Esmond’s delicate state of 
.health, chance of dissolution, und so forth ; and enlarged upon the 
immense benefits that the sick man was likely to forego — benefits 
which the Church of England did not deny to those of the Roman 
communion, as how should slm, being derived from that church, 
and only an offshoot from it. But Mr. Esmond said that his 
church was the church of liis countiy, and to that lie chose to re- 
main faithful : other people were welcome to worship and to sub- 
scribe any other set of articles, whether at Romo or at Augsburg. 
But if the good Father meant that Esmond should join tlio Roman 
communion for fear of consequences, and that all England ran the 
risk of being damned for heresy, Esmond, for one, was perfectly 
willing to take liis chance of the penalty along with the countless 
millions of Ms fellow countrymen, who were bred in the same faith, 
and along with some of the noblest, the truest, the purest, the 
wisest, the most pious and learned men and women in the world, 
As for the political question, in that Mr. Esmond could agree 
with the Father much more readily, and had come to the same 
conclusion, though, perhaps, by a different way. The right-divine, 
about which Dr. Sacheverel and the Mgh-church party in England 
were just now making a bother, they were welcome to hold as 
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tlicy chose. If Henry Cromwell and hits ; father before him, liacl 
been crowned and anointed (and bishops enough would have been 
found to do it), it seemed to Mr. Esmond that they would have 
had the right-divine just as much as any Plantagenet, or Tudor, or 
Stuart. But the desire of the country being unquestionably for an 
hereditary monarchy, Esmond thought an English king out of St. 
Germains was better and fitter than a German prince from Herrcn- 
hausen, and that if he failed to satisfy the nation, some other Eng- 
lishman might he found to take liis place ; and so, though with no 
frantic enthusiasm, or worship of that monstrous pedigree which 
the Tories chose to consider divine, ho was ready to say, “ God save 
King James ! ’’ when Queen Anne went the way of kings and com- 
moners. 

“I fear, Colonel, yon arc no better than a republican at heart,” 
says the priest with a sigh. 

“ I am an Englishman,” says Harry, “ and .take my country as 
.T find hen The will of the nation being for church and king, I 
am for church and king, too ; but English church, and English 
king ; and that is why your church isn’t mine, though your king is.” 

Though they lost the day at Malplaquet, it was the French who 
were elated by that action, whilst the conquerors were dispirited 
by it ; and the enemy gathered together a larger army than ever, 
and made prodigious efforts for the nest campaign. Marshal Ber- 
wick was with the French this year ; and wo heard that Mares- 
elial Villars was still suffering of his wound, was eager to bring our 
Duke to action, and vowed he would fight us in his coach. Young 
Castlowood came flying hack from Bruxelles, as soon as lie heard 
that fightiug was to begin ; and the arrival of the Chevalier de St. 
George was announced about May. “It’s the King’s third cam- 
paign, and it’s mine,” Frank liked saying. He was come back a 
greater Jacobite than ever, and Esmond suspected that some fair 
conspirators at Bruxelles had been inflaming the young man’s ar- 
dour, Indeed, ho owned that lie had a message from the Queen, 
Beatrix’s godmother, who had given her , name to Frank’s sister the 
year before he and his sovereign were horn. 

However desirous Marshal Yillars might he to fight, uiy Lord 
Duke did not seem disposed to indulge him this campaign. Last 
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/year Ms Grace had been all for the Whigs and Hanoverians ; but 
finding, on going to England, his country cold towards himself, 
and the people in a ferment of high-church loyalty, the Duke comes 
back to his army cooled towards the Hanoverians, cautious with 
the Imperialists, and particularly civil and polish towards the 
Chevalier de St. George. ’Tis certain that messengers and letters 
were continually passing between his Grace and his brave nephew, 
the Duke of Berwick, in the opposite camp. No man’s caresses 
were more opportune than his Grace’s, and no man ever uttered 
expressions of regard and affection more generously. He professed 
to Monsieur de Torcy, so Mr. St. John told tho writer, quite an 
eagerness to be cut in pieces for the exiled Queen and her family ; 
nay more, I believe, this year ho parted with a portion of the most 
precious part of himself — his money — which ho sent over to tho 
royal exiles. Mr. Tunstal, who was in the Prince’s service, was 
twice or thrico in and out of our camp j the French, in theirs of 
Arlien and about Arras. A little river, the Canihc, I think ’twas 
called (but this is writ away from books and Europe; and tho 
only map tho writer hath of these scenes of h'is youth, bears no 
mark of this little stream), divided our picquets from tho enemy’s. 
Our sentries talked across tho stream, when they could make them- 
selves understood to each other, and when they could not, grinned, 
and handed each other their brandy-flaBba or their pouches of to- 
bacco. And one fine day of Juno, riding thither with the officer 
who visited the outposts (Colonel Esmond was taking an airing on 
horseback, being too weak for military duty), they came to this 
river, where a number of English and Soots were assembled, talking 
to the good-natured enemy on the other side. 

Esmond was especially amused with tho talk of ore long follow, 
with a great curling red moustache, and blue eyes, that was half a 
dozen inches taller than Iris swarthy little comrades on tho French 
side of the stream, and being asked by the Colonel, saluted him, 
and said that he belonged to the Royal Cravats. 

From his way of saying “ Royal Cravat,” Esmond at once knew 
that the follow’s tongue had first wagged on the banks of the Liffy, 
and not the Loire ; and the poor soldier — a deserter probably — did 
not like to venture very deep into Frenoh conversation, lest his 
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unlucky b vogue should peep out. He chose to restrict himself to 
such few expressions in the French language as he thought he had 
mastered easily ; and his attempt at disguise was infinitely amusing, 
Mr. Esmond whistled Lillibnllero, at which Teague’s eyes began to 
twinkle, and then flung him a dollar, when the poor hoy broke out 
with a “ God bless— that is, Dieu benisse votro honor,” that would 
infallibly have sent him to the Provost-Marshal had he been on 
our side of the river. 

Whilst this parley was going on, three officers on horseback, on 
the French side, appeared at some little distance, and stopped 
as if eyeing us, when one of them left the other two, and rode 
close up to us who were by 'the stream. “ Look, look 1” says 
the Royal Cravat, with great agitation, “]ias lul, that’s he ; not 
him, V autre” and pointed to the distant officer on a chestnut 
home, with a cuirass shining in the sun, and over it a broad blue 
ribbon. 

“ Please to take Mr. Hamilton’s services to my Lord Marl- 
borough — my Lord -Duke,” says the gentleman in English; and, 
looking to see that the party were not hostilely disposed, he added, 
with a smile, “There’s a friend of yours)' gentlemen, yonder; he 
bids me to say that he saw some of your faces on the 11th of Sep- 
tember last year.” 

As the gentleman spoke, the other two officers rode up, and came 
quite close. We knew at once who it was. It was the King, then 
two-and-twenty years old, tall and slim, with deep brown eyes, that 
looked melancholy, though his lips wore a smile. We took off our 
hats and saluted him. No man, sure, could see for the first time, 
without emotion, the youthful inheritor of so much fame and mis- 
fortune. It seemed to Mr. Esmond that the Prince was not un- 
like young Castle wood, whose age and figure he resembled. The 
Chevalier de St. George acknowledged the salute, and looked at us 
hard. Even the idlers on our side of the river set up a hurrah. 
As for the Royal Cravat, he ran to the Prince’s stirrup, knelt 
down and kissed his boot, and bawled and looked a hundred ejacu- 
lations and blessings. The Prince bade the aide-de-camp give 
him a piece of money ; and when the party saluting us had ridden 
away, Cravat spat upon the piece of gold by way of benediction, 
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unlucky brogue should peepi out. He chose to restrict himself to 
such few expressions in the French language as ho thought he had 
mastered easily ; and liis attempt at disguise was infinitely amusing. 
Mr. Esmond whistled Lillibullero, at which Teague’s eyes 'began to 
twinkle, and then flung him a dollar, when the poor hoy broke out 
■with a “ God bless— that is, Dieu benisse votre honor,” that would 
infallibly have sent him to the Provost-Marshal had ho been on 
our side of the river. 

Whilst this parley was going on, three officers on horseback, on 
the French side, appeared at some little distance, and stopped 
as if eyeing us, when, one of them left the other two, and rode 
close up to us who were by 'the stream. “Look, look!” says 
the Royal Cravat, with great agitation, “pas hd, that’s lie; not 
him, Vautro," and pointed to the distant officer on a chestnut 
horse, with a cuirass shining in the sun, and over it a broad blue 
ribbon. 

“ Please to take Mr. Hamilton’s services to my Lord Marl- 
borough — my Lord Duke,” says the gentleman in English; and, 
looking to see that the party were not hostiloly disposed, he added, 
with a smile, “ There’s a friend of yours)’ gentlemen, yonder ; ho 
bids me to say that he saw some of your faoes on the 11th of Sep- 
tember last year.” 

As the gentleman spoke, the other two officers rode up, and came 
quite close. We knew at once who it was. It was the King, then 
two-and-twenty years old, tall and slim, with deep brown eyes, that 
looked melancholy, though his lips wore a smile. We took off our 
hats and saluted him. No man, sure, could see for the first time* 
without emotion, the youthful inheritor of so much fame and mis- 
fortune. It seemed to Mr. Esmond that the Prince was not un- 
like young Castlewood, whose age and figure he resembled. The 
Chevalier de St. George acknowledged the salute, and looked at us 
hard. Even the idlers on our side of the river set up a hurrah. 
As for the Royal Cravat, he ran to the Prince’s stirrup, knelt 
down and kissed his boot, and bawled and looked a hundred ejacu- 
lations and blessings. The Prince bade the aide-de-camp give 
him a piece of money; and when the party saluting us had ridden 
away, Cravat spat upon the piece of gold by way of benediction, 
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aud swaggered away, pouching his coin and twirling his honest 
carroty moustache. 

The officer in whose company Esmond was, tho same little cap- 
tain of Handyside’s regiment, Mr. Sterne, who had proposed the 
garden at Lille, when my Lord Mohun and Esmond had their 
affair, was an Irishman too, and as brave a littlo soul as ever wore 
a sword. “ Bedad,” says .Roger Sterno, “ that long fellow spoke 
French so beautiful that I shouldn’t have known he wasn’t a 
foreigner, till he. broke out with his hnlla-balioing, and only an Irish 
calf can bellow like that.” — Aud Roger made another remark in 
his wild way, in which there was sense as well as absurdity — “ If 
that young gentleman,” says he, “ would but ride over to our camp 
instead of Yillars’s, toss up his hat and say, * Here am I, the King, 
who’ll follow me 1 ’ by the Lord, Esmond, tho whole army would 
rise and carry him home again, and beat Villars, and take Paris 
by the way." 

The nows of the Prince’s visit was all through the oarnp quiokly, 
and scores of ours went down in hopes to see him. Major Ha- 
milton, whom we had talked with, sent back by a trumpet several 
silver pieces for officers with us. Mr. Esmond received one of 
these : and that medal, and a recompense not uncommon amongst 
Princes, were the only rewards he ever had from a Royal person, 
whom he endeavoured not very long after to serve. 

Esmond quitted tho army almost immediately aftor this, follow- 
ing his general home; and, indeed, being advised to travel in the 
tine weather and attempt to take no further part in tho campaign. 
But he heal'd from the army, that of the many who crowded to 
see the Chevalier de St. George, Frank Castlewood liad made 
himself most conspicuous : my Lord Viscount riding across the 
little stream bareheaded to where the Prince was, and dismount- 
ing and kneeling before him to do him homage. Some said that 
the Prince had actually knighted him, but my lord denied that state- 
ment, though lie acknowledged the rest of the story, and said : — 
“ From having beeu out of favour with Corporal J olm,” as lie called 
the Duke, “before his Grace warned him not to commit those 
follies, and smiled on him cordially ever after.” 

, “And he was so kind to me.” Arthur writ, “ that I thought I 
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would put in a good word for Master Harry, but when I mentioned 
your name ho looked as black as thunder, and said he had never 
heard of you.” 


CHAPTEIt II. 

I 60 HOME, AND HAU1’ ON THE OLD STRING. 

jp 

After quitting Mous and the army, and as he was waiting for 
a packet at Ostond, Esmond had a letter from his young kinsman 
Castlewood at Bruxelles, conveying intelligence whereof Prank 
besought him to be the bearer to London, and whioh caused Colonel 
Esmond no small anxiety. 

The young scapegrace, being one-and-twenty years old, and being 
anxious to sow his “wild otes,” as he wrote, had married Mademoi- 
selle do Wertheim, daughter of Count de Werthoim, Chamberlain 
to the Emperor, and having a post in the Household of the Gover- 
nor of tho Netherlands. “ P.S.,”- — the young gentleman wrote : 
“ Clotilda is older than me, which perhaps may be objoctod to her : 
but I am so old a raik that the age makes no difference, and I 
am determined to reform. We were married at St. Gudule, by 
Father Holt. She is -heart .and- soul for the good cause. And 
here tho cry is Vif-le-Roy, which nxy mother will join in, and 
Trix too. Break this news to ’eta gently : and tell Mr. Pinch, my 
agent, to press the people for their rents, and scud ino the ryno 
anyhow. Clotilda sings, and plays on the Spinet beautifully. Sho 
is a fair boauty. And if it’s a son, yon shall stand Godfather. 
I’m going to leave the army, having had envf of soldering ; and 
my Lord Duke recommends me. I shall pass tho winter here : and 
stop at least nntil Clo’s lying-in. I call her old Clo, but nobody 
else shall. She is the cleverest woman in all Bruxelles : under- 
standing painting, music, poetry, anil perfect at cookery and yuddens. 
I horded with the Count, that’s how I came to know her. There 
are four Counts her brothers. One an Abbey — throe with the. 
Prince’s army. They have a lawsuit for an immense fortune: hut 
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are now in a pore way. Break this to mother, who’ll take any thing 
from you. And write, and bid Finch write i mediately . Hostel de 
l’Aigle Noire, Bruxelles, Flanders.” 

So Frank had married a Roman Catholic lady, and an heir was 
expected, and Mr, Esmond was to carry this intelligence to his 
mistress at London. ’Twas a difficult embassy ; and the Colonel 
felt not a little tremor as he neared the capital. 

He reached his inn late, and sent a messenger to Kensington to 
announce his arrival and visit the next morning. The messenger 
brought back news that the Court was at "Windsor, and the fair 
Beatrix absent and engaged in her duties there. Only Esmond’s 
mistress remained in her house at Kensington. She appeared in 
court but once in the year; Beatrix was quite the mistress 
and ruler of the little mansion, inviting the company thither, 
arid engaging in every conceivable frolic of town pleasure. 
Whilst her mother, acting as the young lady’s protectress and 
elder sister, pursued her own path, which Was quite modest and 
secluded. 

As soon as ever Esmond was dressed (and he had been awake long 
before the town), he took a coach for Kensington, and reached it so 
early that he met his dear mistress coming home from morning 
prayers. She carried her prayer-book, never allowing a- footman 
to bear it, as every body else did: and it was by this simple sign 
Esmond knew what her occupation had been. He called to the 
coachman to stop, and jumped out as she looked towards him. She 
wore her hood as usual, and she turned quite pale when she saw 
him. To feel that kind little hand near to his heart seemed to 
give him strength. They soon were at the door of her ladyship’s 
house — and within it. 

With a sweet sad smile she took his hand and kissed it. 

"How ill you have been : how weak you look, my dear Henry,” 
she said. 

’Tis certain the Colonel did look like a ghost, except that ghosts 
do not look very happy, ’tis said. Esmond always felt so on 
returning to her after absence, indeed whenever he looked in her 
sweet kind face. 

“I am come back to be nursed by my family,” says lie. “ If 


Frank liad not taken care of ms after my wound, very likely I 
should have gone altogether.” 

“ Poor Frank, good Frank ! ” says his- mother. “You’ll always 
be kind to hint, my lord,” she went on. “The poor child never 
knew he was doing you a wrong.” 

“My lord ! ” cries out Colonel Esmond. “What do you mean, 
dear lady?” 

“ I am no lady,” says she ; “ I am Rachel Esmond, Francis Es- 
mond’s widow, my lord. I cannot bear that title. Would we 
never had taken it from him who has it now. But we did all in 
our power, Henry : we did all in our power ; and my lord and I — 
that is ” 

“ Who told you this tale, dearest lady,” asked the Colonel. 

“'Have you not had the letter I writ you? I writ to you at 
Mens directly I heard it,” says Lady Esmond. 

“ And from whom 1 ” again asked Colonel Esmond — and liis 
mistress then told him that on her deathbed the Dowager Countess, 
sending for her, had presented her with this dismal secret as a 
legacy. “’Twas very malicious of the dowager,” Lady Esmond 
said, “ to have had it so long, and to have kept the truth from me. 
‘ Cousin Rachel,’ she said,” and Esmond’s mistress could not for- 
bcav smiling as she told the story. “ ‘ Cousin Rachel,’ cries the 
dowager, 1 1 have sent for you, as the doctors say I may go off any 
day in this dysentery ; and to ease my conscience of a great load 
that has been on it. You always have been a poor creature and 
unfit for great honour, - and what I have to say won’t, therefore, 
affect you so much. You must know, cousin Rachel, that I have 
left my house, plate, and furniture, three thousand pounds in money, 
and my diamonds that my late revered Saint and Sovereign, King 
James, presented me with, to my Lord Yiseount Castlewood.’ 

“ ‘ To my Frank ? ’ says Lady Castlewood : ‘I was in hopes ’ 

• “ ‘ To Yiseount Castlewood, my dear, Yiseount Castlewood, and 
Baron Esmond of Shandon in the kingdom of Ireland, Earl and 
Marquis of Esmond under patent of his Majesty King James the 
Second, conferred upon my husband the late Marquis — for I am 
Marchioness of Esmond before God and man.’ 

“‘And have you left poor Hairy nothing, dear Marchioness ? ’ 
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asks lady Castlewood (she hath told me the story completely 
since with lier quiet arch way: the most charmiug any woman 
ever had : and I set down the narrative here at length so as to 
have done with it). ‘And have you left poor. Harry nothing,’” 
asks my dear lady : “for you know, Henry,” she says with her 
sweet smile, “ I used always to pity Esau — and I think 1 am on his 
side — though papa tried very hard to convince me the other way.” 

“ ‘ Poor Harry ! ’ says the old lady. ‘ So you want something 
left to poor Harry : he, he ! (reach me the drops, cousin.) Well then 
ray dear, since you want poor Harry to have a fortune : you must 
understand that ever since the year 1691, a week after the battle 
of the Boyne, where the Prince of Orange defeated his royal 
sovereign and father, for which crime ho is now suffering in flames 
(ugh, ugh), Francis Esmond hath been Marquis of Esmond and 
Earl of Castlewood in the United Kingdom, and Baron and Vis- 
count Oastlewood of Shandon in Ireland, and a Baronet — and his 
'eldest son will be — by courtesy, styled Earl of Oastlewood — he ! 
lie ! What do you think of that, my dear?’ 

Gracious mercy ! how long have you known this ?’’’ cries the 
other lady (thinking perhaps that the old Marchioness was wan- 
dering in her wits.) 

“‘My husband, before he was converted, was a wicked wretch,’ 
the sick sinner continued. 1 When he was in the Low Countries 
he seduced a weaver’s daughter; and added to his wickedness by 
marrying her. And then he came to this country and married me — 
a poor girl— a poor innocent young thing — I say,’ though she was 
past forty, you know, Harry, when she married : and as for being 
innocent — ‘ Well,’ she went on, ‘I knew nothing of my lord’s 
wickedness for three yearn after our marriage, and after the burial 
of our poor little hoy I had it done over again, my dear, I had my- 
self married by Father Holt in Castlewood chapel, as soon as ever 
I heard the creature was dead— -and having a great illness then, 
arising from another sad disappointment I had, the priest came 
and told me that my lord had a son before our marriage, and that 
the child was at nurse in England ; and I consented to let the 
brat be brought home, and a queer little melancholy child it was 
when it came. 


“ 1 Our intention was to make a priest of liim : and he was bred 
for tliis, until you preverted him from it, you wicked woman. 
And I had again hopes of giving an heir to my lord, when he was 
called away upon the King’s business, and died fighting gloriously 
at the Huy no water. 

“ ‘ Should I be disappointed— I owed your husband no love, my 
dear, for he had jilted me in the most scandalous way; and I 
thought there would bo time to declare the little weaver’s son for 
the true heir. But I was carried ofF to prison, where your husband 
was so kind to me — urging all bis friends to obtain my release, 
and using all bis credit in my favour — that I relented towards him, 
especially as my director counselled me to be silent; and that 'it 
was for tho good of the King’s service that the title of our family 
should continue with your husband the late viscount, whereby his 
fidelity would bo always secured to the King. And a proof of this 
is, that a year before your husband’s death, when he thought of 
taking a place under the Prince of Orange, Mr. Holt went to him, 
and told him what the state of the matter was, and obliged him to 
raise a large sum for his Majesty; aiid engaged him in the true 
cause so heartily, that we were sure of his support on any day when 
it should be considered advisable to attack the usurper, Then his 
sudden death came; and there was a thought of declaring the 
truth. But ’twas determined to be best for the King’s service to 
let the title still go with the younger branch ; and there’s no sacri- 
fice a Castlewood wouldn’t make for that cause, my dear. 

“‘As for Colonel Esmond, he knew the truth already’ (and 
then, Harry, my mistress said, she told me of what had happened 
at my dear husband’s death-bed). ‘ He doth not intend to take the 
title, though it belongs to him. But it eases my conscience that 
you should know the truth, my dear. And your son is lawfully 
Viscount Castlewood so long as his cousin doth not claim the 

This was the substance of the dowager’s revelation. Dean At- 
terbury had knowledge of it, Lady Castlewood said, and Esmond 
very well knows how that divine being the clergyman for whom 
the late lord had sent on his death-bed : and when Lady Castle- 
wood would instantly have written to her son, and conveyed the 
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tratli to him, .the Dean's advice was that a letter should he writ to 
.Colonel Esmond rather ; that the matter should be submitted to 
his decision, by which alone the rest of the family were hound to- 

“ And can my dearest lady doubt what that will be?” says the 
Colonel, 

u It rests with you, Harry, as the head of oar house.” 

“ It was settled twelve years since, by my dear lord’s bed-side,” 
says Colonel Esmond.. •“ The children must know nothing of this, 
Frank and his heirs after him must hear our name. ’Tis his 
rightfully j I have not. even a . proof of that marriage of my. father 
and, mother, though my poor lord, on phis death-bed, told me 
that Father, Holt had brought sneh a proof to Castlewood. I 
would not seek it when I was abroad. I went and looked at my 
poor mother’s grave in her convent. What matter to her now ? 

I Mo court of law on earth, upon my mere word, would- deprive my 
Lord Viscount and set me up. I am the head of the house, dear 
lady; hut Frank is Viscount of Castlewood still. And rather 
ttlian disturb him, I would turn monk, or disappear in America.” 

As he spoke so to his dearest mistress, for whom he would have 
been willing to give up his life, or to make any sacrifice any day, 
the fond creature flung herself down .on her knees before him, and 
kissed both liis hands in an outbreak of passionate love and grati - 
tude, such as could not but melt his heart, and make him feel very 
proud and thankful that God had given him the-power to show bis 
love for her, and to prove it by some little sacrifice on liis own 
part. To be able tp bestow benefits pr happiness on those one 
loves is sure the greatest blessing conferred upon a man — and what 
wealth or name, or gratification of ambition- or. vanity, could com- 
pare with the pleasure Esmond now had of being able to confer- 
some kindness upon his best and dearest friends ? 

“ Dearest saint,” says he-r-“ purest soul, thdt has had so much- 
to suffer, tha t has blest the poor lonoly orphan with such a treasure 
of love. ’Tis for me to kneel, not. for you : ’tis for me -to be thank- 
ful that I cau make yon happy. Hath my life- any other aim 1 
Blessed be God that I can serve you !. What pleasure, think you, 
could .all the world give me compared to that 1” 


MY, MISTRESS AS MOTHER-IN-LAW. 


“ Don’t raise me,” she said, in a wild way, to Esmond, who' 
would have lifted her. “ Let me kneel — let me kneel, and — and — • 
worship you” 

Before such a partial judge, as Esmond’s dear mistress owned 
herself to he, any cause which he might plead was sure to be given 
in liia favour ; and accordingly he found little difficulty in recon- 
ciling her to the news whereof he was bearer, of her son’s marriage 
to a foreign lady, Papist though she was. Lady Castlewood never 
could be brought to think so ill of that religion as other people in 
England thought of it : she held that ours was undoubtedly a 
branch of the Church Catholic, but that the Roman was one of the 
main stems on which, no doubt, many errors had been grafted (she> 
was, for a woman, ex traordinarily well versed in this controversy, 
having acted, as a girl, aB secretary to her father, the late dean, and 
written many of his sermons, under his dictation) ; and if Frank 
had chosen to marry a lady of the church of south Europe, as she 
would call the Roman Communion, that was no need why she 
should not welcome her aB a daughter-in-law : and accordingly she* 
writ to her liew daughter a very pretty, touching letter (as Esmond, 
thought, who had cognisance of it before it went), iu which the 
only hint of reproof was a gentle remonstrance that her son had 
not written to herself, to ask a fond mother’s blessing for that step 
which he was about taking.. “ Castlewood knew very well,” so she 
wrote to her son, “that she never denied him any thing iu her 
power to give, much less would she think of opposing a marriage 
that was to make his happiness, as she trusted, and keep him out 
of wild courses, which had alarmed her a good deal : and she be- 
sought him. to come quickly to England, to settle down in his 
family house of Castlewood (‘ It is his family house,’ says she, to 
Colonel Esmond, ‘though only his own house by your forbearance’); 
and to receive the aceompt of her stewardship during his ten years’ 
minority.” By care and frugality, she had got the estate into a 
better condition than ever it had- been since the Parliamentary 
wars ; and my lord was now master of a pretty, small income, not 
encumbered of debts, as it had been, during his father’s ruinous 
time. “ But iu saving my son’s fortune,” says she, “I fear I have 
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lost a great part of ray hold on him.” And, indeed, this was the 
ease ; her ladyship’s daughter complaining that their mother did 
all for Frank, and nothing for her ; and Frank himself being dis- 
satisfied at the narrow, simple way of his mother’s living at W aleote, 
where he had been brought up more like a poor parson’s son, than 
a young nobleman that was to make a figure in the world. ’Twas 
this mistake in his early training, very likely, that set him so eager 
upon pleasure when he had it in his power ; nor is he the first 
lad that has been spoiled by the over-careful fondness of women. 
No training is so useful for children, great or small, as the company 
of their betters in rank or natural parts ; in whose society they 
lose the overweening sense of their own importance, which stay-at- 
liome-people very commonly learn. 

But, as a prodigal that’s sending in a schedule of his debts to his 
friends, never puts all down, and, you maybe sure, the rogue keeps 
back some immense swinging bill, that he doesn’t dare to own ; so 
the poor Frank had a very heavy piece of news to break to his 
mother, and which he hadn’t the courage to introduce into his first 
confession. Some misgivings Esmond might have, upon receiving 
Franks letter, and knowing into what bauds the boy bad fallen; 
but whatever these misgivings were, he kept them to himself, not 
caring to trouble his mistress with airy fears that might be ground- 
less. . 

However, the next mail which came from Bruxelles, after Frank 
had received his mother’s letters there, brought back a joint com- 
position from himself and his wife, who could spell no better than 
her young scapegrace of a husband, full of expressions of thanks, 
love, and duty to the Dowager Viscountess, as my poor lady now 
was styled ; and along with this letter (which was read in a family 
council, namely, the Viscountess, Mistress Beatrix, and the writer 
of this memoir, and which was pronounced to be vulgar by the 
maid of honour, and felt to he so by the other two), there came 
a private letter for Colonel Esmond from poor Frank, with another 
dismal commission for the Colonel to execute, at his best oppor- 
tunity ; and tins was to announce that Frank had seen fit, “ by the 
exhortation of Mr. Holt, the influence of his Clotilda, and the 
blessing of heaven and the saints,” says my lord, demurely, “ to 


change liis religion, and be received into the bosom of that church 
of which his sovereign, many of his family, and the greater part of 
the civilized world, -were members.” And his lordship added a post- 
script, of which Esmond knew the inspiring genius very well, for 
it had the genuine twang of the Seminary, and was quite unlike 
poor Frank's ordinary style of writing and thinking ; in which he 
reminded Colonel Esmond that he too was, by birth, of that 
church; and that his mother and sister should have his lordship’s 
prayers to the saints (an inestimable benefit, truly ! ) for their con- 
version. 

If Esmond had wanted to keep this secret he could not ; for a 
day or two after receiving this letter, a notice from Bruxelles ap- 
peared in. the “Post-Boy,” and other prints, announcing that “a 
young Irish lord, the 'Visoount 0 — sblew — d, just come to his ma- 
jority, and who had served the last campaigns with great credit, as 
aide-de-camp to his Grace the Duke of Marlborough, had declared 
for the popish religion at Bruxelles, and had walked in a procession 
barefoot, with a wax-taper in his hand.” The notorious Mr. Holt, 
who had been employed as a Jacobite agent during the last reign, 
and many times pardoned by King William, had been the “Post- 
Boy,” said the agent of this conversion. 

The Lady Castlewood was as muoh oast down by this news as 
Miss Beatrix was indignant at it. “ So,” says she, “ Castlewood is 
no longer a home for its, mother. Prank’s foreign wife will bring 
her confessor, and there will be frogs for dinner; and all Tusher’s 
and my grandfather’s sermons are flung away ujiqn my brother. I 
used to tell you that you killed him with the catechism, and that 
he would turn wicked as soon as he broke from his mammy’s lead- 
ing-strings. 0, mother, you would not believe that the young 
scapegrace was playing you tricks, and that sneak of a Tush or was 
not a fit guide for him. 0, those parsons ! I hate ’em all,” says 
Mistress Beatrix, clapping her hands together ; “yes, whether they 
wear cassocks and buckles, or beards and bare feet. There’s a hor- 
ried Irish Wretch who never misses a Sunday at Court, and who 
pays me compliments there, the horrible man; and if you want to 
know what parsons are, you should see his behaviour, and hear him 
talk of his own cloth. They’re all the same, whether they’re 
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bishops or bonzes, or Indian fakirs. They try to domineer, and 
they frighten us with kingdom come; and they wear a sanctified 
air in public, and expect us to go down on our knees and ask their 
blessing ; and they intrigue, and they grasp; and they backbite, and 
they slander worse than the worst courtier or the wickedest old' 
Woman. I heard' this Mr. Swift sneering at my Lord Duke of 
Marlborough’s courage the other day. He ! that Teague from 
Dublin ! because his grace is not in favour, dares to say this of him ; 
and he says this that it may get to her Majesty’s ear, and to coax 
and wheedle Mrs. Masharn. They say the Elector of Hanover has 
a dozen of mistresses in his court at Herrenhausen, and if he comes 
to be king over us, I wager that the bishops and Mr. Swift, that 
wants to he one, will coax and wheedle them. 0, those priests and 
their grave airs ! I’m sick of their square toes and their rustling 
cassocks. I should like to go to a country where there was not one, 
or turn Quaker, and get rid of ’em ; and I would, only the dress is 
not becoming, and I’ve much too pretty a figure to hide it. 
Haven’t I, cousin?” and here she glanced at her person and the 
looking-glass, which told her rightly that a more beautiful shape 
and face never were seen. 

“ I made that onslaught on the priests,” says Miss Beatrix, after- 
wards, “ in order to divert my poor dear mother’s anguish about 
Frank. Frank is as vain as a girl, cousin. Talk of us girls being 
vain, what are we to you ? It was easy to. see that the first woman 
who chose would make a fool of him, or the first robe — I count a 
priest and a woman all the same. We aro always caballing ; we 
are not answerable for the fibs we toll ; we aro always cajoling and- 
coaxing, or threatening ; and we are always making mischief, 
Colonel Esmond — mark my word for that, who know the world, 
s' r, and have to make my way in it. I see as well as possible how 
Flunk’s marriage hath been managed. The Count, our papa-in- 
law, is always away at the coffee-house. The Countess, our mother, 
is always in the kitchen looking after the dinner. The Countess, 
our sister, is at the spinet. When my lord comes to say he is go- 
ing on the campaign, the lovely Clotilda bursts into tears, and 
faints so ; he catches her in his aims — no, sir, keep your distance, 
cousin, if you please — she cries on his shoulder, and he says, ‘ 0, 


ray divine, my adored, my beloved Clotilda, are you sorry to part 
with mo ? ’ ‘ O, my Francisco,’ says she, ‘ 0, my lord ! ’ and at this 

very instant mamma and a couple of young brothers, with mous- 
tachios and long rapiers, come in from the kitchen, where 
they have been eating bred and onions. Mark my word, yon will 
have all this woman’s relations at Castlewood three months after 
she has arrived there. The old count and countess, and the young 
counts and all the little countesses her sisters. Counts ! every one 
of these wretches says he is a count. Guiscard, that stabbed Mr. 
Harvy, said lie was a count ; and I believe he was a barber. All 
Frenchmen arc barbers — Fiddle-dee ! don’t contradict me — or else 
dancing-masters, or else priests ; ” and so she rattled on. 

“ Wh© was it taught you to dance, Cousin Beatrix 1 ” says the 
Colonel. 

She laughed out the air of a minuet, and swept a low curtsy, 
coming up to the recover with the prettiest little foot in the world 
pointed out. Her mother came in as she was in this attitude ; my 
lady had been in her- closet, having taken poor Frank’s conversion, 
in a very serious way ; the madcap girl rau up to her mother, put 
her arms round her waist, kissed her, tried to make her dance, and 
said “ Don't be silly, you kind little mamma, and cry about 
Frank turning Papist. What a figure he must be, with a white 
sheet and a candle walking in a procession barefoot 1 ” And she 
kicked off her little slippers (the wonderfullost little shoes with 
wonderful tall red heels, Esmond pounced upon one as it fell close 
beside him), and she put on the drollest little moue, and marched 
up and down the room holding Esmond’s cane by way of taper. 
Serious as her mood was, Lady Castlewood could not refrain from 
laughing ; and as for Esmond he looked on with that delight with 
which the sight of this fair creature always inspired him : never 
had he seen any woman so arch, so brilliant, and so beautiful. 

Having finished her march, she put out her foot for her slipper. 
The Colonel knelt down : “ If you will be Pope I will turn Papist,” 
says ho ; and her Holiness gave him gracious leave to kiss the little 
stockinged foot before lie put the slipper on. 

Mamma’s feet began, to pat on the floor during this operati 
and Beatrix, whose bright eyes nothing escaped, saw that lit 
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mark of impatience. She ran up and embraced her mother, with 
her usual cry of) “ 0 you silly little mamma : your feet are quite as 
pretty as mine,” says she : “they are, cousin, though she hides ’em ; 
but the shoemaker will tell you that he makes for both off the 
same last.” 

“You are taller than I am, dearest,” says her mother, blushing 
over her whole sweet face— 1 fand — and it is your hand, my dear, 
and not your foot he wants you to give him,” and she said it with a 
hysteric laugh, that had more of tears than laughter in it ; laying 
her head on her daughter’s fair shoulder, and hiding it there- 
They made a very pretty picture together, and looked like a pair 
of sisters — the sweet simple matron seeming younger than her 
years, and her daughter, if not older, yet somehow, from a com- 
manding manner and grace wliioh she possessed above most women, 
her mother’s superior and protectress. 

“ But 0 ! ’’ cries my mistress, recovering herself after this scene, 
and returning to her usual sad tone, “’tisashame that we should 
laugh and be making merry on a day when we ought to bo down 
on our knees and asking pardon.” 

“Asking pardon for what?” says saucy Mrs. Beatrix, — “because 
Frank takes ;_it into his head to fust on Fridays, and worship 
images? You know if you had been born a Papist, mother, a 
Papist you would have remained to the end of your days, ’Tis the 
religion of the King and of some of the best quality. For my 
part, I’m no enemy to it, and think Queen Bess was hot a penny 
better, than Queen Mary,” 

“ Hush, Beatrix ! Do not jest with sacred things, and remem- 
ber of what parentage you come,” cries my lady. Beatrix was 
ordering her ribbons, and adjusting her tucker, and performing a 
dozen provoking pretty ceremonies, before the glass. The girl was 
no hypocrite at least. She never at that time could be brought to 
think but of the world and her beauty • and seemed to have no 
more sense of devotion than some people have of music, that can- 
not distinguish one air from another. Esmond saw this fault in 
her, as he saw many others — a bad wife would Beatrix Esmond 
make, lie thought, for any man under the degree of a Prince. She 
was born to shine in great assemblies, and to adorn palaces, and to 


command eveiy where — to conduct an intrigue of politics, or to 
glitter in a queen’s train. But to sit at a homely table, and mend 
the stockings of a poor man’s children ! that was no fitting duty 
for her, or at least one that she wouldn’t have broke her heart .in- 
trying to do. She was a princess, though she had scarce a 
shilling to her fortune ; and - one of her subjects — the most abject 
and devoted wretch, sure, that ever drivelled at a woman’s knees 
— was this unlucky gentleman ; who bound bis good sense, and 
reason, and independence, band and foot; and submitted them 
to her. 

And who does not know how ruthlessly women will tyrannise 
when they are let to domineer? and who does not know how use- 
less advice is 1 I could give good counsel to my descendants, hut 
I know they’ll follow tlieir own way, for all their grandfather’s 
sermon. A man gets his own experience about women, and will 
take nobody's hearsay ; nor, indeed, is the young fellow worth a 
fig that would. ’Tis I that am in love with my mistress, not my 
old grandmother that counsels me ; ’tis I that have fixed the value 
of the tiling I would have, and know the- price I would pay for it. 
It may be worthless to you, but ’tis all my life to me. Had Esmond 
possessed the Great Mogul’s crown and all his diamonds, or all 
the Duke of Marlborough’s money, or all the ingots sunk 
at Vigo, he would have given them all for this woman. A 
fool he was,’ if you will ; but so is a sovereign a fool, that will 
give half a principality for a little crystal as big as a pigeon’s egg, 
and called a diamond : so is a wealthy nobleman a fool, that will 
face danger or death, and spend half his life, and all his tranquillity, 
caballing for a bine riband: so is a Dutch merchant a fool, that 
hath been known to pay ten thousand crowns for a tulip. There’s 
some particular prize we all of us value, and that every man of 
spirit will venture his life for. With this, it may be to achieve a 
great reputation, for learning; with that, to be a man. of fashion, 
and the admiration of the town ; with another, to consummate a 
great work of art or poetry, and go to immortality that way ; and 
with another, for a certain time of his life, the sole object and aim 

Whilst Esmond was under the domination of this passion, ho 
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-raaembers many a talk he had with his intimates, who used to 
•rally Our Knight of the Buefiil Countenance at Iris devotion, where- 
of he made no disguise, to Beatrix; and it was with replies such 
•as the above he. met his friends’ satire. “ Granted, I am a fool,” 
•says lie “ and no better than you ; but you are no better than I. 
You have your folly you labour for ; give me the charity of mine. 
‘What flatteries do you, Mr. St. John, stoop to whisper in the ears 
of a queen’s favourite ? What nights of labour doth not the laziest 
man in the world endure, foregoing liis bottle, and liis boon com- 
panions, foregoing Lais, in whose lap he would like to be yawning, 
•that he may prepare a spoecli full of lies, to cajole three hundred 
stupid country-gentlemen in the House of Commons, and get the 
hiccuping cheers of 'the October Club ! What days will you 
•spend in your jolting chariot (Mr. Esmond often rode to Windsor, 
and especially, of later days, with the secretary) ! What hours 
■will you pass on your gouty feet— and how humbly will you kneel 
down to present a despatch— -you, the proudest man in the world, 
that has not knelt to God -since you were a boy, and in that posture 
whisper, flatter, adore almost, a stupid woman, that’s often boozy 
with too much: meat and (drink, when Mr. Secretary goes for his 
audience ! If my pursuit is wanity, sure ydurs is too.” And then 
the 'Secretary would fly out in such a rich flow of -eloquence, as 
this pen cannot pretend to recall ; advocating liis scheme of ambition, 
showing the great good he would do for Iris country when he was 
the undisputed chief of it ; backing his Opinion with a score of pat 
sentences from Greek and Homan authorities (of which kind of 
learning he made rather an ostentatious display), and scornfully 
vaunting the very arts and meannesses by which fools were to lie 
made to follow him, opponents to he bribed or silenced, doubters 
converted, and enemies overawed. 

“I am Diogenes,” says Esmond, laughing, “that is taken up for 
a ride in Alexander’s chariot. I have no desire to vanquish 
Darius or to tame Bucephalus. I do not want what you want, 
a great name or a high place : to have them would bring mo 
no pleasure. But my moderation is taste, not virtue; and I 
know that what I do want, is as vain as that which you long 
after. Do not grudge me my vanity, if I allow yours ; or rather, 
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•Jet ua laugh at both indifferently, and at ourselves, and at each 
other.” 

“ If your charmer holds out,” says St. John, “at this rate, she 
may keep you twenty years besieging her, and surrender by the 
time you are seventy, and she is old enough to be a grandmother. 
I do not say the pursuit of a particular woman is not as pleasant a 
pastime as any other kind of hunting,” he added; “only, for my 
part, I find the game won’t run. long enough. They knock under 
too soon — that’s the fault I find with ’em.” 

“ The game which you pursue is in the habit of being caught, 
and used to being pulled down,” says Mr. Esmond. 

“But Dulciiiea del Toboso is peerless, elrf” says the other. 
“Well, honest Harry, go and attack windmills — perhaps thou art 
not more mad than other people,” St. John added, with a sigh. 
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CHAPTER III. I 

A PAPBB OUT or THE SPECTATOR. .1 

Doth any young gentleman of my progeny, who may read his § 

old grandfather’s papers, chance to be presently suffering under the 1 

passion of Love ? There is. a humiliating .cure, hut one that is easy | 

and almost specific for the malady- — which is, to try an alibi. Es- ;1 

moml went away from his mistress and was: cured a half dozen 1 

times ; he came hack- to her side, and instantly fell ill again of the 1 

fever. He vowed that he could leave her and think no more of | 

her, and so he could pretty well, at least, succeed in quelling that 
rage and longing lie had whenever he was with her ; but as soon 
as he returned he was as had as ever again. Truly a ludicrous and 
pitiable object, at least exhausting every body’s pity but Ids dearest 
mistress’s, Lady Castlewood’s, in whose tender breast he reposed 
all his dreary confessions, and who never tired of hearing him and 
pleading for him. 

Sometimes Esmond would think there was hope. Then again he 
would be plagued with despair, at some impertinence or coquetry 
of Iris mistress. For days they would be like brother and sister, or 
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the dearest friends- — she, simple, fond, and charming — he, happy be- 
yond measure at her good behaviour. But this would all vanish on a 
sudden. Either lie would he too pressing, and hint liis love, when 
she would rebuff him instantly, and give his vanity a box on the 
ear : or he would be jealous, and with perfect good reason, of some 
new admirer that had sprung up, or some rich young gentleman 
newly arrived in the town, that this incorrigible flirt would set her 
nets and baits to draw in. If Esmond remonstrated, the little 
rebel would say — “ Who are you ? I shall go my own way, sirrah, 
and that way is towards a husband, and I don’t want you on the 
way. I am for your betters, Colonel, for your betters : do you 
hear that ? You might do if you had an estate and were younger ; 
tally eight years older than I, you say ! pish, you are a hundred 
years older. You are an old, old Graveairs, and I should make 
you miserable, that would he the only comfort I should have in 
marrying you. But you have not money enough to keep a cat 
decently after you have paid your man his wages, and your land- 
lady her hill. Do you think I’m going to live in ft lodging, and 
turn the mutton at a string whilst your honour nurses the baby? 
Fiddlestick, and why did you not get tins nonsense knocked out of 
your head when you were in the wars ? You are come back more 
dismal and dreary than ever. You and mamma are fit for each 
other. You might he Darby and Joan, and play cribbage to the 
end of your lives.” 

“ At least you own to your worldliness, my poor Trix,” says her 
mother. 

“Worldliuess — O my pretty lady ! Do you think that I am a 
child in the nursery, and to bo frightened by Bogey ? World] i- 
neas, to be sure ; and pray, madam, where is the harm of wishing 
to he comfortable? "When you are gone, you dearest old woman, 
or when I am tired of you and have ran away from you, where 
shall I go ? Shall I go and he head nurse to my Popish sister-in- 
law, take the children their physic, and whip ’em, and put ’em to bed 
when they are naughty ? Shall I he Castlewood’s upper servant, and 
perhaps marry Tom Tnsher? Merci l I have been long enough Frank’s 
humble servant. Why am I not a man ? I have ten times his 
brains, and had I worn the— -well don’t let your ladyship he fright- 
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eued — had I worn a sword and perriwig instead of this mantle and 
commode, to which nature has condemned me— (though ’tis a 
pretty stuff, too — cousin Esmond ! yon will go to the Exchange to- 
morrow, and get the exact counterpart of this riband, sir, do you 
hear) — I would have made our name talked about. So would 
Graveairs here have made something out of our name if he had re- 
presented it. My Lord Graveairs would have done very well. Yes, 
you have a very pretty way, and would have made a very decent, 
grave speaker;” and here she began to imitate Esmond’s way of 
carrying himself, and speaking to his face, raid so ludicrously that 
his mistress burst out a laughing, and even he himself coukl see 
there was some likeness in the fantastical malicious caricature. 

“Yes,” says she, “I solemnly vow, own, and confess, that I 
want a good husband. "Where’s the harm, of one ? My face is my 
fortune Who’ll come?— buy, buy, buy! I cannot toil, neither 
can I spin, but I can play twenty-three games on the cards. I can 
dance the last dance, I can hunt the stag, and I think I could shoot 
flying. I can talk as wicked as any woman of my years, and know 
enough stories to amuse a sulky husband for at least one thousan d 
and one nights. I have a pretty taste for dress, diamonds, gambling, 
and old China. I love sugar plums, Marines bice (that you brought 
me cousin is very pretty), the opera, and every thing that is useless 
and costly. I have got a monkey and a little black boy — Pompey, 
sir, go and give a dish of chocolate to Colonel Graveairs, — -and a 
parrot and a spaniel, and I must have a husband. Cupid, you 
hear?” 

“ Iss, Missis,” says Pompey, a little grinning negro Lord Peter- 
borow gave her, with a bird of Paradise in Ida turbant, and a collar 
with his mistress’s name, on it. 

“ Iss, Missis ! ” says Beatrix, imitating the child, “ And if hus- 
band not come, Pompey must go fetch one.” 

And Pompey went away grinning with his chocolate tray, as 
Miss Beatrix ran up to her mother and ended her sally of mischief" 
in her common way, with a kiss— no wonder that upon paying 
such a penalty her fond judge pardoned her. 

When Mr. Esmond camo home, his health was still shattered ; 
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and lie took a lodging near to his mistress’s, at Kensington, glad 
enough to he served by them, and to see them day after day. He 
was enabled to see a little company— and of the sort he liked best. 
Mr. Steele and Mr. Addison both did him the honour to visit him : 
and drank many a flask of good claret at his lodging, whilst their 
entertainer, through his wound, was kept to diet drink and gruel. 
These gentlemen were Wliigs, and great admirers of my Lord Duke 
of Marlborough; and Esmond was entirely of the other party. 
But tlieir different views of jiolitics did not prevent the gentle- 
men from agreeing in private, nor from allowing, on one evening 
when Esmond’s kind old patron, Lieutenant-General . Webb, with a 
stick and a criitch, hobbled up to the Colonel's lodging (which was 
prettily situate at Knightsbridge, between London and Kensington, 
and looking over the Gardens), that the Lieutenant-General was ft 
noble and gallant soldier — and even that he had been hardly used 
in the Wynendael affair. He took his revenge in talk, that must 
be confessed ; and if Mr. Addison had had a mind to write a poem 
about Wynendael, he might have heard from the commander’s 
own lips the story a hundred times over. 

Mr. Esmond, tweed to be quiet, betook himself to literature for 
A relaxation, and composed his comedy, whereof the prompter’s 
copy lieth in jny walnut escnitoire, sealed up and docketed, “The 
Faithful Fool, a Comedy, as it was performed by her Majesty’s 
Seiwants.” ’Twas a very , sentimental piece ; and Mr. Steele, who 
liad more of that kind of sentiment than Mr. Addison, admired it, 
whilst the other rather sneered at the performance ; though ho 
owned that, here and there, it contained seine pretty strokes. He 
was bringing out Iris own play of “ Cato” at the time, the blaze of 
which quite extinguished Esmond’s farthing candle : aiid his name 
was never put to the piece, which was printed as by a Person of 
Quality. Only nine copies were sold, though. Mr. Dennis, the 
great critic, praised it, and said ’twas a work of great merit ; and 
Colonel Esmond had the whole impression .burned one day in a 
rage, by Jack Lockwood, Ms man. 

: All this, comedy was full of bitter satiric strokes against a 
certain young lady. The plot of the piece was quite a new one. 
A young woman was represented with a great number of suitors, 


selecting a pert fribble of a pear, iu place of tlie liero ; (but ill-act- 
el, I think, by Mr. Wilks, the Faithful Fool,) who persisted in 
admiring her. In the fifth act, Teramuita was made to discover 
the merits of Eugenio (the F. F.), and to foel a partiality for him 
too late ; for he announced that he had bestowed his hand and 
estate upon Rosaria, a country lass, endowed with every virtue. 
Eut it must he owned that the audience yawned through the play ; 
and that it perished on the third night, with only half a dozen 
persons to behold its agonies. Esmond and his two mistresses came 
to the first night, and Miss Beatrix fell asleep ; whilst her mother, 
who had not been to a play since King James the Second’s time, 
thought the piece, though not brilliant, had a very pretty moral, 

Mr. Esmond dabbled in letters, and wrote a deal of prose and 
verse at this time of leisure. When displeased with tlio oonduct 
of Miss Beatrix, he would compose a satire, in which he relieved 
his mind. When smarting under the faithlessness of women, he 
dashed off a copy of verses, in which he held the whole sex up to 
scorn. One day, in one of these moods, he made a little joke, in 
which (swearing him to seeresy) he got his friend Dick Steele to 
help him ; and, composing a paper, he hnd it printed exactly like 
Steele’s paper, and by his printer, and laid on liis mistress’s 
brea kfast-table the following — 

“ Spectator. 

“No. 311'. “ Tuesday, April 1, 1712. 

Kfutato nomine do te Fabula narratur.— Horace, 

Thyself the moral of the Fable see. — C reech. 

“ Joeasta is known as a woman of learning and fashion, and us 
one of the moat amiable persons of this court and country. She is 
at home two mornings of the week, and all the wits and a few of 
the beauties of London flock to her assemblies. When she goes 
abroad to Tunbridge or the Bath, a retinue of adorers rides the 
journey with her ; ancl, besides the London beaux, she has a crowd 
of admirers at the Wells, the polite amongst the natives of Sussex 
and Somerset pressing round her tea-tables, and being anxious for 
a nod from her chair. Jocasta’s acquaintance is thus very nuine- 
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runs. Indeed, ’tis one smart writer’s work to keep her visiting-book 
—a strong footman is engaged to cany it ; and it would require a 
much stronger head, even than Joeasta’s own, to remember the 
names of ail her dear friends. 

“ Either at Epsom Wells or at Tunbridge (for of this important 
matter Joeasta cannot be certain) it was her ladyship’s fortune to 
■become acquainted with a young gentleman, whose conversation 
was so sprightly, and manners amiable, that she invited the agree- 
able young spark to visit her if ever he came to London, where 
her house in Spring Garden should he open to him. Charming ns 
he was, and without any manner of doubt a pretty fellow, Joeasta 
hath such a regiment of the like continually marcliing round her 
standard, that ’tis no wonder her attention is distracted amongst 
them. And so, though this gentleman made a considerable impres- 
sion upon her, and touched her heart for at least three-and-twenty 
minutes, it must be owned that she has forgotten his name. lie 
is a dark man, and may be eight-and-twenty years old. His dress 
is sober, though of rich materials. He has a mole on his forehead 
over his left eye ; has a blue ribbon to his cane and sword, and 
wears his own hair. 

“ Joeasta was much flattered by beholding her admirer (for that 
every body admires who sees her is a point which she never can for a 
moment doubt) in the next pew to her at Saint James’s Church 
last Sunday ; and the manner in which he appeared to go to sleep 
during the sermon — though from under his fringed eyelids it was 
evident he was casting glances of respectful rapture towards 
Joeasta — deeply moved and interested her. On coming out of 
church, he found his way to her chair, and made her an elegant 
bow ns she stepped into it. She saw liim at Court afterwards, 
where he carried himself with a most distinguished air, though 
none of her acquaintances knew his name ; and the next night he 
was at the play, where her ladyship was pleased to acknowledge 
him from the side-box. 

“ During the whole of the comedy she racked her brains so to 
remember his name, that she did not hear a word of the piece : and 
having the happiness to meet him once more in the lobby of the 
playhouse, she' went up to him in a flutter, and bade him remember 
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that she kept two nights in the week, and that she longed to see him 
at Spring Garden. 

“ He appeared on Tuesday, in a rich suit, showing a very fine 
taste both in the tailor and wearer ; and though a knot of us were 
gathered round the charming Joeasta, fellows who pretended to 
know every face upon the town, not one could tell the gentleman’s 
name in reply to Jocasta’s eager inquiries, flung to the right and 
left of her as he advanced up the room with a bow that would be- 
come a duke. 

“Joeasta acknowledged this salute with one of those smiles and 
curtsies of which that lady hath the secret. She curtsies with a 
languishing air, as if to say, ‘You are come at last. I have been 
pining for you:’ and then she finishes her victim with a killing 
look, which declares : ‘ 0 .Philander ! I have no eyes but for you.’ 
Camilla hath as good a curtsy perhaps, and Tlialestris much such 
another look; hut the glance and the curtsy together belong to 
Joeasta of all the English beauties alone. 

“ ‘ Welcome to London, sir,’ says she. ‘ One can sec you are from 
the country by your looks.’ She would have said ‘Epsom,’ or 
‘ Tunbridge,’ had she remembered rightly at which place she had 
met the stranger ; but, alas ! she had forgotten. 

“ The gentleman said, ‘ he had been in town but three days ; and 
one of his reasons for coming hither was to have the honour of 
paying his court to Joeasta.’ 

“ She said, ‘the waters had agreed with her but indifferently.’ 

“ ‘ The waters were for the sick,’ the gentleman said : 1 the 
young and beautiful came but to make them sparkle. And, ns the 
clergyman road the service on Sunday,’ he added, ‘ your ladyship 
reminded me of the angel that visited the pool.’ A murmur of 
approbation saluted this sally. Ufanilio, who is a wit when he is 
not at cards, was in such a rage that he revoked when he heard it. 

“Joeasta was an angel visiting the waters ; hut at which of the 
Bethesdas 1 She was puzzled more and more ; and, as her way 
always is, looked the more innocent and simple, the more artful 
her intentions were. 

“ ‘ We were discoursing,’ says she, ‘about spelling of names and. 
words when you came. Why should we say goold and write gold/ 
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and call e h:tn a eliayny, and Cavendish Candish, and Chohnon-- 
deley Ghumley 1 If we call Pulteney Poltney, why shouldn’t we 
call poultry puffery — and’ 

. “ ‘ Such an enchantress as your ladyship,’ says he, ‘ is mistress of 
all sorts of spells,’ But this was Dr. Swift’s- pun, and we all 
knew it: 

“‘And — and- how do you spell your name?’ says she, coming to 
the point, at length ; for this sprightly conversation had lasted 
much longer than is here set down, and been carried on through at. 
least three dishes of tea. 

O, madam,’ says he, * 1 spell my name with the y.' And lay- 
ing down- liis dish, my gentleman made another elegant bow, and. 
was gone in a moment. 

“Jocaata hath had no sleep since this mortification, and the 
stranger’s disappearance. If baulked in any tiling, sko is sure to 
lose her health and temper ; and we,, her servants, suffer, as. usual, 
during the angry fits of our [Queen. Can you help us, Mr. Specta- 
tor, who know every tiring, to read this riddle for her, and set at 
rest all our minds ? We find in her list, Mr. BertyyMr. Smith, 
Mr. Pike, Mr. Tyler— who may be Mr. Bertie, Mr. Smyth, Mr. 
'Pyke, Mr. Tiler, for what we know.. She hath turned away the 
clerk of her visiting-hook, a poor fellow with a great family of 
children. Bead me this riddle, good Mr. Shortfaee, and oblige 
your admirer- — CEdipus.” 

" The Trumpet Coffee-house, Whitehall. 

“ Mr. Spectator— I am a gentleman hut little acquainted with 
the town, though I have had an university education, and passed 
some years serving my country abroad, where my name is better 
known than in the coffee-houses and St. James’s. 

“ Two years since my uncle died, leaving me a pretty estate in 
the county of Kent -; and being at Tunbridge Wells last summer, 
after my mourning was over, and on the look-out, if truth must he 
told, for seme young lady who would share with me the solitude of 
iny great Kentish house, and be kind to my tenantry (for whom a 
woman can do a great deal more good than the best-intentioned man 
can), I was greatly fascinated by a young lady of London, who was 
the toast of all the company at the Wells. Every one knows 
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Saecliarissa’s. beauty ; and. I think, Mr. Spectator; no one’ better' 
than herself. 

“ My table-book informs me that I danced no less than seven-alid- 
tweuty sets -with her at the Assembly, I treated her to the fiddles 
twice. I was admitted on several days to her lodging, and received, 
by her with a great deal of distinction, and, for a time, was entirely 
her slave. It was only when I found, from common talk of the 
company at the 'Wells,, and fcoin narrowly watching one, who I 
once thought of asking the most sacred question a man can put to 
a. woman, that I became aware how unfit she was to he a country 
gentleman's wife ; and that this fair creature was but a heartless- 
worldly jilt, playing with affections that she never meant to return, 
and, indeed, incapable of returning them. 'Tis admiration such 
women want, not love that touches thorn ; and I cau conceive, im 
her old age, no more wretched creature than this lady will be, when 
her beauty hath deserted her, when her admirers have left her, and 
she hath neither friendship nor religion to console her. 

“ Business calling me to London, I went to St. James's Church 
last Sunday, aud there opposite me sat my beauty of the Wells, 
Her behaviour during the whole service was so pert, languishing, 
and absurd ; she flirted her fan, and ogled and eyed me in a manner 
so indecent, that I was obliged to shut my eyes, so as actually not 
to sec her, and whenever I opened them beheld hers (and very 
bright they are) still staring at me. I fell in. with her afterwards- 
at Court, and at the playhouse ; and. here jiotliing would satisfy 
her but she must elbow through the crowd, and speak to me, and 
invite me to the assembly, which she holds at her house, not very 
far from Ch-r-ng Gr-ss. 

“Having made her a promise to attend, of course I kept my 
promise ; and found the young widow in the; midst of a half-dozen 
of card-tables, and a crowd of 'wits and admirers. I made the best 
bow I could, aud advanced towards her ; and saw # by a peculiar 
puzzled look in her face, though she tried to hide her perplexity, 
that she had forgotten even my name. 

“Her talk, artful as it was, convinced me that I had guessed 
aright. She turned the conversation most ridiculously upon the 
spelling of names and words ; and I replied with as ridiculous, ful- 
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some compliments as I could pay her : indeed, one in which I com- 
pared her to an angel visiting the sick wells, went a little too far ; 
nor should I have employed it, but that the allusion came from the 
Second Lesson last Sunday, which we both had heard, and I was 
pressed to answer her. 

“ Then she came to the question, which I knew was awaiting me, 
and asked how I spelt my name ? 1 Madam,’ says T, tinning on my 

heel, ‘ I spell it with the y.’ And so I left her, wondering at the 
light-heaxtedness of the town-people, who forget and make friends 
so easily, and resolved to look elsewhere for a partner for your 
oonstant reader, Cymon Wyldoats. 

“ You know my real name, Mr. Spectator, in which there is no 
such a letter as hupsilon. But if the lady, whom I have callod 
Sacehariasa, wonders that I appear no more at the tea-tables, she is 
hereby respectfully informed the reason y.” 

The above is a parable, whereof the writer will now expound 
the meaning. Joeasta was no other than Miss Esmond, Maid of 
Honour to her Majesty. She had told Mr. Esmond this little stray 
of having met a gentleman, somewhere, and forgetting his name, 
when the gentleman, with no such malicious intentions’as those of 
“Cymon” in the above fable, made the answer simply as above ; 
and we all laughed to think how little Mistress Jocnsta-Beatrix 
hod profited by her artifice and precautions. 

As for Cymon he was intended to represent yours and her very 
humble servant, the writer of the apologue and of this story, which 
we had printed on a “Spectator” paper at Mr. Steele’s office, ex- 
actly as those famous journals were printed, and which was laid on 
the table at breakfast in place of the real newspaper. Mistress Jo- 
easta, who had plenty of wit, could not live without her “ Spectator ” 
to her tea; and this sham “Spectator” was intended to convey 
to the young woman that she herself was a flirt, and that Cymon 
was a gentleman of honour and resolution, seeing all her faults, and 
determined to break the chains once and for ever. 

For though enough hath been said about this love-business al- 
ready — enough, at least, to prove to the writer’s heirs what a silly 
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fond fool tlieir old grandfather was, who would like them to con- 
sider him as a very wise old gentleman ; yet not near all lias been 
told concerning this matter, which, if it were allowed to take in Es- 
mond’s journal the space it occupied in his time, would weary his 
kinsmen and women of a hundred years time beyond all endurance ; 
and from such a diary of folly and drivelling, raptures and rage, as 
no man of ordinary vanity would like to leave behind him. 

The truth is, that, whether she laughed at him or encouraged 
him ; whether she smiled or was cold, and turned her smiles on 
another — worldly and ambitious, as he knew her to be ; hard and 
careless, as she seemed to grow with her conit life, and a hundred 
admirers that came to her and left her ; Esmond, do what he would, 
never could get Beatrix out of his miud ; thought of her constantly 
at homo or away. If he read his name in a Gazette, or escaped the 
shot of a cannon-ball or a greater danger in the campaign, as has 
happened to him more than once, the instant thought after the hon- 
our achieved ortho danger avoided, was “"Wliat will she say of it?” 
“ Will tliis distinction or the idea of this peril elate her or touch 
her, so as to be better inclined towards me?” He could no more 
help this passionate fidelity of temper than he could help the eyes 
he saw with— one or the other seemed a part of his nature ; and 
knowing every one of her faults as well as the keenest of her de- 
tractors, and the folly of an attachment to such a woman, of which 
the fruition could never bring him happiness for above a week, 
there was yet a charm about this Circe from which the poor deluded 
gentlenian could not free himself ; and for a much longer period 
than Ulysses (another middle-aged officer, who had travelled much, 
and been in the foreign wars), Esmond felt himself enthralled and 
besotted by the wiles of this enchantress. Quit her ! He could no 
more quit her, as the Cymon of this stoiy was made to quit his 
fidse one, than he could lose his consciousness of yesterday. She 
had but to raise her finger, and he would come back from ever so 
for ; she had but to say I have discarded such and such an adorer, 
and the poor infatuated wretch would bo sure to come and renter 
about her mother’s house, willing to be put on the ranks of suitors, 
though lie knew he might be cast off the next week. If he were 
like Ulysses in his folly at least, she was in so far like Penelope, 
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that she had a crowd of suitors, and undid day after day and night 
after night the handywork of fascination and the web of coquetry 
with ‘which she was wont to allure and entertain them. 

Part of her coquetry may have come from her position about the 
Court, -where the beautiful maid of honour v/as the light about 
which a thousand beaux came and fluttered ; where she was sure to 
have a ring of admirers round her, crowding to listen to her repar- 
tees as. much as to admire her beauty ; and where she spoke and 
listened to much free talk, such as one never would have thought 
the lips or ears of Rachel Caatlewood’s daughter would have uttered 
or heard. When in waiting at Windsor or Hampton, the Court 
ladies and gentlemen would be making riding parties together : 
Mm. Beatrix in a horseman’s coat and liat, the foremost after the 
stag-hounds and over the park fences,, a crowd of young fellows at 
her heels. If the English countiy ladies at this time were the 
most pure and modest of any ladies, in the world — the English town 
and Court ladies permitted themselves Words and behaviour that 
Wei-e neither modest nor pure ; and claimed, some of them, a free- 
dom which those who love that sex most would never wish to grant 
them. The gentlemen of my family that follow after me (for I 
don’t encourage the ladies to pursue any such studies), may read in 
the works of Mr. Congreve, and Dr. Swift, and others, what was 
the conversation and what the habits of our time. 

• The most beautiful woman in England in 1712, when Esmond 
returned to this country, a lady of high birth, and 'though of no 
fortune to ho sure, with a thousand fascinations of wit and manners 
— Beatrix Esmond— was now six-ond-twenty years eld, and Beatrix 
Esmond still. Of her hundred adorers she had not chosen one for 
a husband ; and those who had asked had been jilted by her ; and 
more still had left her. A succession of near ten years’ crops of 
beauties had come up since her time, and had been reaped by proper 
imsbundtnsn, if we may make an agricultural simile, and had been 
housed comfortably long ago. Her own contemporaries were sober 
pothers by this time; girls with not a tithe of her charms, or her 
/wjit, having made good matches, and now claiming precedence Over 
<■ the spinster who but lately had derided and outshone them. The 
young beauties were beginning to _look down on Beatrix as an old 
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■maid, and sneer, and call her one of Charles II. ’s ladies, and ask 
whether her portrait was not in the Hampton Court Gallery? 
Bat still she reigned, at least in one man’s opinion, superior over 
all the little misses that were the toasts of the young lads ; and 
in Esmond’s eyes was ever perfectly lovely and young. 

Who knows how many were nearly made happy by possessing 
her, or, rather, how many were fortunate in escaping this syren ? 
’Tia a marvel to think that her mother was the purest and simplest 
woman in the whole world, and that this girl should have been, 
horn from her. I am inclined to fancy, my mistress, who never 
said a harsh word to her children (and but twice or thrice only to 
one person), must have been too fond and pressing with the mater- 
nal authority for her son and her daughter both revolted early ; 
nor after tlioir first flight from the nest could they ever he brought 
back quite to the fond mother’s bosom. Lady Castlewood, and 
perhaps it was as well, knew little of her daughter’s life and real 
thoughts. How was she to apprehend wliat passed in Queen’s 
antechambers and at Court tables 1 Mrs. Beatrix asserted her own 
authority so resolutely that her mother quickly gave in. The 
maid of honour had her own equipage ; went from home and 
came back at her own will : her mother was alike powerless to re- 
sist her or to lead her, or to command or to persuade her. 

She had been engaged once, twice, thrice, to be married, Esmond 
believed. When he quitted home, it hath been said, she was pro- 
mised to my Lord Ashburnliam, and now, on bis return, behold 
his lordship was just married to Lady Mary Butler, the Duke of 
Ormonde’s daughter, and his fine houses, and twelve thousand a 
year of fortune, for’ which Miss Beatrix had rather coveted him, 
was out of her power. To her Esmond could say nothing in regard 
to the breaking of this match ; and, asking bis mistress about it, 
all Lady Castlewood answered was : “ Do not speak to mo about it, 
Harry. I cannot tell you how or why they parted, and I fear to 
inquire. I have told you before, that with all licr kindness, and 
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as she does of every thing. Heaven help her husband, whoever he 
shall be ! My Lord Ashburnham was a most excellent young man, 
gentle and yet manly, of very good parts, so they told me, and as 
my little conversation would enable me to judge : and a kind tem- 
per — kind and enduring I’m sure he must have been, from all that 
he had to endure. But he quitted her at hist, from some crown- 
ing piece of caprice or tyranny of hers ; and now he has married a 1 
young woman that will make him a thousand times happier than 
my poor girl ever could.” 

The rupture, whatever its cause was (I heard the scandal, but 
indeed shall not take pains to repeat at length in this diary the 
trumpery coffee-house story), caused a good deal of low talk ; and 
Mr. Esmond was present at my lord’s appearance at the birthday 
with his bride, over whom the revenge that Beatrix took was to 
look so imperial and lovely that the modest downcast young lady 
could not appear beside her, and Lord Ashburnham, who had Ids 
reasons for wishing to avoid her, slunk away quite shamefaced, and 
very early. This time his Grace the Duke of Hamilton, whom Es- 
mond had seen about her before, was constaut at Miss Beatrix’s side : 
he was one of the most splendid gentlemen of Europe, accomplished by 
books, by travel, by long command of the best company, distin- 
guished as a statesman, having been ambassador in King William's 
time, and a noble speaker in the Scots’ Parliament, where he had 
led the party that was against the union, and though now five or 
six and forty years of age, a gentleman so high in stature, accom- 
plished in wit, and favoured in person* that he might pretend to 
the hand of any Princess in Europe. 

“ Should you like the Duke for a cousin 1 ” says Mr. Secretary 
St. John, whispering to Colonel Esmond in Erench ; “it appeals 
that the widower consoles himself." 

But to return to our little Spectator paper and the conversation 
which grew out of it. Miss Beatrix at first was quite bit (as the 
phrase of that day was) and did not “smoke” the authorship of the 
story : indeed Esmond had tried to imitate as well as be could Mr, 
Steele’s nnumer (as for the other author of the Spectator, his prose 
style I think is altogether inimitable) j and Dick, who was the 
idlest and best-natured of men, would have let the piece pass into 
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liis journal and go to posterity as ope of his own. lucubrations, hub 
that Esmond did not care to have, a lady’s name whom he loved 
sent forth to the world in a light so unfavourable. Beatrix pished 
and psha’d over the paper ; Colonel Esmond watching with no 
little interest her countenance as she read it. 

“ How stupid your friend Mr. Steele becomes ! ” cries Mias 
Beatrix. “ Epsom and Tunbridge ! Will he never have done with 
Epsom and Tunbridge, and with beaux at church, and Jocastas and 
Lindamiras? Why does lie not call women Nelly and Betty, as 
their godfathers and godmothers did for them in their baptism 1 ” 

“Beatrix, Beatrix!” says her mother, “speak gravely of grave 
tilings.” 

“Mamma thinks the Church Catechism came from Heaven, I 
believe,” says Beatrix, with a laugh, “ and was brought down by 
a bishop from a mountain. O how I used to break my heart over 
it ! Besides, I had a Popish godmother, mamma ; why did you 
give mo one 1 ” 

“I gave you the Queen’s name,” says her mother blushing. 
“ And a very jiretty name it is," said somebody else. 

Beatrix went on reading — “ Spell my name with a y — why, you 
wretch,” says she, turning round to Colonel Esmond, “you have 
been telling my story to Mi-. Steele — or stop — you have written the 
paper yourself to turn me into ridicule. For shame, sir ! ” 

Poor Mr. Esmond felt rather frightened, and told a truth, which 
was nevertheless an entire falsehood. “Upon my honour,” says 
he, “ I have not even read the Spectator of this morning.” Nor 
had he, for that was not the Spectator, but a sbain newspaper put 
in its place. 

She went on reading : her face rather flushed as she read. “No,” 
she says, “ I think you couldu’t have written it. I think it must 
have been Mr. Steele when he was drunk — and afraid of his horrid 
vulgar wife. Whenever I see an enormous compliment to a woman, 
and some outrageous panegyric about female virtue, I always feel 
sure that the Captain and his better half have fallen out over-night, 
and that he lias been brought home tipsy, or has been found 

“Beatrix!" cries the Lady Castlewoocl 
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“ Well, mamma ! Do not ciy out before you are hurt. Iain 
lot going to say any tiling wrong. I won’t give you more annoy- 
nice than you can help, you pretty kind mamma. Yes, and your 
little Trix is a naughty little. Trix, and she leaves undone those 
things which she ought to have done, and does those things which 

■she ought not to have done, and there’s well now — I won’t go 

on. Yes. I will, unless you lass me.” And with this the young 
lady lays aside her paper, and runs up to her mother and performs 
a variety -of embraces With her ladyship, saying as plain as eyes 
could speak to Mr. Esmond — “ There, sir : would not you like to 
play the very -same pleasant game?” 

“ Indeed, madam, I would;" says he. 

“ Would what asked Miss Beatrix. 

“ What you meant when you looked at . me in that provoking 
way,” answers Esmond. 

“ What a confessor ! ” cries Beatrix, with a laugh. 

! “ Wluit is it Henry would like, my dear 1 ” asks her mother, the 
Kind soul, who was always thinking what wo would like, and how 
she cmdd please us. 

\ The girl rims up to her — “ O you silly land mamma,” she says, 
kissing her again, “that’s what Harry would like and she broke 
-ojit into a groat joyful laugh : and Lady Castlewood blushed as 
bashful as a maid of sixteen. 

“ Look at her, Harry,” whispers Beatrix running up, and speak- 
ing in her sweet low tones. “ Doesn’t the blush become her ? 
Isn’t she pretty 1 She looks younger than I am, and I am sure she 
is a hundred million thousand times better.” 

Esmond’s kind mistress left the room, , carrying her blushes away 
: with her. 

“If we girls at Court could grow such roses as that,” continues 
Beatrix, with her laugh, “ what wouldn’t we do to preserve ’em 1 
We’d clip their stalks and put ’em in salt and water. But those 
•flowers don’t bloom at Hampton Court and Windsor, Henry.” 
Site paused for ft minute, and the smile fading away from her A pril 
face, gave place to a menacing shower of tears : “0 how good she 
is, Harry,” Beatrix went on to say. “ 0 what a saint she is ! 
Her goodness frightens me. I’m not fit to live with her. I should 


be better I think if she were not so perfect. She has had a great 
sorrow in her life, and a great secret ; and repented of it. It 
could not have been my father’s death. She talks freely about 
that; nor could she have loved him very much— though who 
knows what we women do love, and why ? ” 

“ What, and why, indeed,” says Mr. Esmond, 

“No one knows,” Beatrix Went on, without noticing this inter- 
ruption except by a look, “ what my mother’s life is. She hath 
been at early prayer this morning : she passes horns in her closet ; 
if you were to follow her thither, you would find her at prayers 
now. She tends the poor of the place — the horrid dirty poor ! 
She aits through the curate’s sermons — 0 those dreary sermons ! 
And you see, on a beau dire ; but good as they arc, people like her 
are not lit to commune with us of the world. There is always, as 
it were, a third person present, even when I and my mother are 
alone. She can’t he frank with me quite ; who is always thinking 
of the’ next world, and of her guardian angel, perhaps that’s in com- 
pany. 0, Horry, I’m jealous of that guardian angel ! ” here broke 
out Mistress Beatrix. “ It’s horrid, I know ; but my mother’s 
life is all for Heaven, and mine — all for earth. "We can never he 
friends quite ; and then, she cares more for Frank’s little finger 
than she does for me — I know she does : and she loves you, sir, a 
great deal too much ; and I hate you for it. I would have had her 
all to myself ; but she wouldn’t. In my childhood, it was my father 
she loved — (0, how could she 1 I remember him kind and hand- 
some, but so stupid, and not being able to speak after drinking 
wine); And then, it was Frank ; and now, it is Heaven and the 
clergyman. How I would have loved her ! From a child I used 
to be in a rage that she loved any body but me ; but she loved you 
all better — all, I know she did. And now, she talks of the blessed 
consolation of religion. Dear soul ! she thinks she is happier for 
believing, as she must, that we are all of us wicked and miserable 
sinners ; and this world is only a pied ct terre for the good, where 
they stay for a night, as we do, coming from Waleote, at that great, 
dreary, uncomfortable Hounslow Inn, in those horrid beds, 0, do 
you remember those horrid beds 1 — and the chariot comes and 
fetches them to Heaven the next morning.” 


“Hush, Beatrix,” says Mr, Esmond, 

“ Hush, indeed. Yon are a hypocrite, too, Henry, with your 
grave airs and your glum face. We are all hypocrites. 0 dear 
roe ! We are all alone, alone, alone,” says poor Beatrix, her fair 
breast heaving with a sigh, 

“ It was I that writ eveiy lino of that paper, my dear,’’ says Mr. 
Esmond. “You are not so worldly as you think yourself, Beatrix, 
and better than we believe you. Elio good we have in us we 
doubt of; and the happiness that’s to our hand we throw away. 
You bead your ambition on a great marriage and establishment — 
andwliy ? You’ll tire of them when you win them ; and he no 
happier with a coronet on your coach” 

“ Than riding pillion with Luhin to market,’’ says Beatrix, 
“ Thank, you, Luhin ! ” # 

“ I’m a dismal shepherd, to he sure,” answers Esmond, with a 
blush; “and require a nymph that can tuck iny bed- clothes up, 
and make me water-gruel. Well, Tom Lockwood can do that. 
He took me out of the fire upon liis shoulders, and mused me 
through my illness os love •will scarce ever do. Only good wages, 
and a hope of my clothes, and the contents of my portmanteau. 
How long was it that Jacob served an apprenticeship for 
Rachel ? ” 

“ For mamma?” says Beatrix. “Is it mamma your honour 
wants, and that I should have the happiness of calling you papa-? ” 

Esmond blushed again. “I spoke of a Rachel that a shepherd 
courted five thousand years ago; when shepherds were longer 
lived than now. And my meaning was, that since I saw you first, 
after our separation— a child you were then;” , 

“ And I put on my best stockings to captivate you, I remember, 
sir ”... . 

“ You have had my heart ever since then, Such as it' was; and 
such as you were, I cared for no other woman. What little repu- 
tation I have won, . it was that you might be pleased with it : and, 
indeed, it is not much ; and I think a hundred fools in the army 
have got and deserved quite as much. Was there something in the 
air of that dismal old Casfclevood that made us all gloomy, and 
dissatisfied, and lonely under its ruined old. roof? We were all so, 


even when together and united; as' it seemed, following our separate 
schemas, each as wb sate round the table.” . 

“ Dear, dreary old place ! ” cries Beatrix. “ Mamma hath never 
bad the heart to go haclc thither since we left it, when— never mind 
how many years ago,” and she flung back her curls, and looked over 
her fair shoulder at the mirror superbly, as if she said, “ Time, X 
defy you.” ..... 

“Yes,” says Esmond, who had the art, as she owned, of divining 
many of her thoughts. “ You can afford to look .in the glass . still ; 
and only be pleased by the truth it tolls yon. As for me, do you 
know what my scheme is 1 I think, of risking Frank tij give me . 
the Virginia estate King Charles gave our grandfather. (She gave 
a superb curtsy, as much as to say, ‘Our grandfather, indeed! 
Thank you,- Mr. Bastard.’) Yes, I know you arcs thinking: of my 
bar-sinister, and so am L A man cannot get over it in this 
country ; unless, indeed, he wears it across a king’s arms, when 
’tis a highly honourable coat ; and I am thinking of retiring into : 
the plantations, and building myself a wigwam in the woods, and 
perhaps, if I want company, suiting myself with a squaw. We' 
will send your ladyship furs over for the winter ; and, when you 
are old, we’ll provide you with tobacco. I am not quite clever 
enough, or not rogue enough — I know not which — for the old 
•world. I may make a place for myself in the new, which is not 
so full ; and found a family there. 'When you are a mother your- 
self) aiid a groat lady, perhaps I shall send you over from the 
plantation some day tv little barbarian that is half Esmond: half 
IVIoliock, and you will be kind to him for his - father's sake, who 
was, after all, your kinsman ; and whom you loved a. little.” 

“ What folly you axe talking, Harry,” says Miss Beatrix, look- 
ing with her great eyes. 

“’Tis sober earnest,” says Esmond. And, indeed, the scheme 
had been dwelling a good deal in his mind for some time past, and 
especially since his return home, when he found how hopeless, and. 
even degrading to himself j his passion was, “No,” says he, then; 
“I have tried half a dozen times now. I can bear being away 
from you well enough; hut being with you is intolerable (another 
low curtsy on Mrs, Beatrix’s part), and I will go, I have enough 


to buy axes and guns for my men, and beads and blankets for the 
savages ; and I’ll go and live amongst them.” 

“Mon ami" she says, quite kindly, and taking Esmond's hand, 
with an air of great compassion, “ Yon can’t think that in our 
position any thing mores than our present friendship is possible. 
You are our elder brother- — as such we view you, pitying your 
misfortune, not rebuking yon with it. "Why, you are old enough 
and grave enough to be our father. I always thought you a hun- 
dred years old, Harry, with your solemn face and grave air. I 
feel as a. sister to you, and can no more. Isn’t that enough, sir 2 ” 
And she put her face quite close to his~-wlio knows with what 
intention ? 

“It’s too much,” says Esmond, turning away. “I ain’t bear 
this life, and shall leave it. I shall stay, I think, to see you 
married, and then freight a ship, and call it the Beatrix, and hid 
you all ” . . . . 

Here the servant, flinging the door open, announced His Grace 
the Duke of Hamilton, and Esmond started hank with something 
like an imprecation on his lips, as the nobleman entered, looking 
splendid in bis star and green riband. He gave Mr. Esmond just 
that gracious bow winch he would have given to a lacquey who 
fetched him a chair or took his hat, and seated himself by Miss 
Beatrix, aa the poor colonel went out of the room with a hang-dog 
look. 

Esmond’s mistress was in the lower room as lie passed down- 
stairs. She often met him as he was coming away from Beatrix ; 
and she beckoned him into the apartment. 

“ Has she told you, Harry 2 ” Lady Castlewood said. 

“ She has been very frank— -very,” says Esmond. 

“But — but about what is going to happen ? ” 

“ What is going to happen ? ” says he, his heart beating. 

“ His Grace the Duke of Hamilton has proposed to her,” says 
my lady. “He made his offer 1 yesterday. Tlicy will marry as 
soon as his mourning is over ; and you have heard his Grace is ap- 
pointed Ambassador to Paris; and the Ambassadress goes with 
him." 


CHAPTER IT. 

BEATRIX’S NEW suitor. 

The gentleman whom Beatrix had selected was, to be sure, 
twenty years older than the Colonel, with whom she quarrelled for 
being too old ; hut this one was but a nameless adventurer, and the 
other the greatest duke in Scotland, with pretensions oven to a 
still higher title. My Lord Duke of Hamilton had, indeed, every 
merit belonging to a gentleman, and he had had the time to mature 
his accomplishments fully, being upwards of fifty yearn old when 
Madam Beatrix selected him for a bridegroom. Duke Hamilton, 
then Earl of Arran, had been educated at the famous Scottish uni- 
versity of Glasgow, and, coming to London, became a great favou- 
rite of Charles the Second, who made him a lord of hiss bedchamber, 
and afterwards appointed him- ambassador to the French king, 
under whom the Earl served two campaigns as his Majesty’s aide- 
de-camp ; and he was absent on this sendee when King Charles 
died. 

King James continued my lord’s promotion. — made him Master 
of the Wardrobe, and Colonel of the Royal Regiment of Horse; 
and his lordship adhered firmly to King James, being of tho small 
company that never quitted that unfortunate monarch till his depar- 
ture out of England ; and then it was, in 1688, namely, that ho 
made the friendship with Colonel Francis Esmond, that had al ways 
been, more or less, maintained in the two families. 

The Earl professed a great admiration for King William always, 
but never could give him Ids allegiance ; and was engaged in more 
tli an one of the plots in the late great King’s reign, which always en< 1- 
od in the plotters’ discomfiture, and generally in their pardon, by the 
magnanimity of the King. Lord Arran was twice prisoner, in the 
Tower during this reign, undauntedly saying, when offered his re- 
lease, upon parole not to engage against King William, that ho 
would not give Ids word, because “he was sure lie could not keep 
it;” but, nevertheless, ho was both times discharged without any 
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trial ; ancl the King bore this noble enemy so little malice, that 
when his mother, the Duchess of Hamilton, of her own right, re- 
signed her claim on her husband’s death, the Earl was, by patent 
signed at Loo, 1690, created Duke of Hamilton, Marquis of Clydes- 
dale, and 'Earl of Arran, with precedency from the original creation. 
His Grace took the oaths and hia seat in ' the Scottish parliament, 
in 1700: was famous there for his patriotism and eloquence, 
especially in the debates about the Union. Bill, which Duke Ha- 
milton opposed with all Ids strength, though he would not go the 
length of the Scottish gentry, who were for resisting , it by force of 
arms, . ’Twas said he withdrew his . opposition- all of a sudden, and 
in consequence of letters from the King at St. Germains, who 
entreated him on his allegiance not to thwart tire Queen, hi;; sister, 
in this measure ; and the Duke, being always bent upoii effecting 
..the King’s return. to his kingdom through a reconciliation between 
his. Majesty and Quben Anne, and quite averse to his landing with 
arms and French troops, held aloof, and kept out of Scotland during 
the time when the Chevalier tie. St. George’s descent from Dunkirk 
Was projected, passing his time in England in.his great estate of 
Staffordshire. 

"When the "Whigs went out of office in 1710, t-lve Queen began to 
show his Grace the very greatest marks of her favour. He was 
created Duke of Brandon and Baron of Du tton in England ; having 
the Thistle already originally bestowed on lika by King James the 
Second, his Grace was now promoted to the honour of the Garter 
— a distinction so great and illustrious, that no subject hath ever ' 
.home them hitherto together. When this objection was made to 
her Majesty, she was pleased to say, “Such a subject as the Duke 
of Hamilton has a pre-eminent claim to every mark of distinction 
which a crowned head ban confer. X will henceforth wear both 
orders myself.” 

At the Chapter held at Windsor in October, 1712, the Duke and 
other knights, incliulmg Lord-Treasurer, the new-created Earl of 
Oxford and Mortimer, Were installed • and. a few days afterwards 
his Grace was appointed Ambassador-Extraordinary to France, 
and his equipages,, plate, and liveries commanded, of tlie most 
sumptuous land, not only for his Excellency the Ambassador, but 
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for her Excellency the Ambassadress, who was to accompany him. 
Her arms were already quartered on the coach panels, and her 
brother was to hasten over on the appointed day to give her away. 

His lordship was a widower, having married, in 1698, Elizabeth 
daughter of Digby Lord Gerard, by which marriage great estates 
came into the Hamilton family; and out of these estates came, in 
part, that tragic quarrel which ended the Duke’s career. 

Prom the loss of a tooth to that of a mistress there’s no pang 
that is not bearable. The apprehension is much more cruel than 
the certainty ; and we make up our mind to the misfortune when 
’fas irremediable, part with the tormentor, and mumble our crust 
on t’other side of the jaws. I think Colonel Esmond was relieved 
when a ducal coach-and-six came and whisked his charmer away 
out of liis reach, and placed her in a higher sphere. As yini have 
seen the nymph iii : the opera-machine go up to . the clouds at the 
end of the piece where Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, and all the divine 
company of Olympians are seated, and quaver out her last song as 
a goddess : so when this portentous elevation was accomplished in 
the Esmond family, I am not sure that every one of us did not 
treat the divine Beatrix with special honours j at least, the saucy 
little beauty carried her head with a toss of supreme authority, and 
assumed a touch-me-not ah', which ail her friends very good?’ 
humouredly bowed to. 

Alt old army acquaintance of Colonel Esmond’s, honest Tom 
Trett, who had sold his company, married a wife, and turned nun> 
chant in the City, was dreadfully gloomy for a long tune, though 
living in a hue hoiise on the river, and carrying on a great trade to 
all appearance, A.t length Esmond saw his Mend’s name in the 
Gazette as a bankrupt ; and a week after this circumstance my 
bankrupt walks into Mr. Esmond’s lodging with a face perfectly 
radiant with good-humour, and as jolly and careless as when they 
had sailed from Southampton ten years before for Vigo. “ This 
bankruptcy,” says; Tom, “ has been hanging over my head these, 
three years ; the thought hath prevented my sleeping, and I have 
looked at poor Polly’s head on t’other pillow, and then towards my 
razor on the table, and thought to put an end to myself, and so 
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give my woes the slip. But now we are bankrupts : Tom Trett 
pays as many shillings in the pound as he can ; liis wife has a little 
cottage at Fulham, and her fortune secured to herself. I am afraid 
neither of bailiff nor of creditor ; and for the last six nights have 
slept easy.” So- it was that when Fortune shook her -wings and 
left him, honest Tom cuddled himself up in his ragged virtue, and 
fell asleep. 

Esmond did not tell his friend how much his story applied to 
Esmond too ; hut ho laughed at it, and used it ; and having fairly 
struck his docket in this love transaction, determined to put a 
cheerful face on his bankruptcy. Perhaps Beatrix was a little 
offended at liis gaiety. “ Is this the way, sir, that you receive the 
announcement of your misfortune,” says she, “ and do you come 
smiling before me as if you were glad to be rid of me 1 ” 

Esmond would not be put off from his good-humour, but told her 
the story of Tom Trett and his bankruptcy, “ I have been hanker- 
ing after the grapes on the wall,” says he, “and lost my temper be- 
cause they were, beyond my reach; was there any wonder! 
They’re gone now, and another has them — a taller man than your 
humble servant has won them.” And the Colonel made liis cousin 
a low bow. 

“ A taller man, cousin Esmond ! ” says she. “ A man of spirit 
would have scaled the wall, sir, and seized them 1 A man of cou- 
rage would have fought for ’em, not gaped for ’em.” 

“A Duke has but to gape and they drop into his mouth,” says 
Esmond, with another low bow. 

“ Yes, sir,” says she, “ a Duke is a taller man than you. And 
why should I not be grateful to one sucli as liis Grace, who gives 
me liis heart and his great name 1 It is a great gift he honours me 
with ; I know ’tis a bargain between us ; and I accept it, and will 
do my utmost to perform my part of it. ’Tis no question of sigh- 
ing and pliilandering between a nobleman of liis Grace’s age and a 
girl who hath little of that softness in her nature. Why should I 
not own that I am ambitious, Harry Esmond ; and if it be no sin 
in a man to covet honour, why should a woman too not desire it ? 
Shall I be frank with you, Harry, and say that if you had not been 
clown on your knees, and so humble, you might have fared better 
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j with me! A woman of my spirit, cousin, is to be won by gallantry, 

J and not by sighs and rueful faces; All the time you are worship- 
f jping and singing hymns to me, I -know veiy well I am no goddess, 
and grow weary of the incense. So would you have been weary of 
the goddess too — when she was called Mrs. Esmond, and got out 
of humour because she had not pin-money enough, and was forced 
to go about in an old gown; Eh ! cousin, a goddess in a mob- 
oap, that has to make her husband’s gruel, ceases to he divine — 
I am sure of it. I should have been sulky and scolded ; and of 
all the proud wretches in the world Mr. Esmond is the proudest, 
let me tell him that. You never fall into a passion; hut you never 
forgive, I think. Had you been a great man, you might have been 
good-humoured ;, but being nobody, sir, you are too great a man for 
me; and I’m afraid of you, cousin — (here; and ! won’t worship 
you, and you’ll never be happy except with a woman who Will, 
Why, after I belonged to you, and after one of my tantrums, you 
would have put the pillow over my head some night, and smothered 
me, as the black man does the woman in the play that you’re so 
fond of. What’s the creature’s name 1 — Desdemona, You would; 
you little black-eyed Othello ! ” 

“ I think I should, Beatrix,” says the ColoneL 
“ And I want no such ending. I intend to live to be a hundred, 
and to go to ten thousand routes and balls, and to play cards every 
night of my life till the year eighteen-hundred. And I like to be 
the first of my company, sir ; and I like flattery and compliments, 
and you give me none ; and I like to bo made to laugh, sir, ancl 
who’s to laugh at your dismal face I should like to know ; and I 
like a ooach-and-six or a coach-and-eight ; and I like diamonds,' 
and a new gown every week ; and people to say — ‘ That's the 
Duchess — How well her Grace looks — Make way for Madame 
l’Ambassadrice d’Angleterre— Call her Excellency’s people’ — that’s 
r, what I like. And as for you, you want a woman to bring your 
j slippers and cap, and to sit at your feet, and cry ‘ 0 caro ! 0 bravo 1 ’ 
f whilst you read your Shakspeares, and Miltons, and stuff. Mamma 
? wduld have been the wife for you, had you been a little, older, 
| though you look ten years older thajy she does — you do, you gliun- 
| faced, blue-bearded, little: old man ! You might have sat, like 
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Darby and Joan, and flattered, eaoli other ; and billed and cooed 
like a pair of old pigeons on a perch. I want my wings and to use 
them, sir.” And she spread out her beautiful arms, as if indeed she 
could fly oft’ like the pretty “ Gawrie,” whom the man in the story 
was enamoured of. 

“ And what will your Peter Wilkins say to your flight ? ” says 
Esmond, who never admired this fair creature more than when 
she rebelled and laughed at him. 

“A Duchess knows her place,” says she, with a laugh. “ Why, 
I have a son already made for me, and thirty years old (my Lord 
Arrau), and four daughters. How they will scold, and what a rage 
they will be ..in, when I come to take the, head of the table! But 
I give them only a month to bo angry ; at the end of that time 
they shall love me every one, and so shall Lord Arran, and so shall 
all his Grace’s Scots vassals and. followers, in tlie Highlands. I’m 
bent on it ; and, when I take a thing in my head, ’tis done. His 
Grace is the greatest gentleman in Europe, and I’ll try and make 
him happy; and, when the King comes hack, you may count on 
my protection, - Cousin Esmond-— tor come hack the King will and 
shall : and I’ll bring him back from V ersailles, if he comes under 
my hoop.” , 

“I hope the world will make you happy, Beatrix,” says Esmond 
with a sigh. “ You’ll be Beatrix till you are my Laxly Duchess— 
will you not? I shall then make your Grace my very lowest bow.” 

“ Hone of these sighs and this satire, cousin,” she says. “ I take 
his Grace’s great bounty thankfully — yes, thanlrfhliy ; and will 
wear his honours becomingly. I do not say he hath touched my 
heart ; hut he has my gratitude, obedience, admiration — I have 
told him that, and no more ; and with that his nolile heart is con- 
tent. I have told him all — -even the story of that poor creature 
that I was engaged to — and that I could not love ; and I gladly 
gave his word back to lmn, and jumped for joy to get back my own. 
I am twenty-five years old.” 

“ Twenty-six, my dear,” says Esmond. 

••• * Twenty-five, sir — I choose to he twenty-five ; and, in eight 
years, no man hath ever touched my heart. Yes — yon did once, for a 
little, Harry, when you came baelc after Lille, and engaging- with 


.that murderer, Mohun, and saving Frank's life. I : thought I 
could like you ; and mamma begged me hard, on her knees, and X 
did— for a day. But the old chill -come over me, Henry, and the 
old fear of you and your melancholy ; and X was glad when you 
went away, and engaged with my Lord AsLhnrnham, that I might 
hear no more of you, that’s the truth. You are too good for me some- 
how. I could not make you happy, and should break my heart in 
trying, and not being able to love you. But if you had asked me when 
we gave you the; sword, you might have had me, sir, and wo both 
should have been miserable by this time. I talked with, that 
silly lord all night just to vex you and mamma, and I succeeded, 
didn’t I? How frankly we can talk of these things ! It seems a 
thousand years ago : and, though we are here sitting in the sanio 
room, there’s a groat wall between us. My dear, kind, faithful, 
gloomy old cousin ! I can like you now, and admire you too, sir, and 
say. that you are brave, and very laud, and very true, and a firm 
gentleman for all — for all yarn* little mishap at your birth," sa^s 
she, wagging her arch head. . 

‘‘ And now, sir,” says she, with a curtsy, “ we -must have no 
more talk except when mamma is by, as his Grace is- with -us ; for 
he does not half like you, cousin, and is as jealous as the black man 
in your favourite play.” 

Though the very kindness of tile words stabbed Mr. Esmond 
with the keenest pang, he did not shew his sense of the wound by 
any look of his (as Beatrix, indeed, afterwards owned to him), hut 
said, with a perfect command of himself and ail easy smile, “ The 
interview must not end yet, my clear, until I have had my last 
■ word. Stay, here comes your mother (indeed she came in here 
with her, sweet anxious face, and Esmond, going up, kissed her 
hand respectfully). My dear lady may hear, too, the last words, 
winch are no secrets, and are only a parting benediction accom- 
panying a present for your marriage'from an old gentleman your 
guardian ; for I feel as if 1 was the guardian of all the family, and 
an old old fellow, that, is fit to he the grandfather of you all ; and 
in tills character let me make my Lady Duchess her wedding pre- 
sent. They are the diamonds my father’s widow left me. I had 
thought Beatrix might have had them a- year ago ; hut they are 


364 


THE HISTORY OP HENRY ESMOND. 


good enough, for a duchess, though not bright enough for the hand- 
somest woman in the world.” And he took the cases out of his 
pocket in which the jewels were, and presented them to his cousin. 

She gave a cry of delight, for the stones were indeed very hand- 
some, and of great value ; and the next minute the necklace was 
where Belinda’s cross is in Mr. Pope’s admirable poem, and glitter- 
ing on the whitest and most perfectly-shaped neck in all England. 

The ghTs delight at receiving these trinkets was so great, that 
after rushing to the looking-glass and examining the effect they 
produced upon that fair neck which they surrounded, Beatrix was 
running back with her arms' extended, and was perhaps for paying 
her cousin with a price, that he would have liked no doubt to 
receive from those beautiful rosy, lips of hors, but at this moment 
the door opened, arid his Grace the bridegroom elect was announced. 

He looked very black upon Mr. Esmond, to whom he made a 
very low bow indeed, and kissed the hand of each lady in Iris most 
ceremonious manner. He had come in his chair from the palace 
hard by, and wore his two stars of the Garter and the Thistle. 

‘‘Book, my. Bord Duke," says Mrs. Beatrix, advancing to him, 
and showing tho diamonds on her breast. 

“ Diamonds,” says his Grace. “Hm ! they seem pretty,” 

“ They arc a presont on my inarriage,” says Beatrix. 

“Prom her Majesty?” asks the Duke. " The Queen is very 
good.” 

k “From my cousin Henry — from our cousin Henry” — cry both 
the ladies in a breath. 

“ I have not the honour of knowing the gentleman. X thought 
that my Bord Castlewood had no brother : and that on your lady- 
ship’s side there were no nephews.” 

“ Prom our cousin, Colonel Henry Esmond, my lord,” says 
Beatrix, taking the Colonel’s hand very bravely — “who was left 
guardian to us by our father, and who has a hundred times shown 
liis love and friendship for our family.” 

“ The Duchess of Hamilton receives no diamonds but from her 
husband, madam,” says the Duke — “ may 'I pray you to restore 
these to Mr. Esmond ? ” 

“ Beatrix Esmond may receive a present from our kinsman and 
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benefactor, my Lord Duke,” says Lady Castlewood, with an air of 
great dignity. “ She is my daughter, yet : and if her mother sane? 
tions the gift — no one else hath tire right to question it.” 

“ Kinsman and benefactor ! ” says the Duke. “ I know of no 
kinsman : and I do not choose that my wife should have for bene- 
factor a 

“ My lord,” says Colonel Esmond. 

“I am not here to bandy words,” says his Grace: “frankly I 
tell you that your visits to this house are too frequent, and that I 
choose no presents for the Duchess of Hamilton from gentlemen 
that hear a name they have no right to.” 

“ My lord ! ” breaks out Lady Castlewood, “ Mr. Esmond hath 
the best right to that name of any man in the world : and ’tis as 
olcl and as honourable as your Grace’s.” 

My Lord Duke smiled, and looked as if Lady Castlewood was 
mad, tliat was so talking to him. 

“If I called him benefactor,” said my mistress, “it is because 
be has been so to us — yes, the noblest, the truest, the bravest, the 
dearest of benefactors. He would have saved my husband’s life 
from Mohun’s sword. He did save my hoy’s, and defended him 
from that villain. Are those no benefits 1 ” 

“ I ask Colonel Esmond’s pardon,” says his Grace, if possible 
more haughty than before ; “ I would say not a word that should 
give him offence, and thank him for his kindness to your ladyship’s 
family. My Lord Mohun and I are connected, yon know, by 
marriage — though neither by blood nor friendship ; but I must 
repeat what I said, that my wife am receive no presents from. 
Colonel Esmond.” 

“My daughter may receive presents from the Head of our 
House : my daughter may thankfully take kindness from her father’s, 
her mother’s, her brother’s dearest friend ; and bo grateful for one 
more benefit besides the thouamd woo we him,” cries Lady Esmond. 
“What is a string of diamond stones compared to that affection he 
hath given us-— our dearest preserver and benefactor ? We owe 
him not only Frank’s life, but our all— yes, our all,” says my mis- 
tress, with a heightened colour and a trembling voice. “ The title 
we hear is his, if be would claim it. ’Tis we who have no right 
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to our name: not he that’s too great for it. He sacrificed his 
name at my dying lord’s bedside — sacrificed it to my orphan children ; 
gave up rank and honour because he loved us so nobly. His father 
was Viscount of Caatlevood and Marquis of Esmond before him ; 
and he is his father’s lawful son and true heir, and we are the 
recipients of his bounty, and ho the chief of a house that's as old 
as your own. And if he is content to forego his name that my 
child may bear it, we love him and honour him aud bless him under 
whatever name he bears” — and here the fond and affectionate 
creature would have knelt to Esmond again, but that he prevented 
her; and Beatrix, running up to her with a pale face and a cry of 
alarm, embraced her and s:iid, “ Mother, what is this ? ” 

« Tis a family secret, my Lord Duke,” says Colonel Esmond : 
“poor Beatrix knew nothing of it : nor did my lady till a year ago, 
And I have as good a right to resign my title as your Grace’s 
mother to abdicate hers to you.” 

«I should have told every thing to the Duke of Hamilton,” said 
lily mistress, “had, his Grace applied to me for my daughter’s 
hand, and not to Beatrix. I should have spoken with you tins very 
day in private, my lord, had not your words brought about this 
sudden explanation — and now ’tis fit Beatrix should hear it ; and 
know, as I would have all the world know, what we owe to our 
kinsman and patron.” 

And then in her touching way, and having hold of her daughter’s 
hand, and speaking to her rather than my Lord Duke, Lady Castle- 
wood told the story which you know already — lauding up to the 
skies her kinsman’s behaviour. On his side Mr. Esmond explained 
the reasons that seemed quite sufficiently cogent with him, why the 
succession in the family, as at present it stood, should not be dis- 
turbed; and he should remain, as he was, Colonel Esmond. 

“ And Marquis of Esmond, my lord,” says liis Grace, with a low 
bow. “Permit me to ask your lordship’s pardon for words that were 
littered in ignorance; and to beg for the favour of your friendship. 
To be allied to yon, sir, must be an honour under whatever name 
you are known (so his Grace was pleased to say) : and in return 
for the splendid present you make my wife, your kinswoman, I 
hope you will please to command any service that James Douglas 
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can perform. I shall never he easy until I repay you a part of my 
obligations at least; and ere very long, ami -with the mission her 
Majesty hath given me,” says the Duke, “ that may perhaps be in 
my power. I shall esteem it as a favour, my lord, if Colonel Esmond 
will give avray the bride.” 

“ And if he vvidl take the usual payment in advance, he is wel- 
come,” says Beatrix, stepping up to him; and as Esmond kissed 
her, she whispered, “ O, why didn’t I know you before?” 

My Lord Duke was as hot as a flame at this salute, but said 
never a word : Beatrix made him a proud curtsy, and the 
ladies quitted the room together. 

‘ ‘ When does your Excellency go for Paris ?” asks Colonel 
mond. 

“ As soon after the ceremony as may be,” his Grace 
“ ’Tis fixed for the first of December: it cannot bo 
equipage will not he ready till then. The Queen intends the 
bossy should be very grand— and I have law business to 
That ill-omened Mqhun has come, or is coming, to London 
we are in a lawsuit about my late Lord Gerard’s property ; 
hath sent to me to meet him.” 


s my Lord Duke of Hamilton and 
family reasons, had kindly promised liis protection and 
to Colonel Esmond, he had other great friends in power now, 
able and willing to assist him, and he might, with such allies, , look 
forward to as fortunate advancement in civil life at home as lie laid 
got rapid promotion abroad. His Grace was magnanimous enough 
to offer to take Mr. Esmond as secretary on life Paris embassy, 
no doubt he intended that proposal 
Esmond could not bear 



Other gentlemen, in power, were liberal at least of compliments 
and promises to Colonel Esmond. Mr. Harley, now become ruy 
Lord Oxford and Mortimer, and installed Knight of tlio Gaiter on 
the same day as his Grace of Hamilton had received the same 
honour, sent to the Colonel to say that a seat in Parliament should bo 
at his disposal presently, and Mr. St. John held out many flatter- 
ing hopes of advancement to the Colonel when he should enter the 
House. Esmond’s Mends were all successful, and the most success- 
ful and triumphant of all was his dear old commander, General 
Webb, who was now appointed Lieutenant-Genersil of the Land 
Forces, and received with particular honour by the ministry, by the 
Queen, and the people out of doors, who huzza’d the brave chief 
when they used to see him in his chariot, going to the House or to 
the Drawing-room, or hobbling on foot to his coach from St. Ste- 
phen’s upon his glorious old crutch and stick, and cheered him as 
loud as' 'they had over done Marlborough, 

. That great Duke was utterly disgraced ; and honest old Webb 
dated all his Grace’s misfortunes from Wynendael, and vowed that 
Fate served the traitor right. Duchess Sarah had also gone to 
ruin ; she had been forced to give up her keys, and her places, and 
her pensions: — “Ah, ah!” says Webb, “she would have locked 
up three millions pf French crowns with her keys had I but been 
knocked on the head, but I stopped that convoy at Wynendael.” 
Our eneiny Cardonnel was turned out of the House of Commons 
(along with Mr. Walpole) for malversation of public money. 
Cadogan lost his place of Lieutenant of the Tower. Marlborough’s 
daughters resigned their posts of ladies of the bed-chamber; and so 
complete was. the Duke’s disgrace, that his son-in-law, Lord Bridge- 
water, was absolutely obliged to give up his lodging at St. James’s, 
and had his half-pension, as Master of the Horse, taken away. But 
I think the lowest depth of Marlborough’s fall was when he hum- 
bly sent to ask General Webb when he might wait upon him ; he 
who had commanded the stout old General, who had injured him 
and sneered at him, who had kept him dangling in his ante- 
chamber, who could not even after his great service condescend^ to 
write him a letter in his own hand. The nation was as eager for 
peace, as ever it bad been hot for war. The Prince of Savoy came 
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amongst us, liacl Iris audience of the Queen, and got his famous 
Sword of Honour, and strove with all his force to form, a Whig 
party together, to bring over the young Prince of Hanover — to do 
any thing which might prolong the war, and consummate the ruin 
of the old sovereign whom he hated so implacably. Hut the nation 
was tired of the struggle ; so completely wearied of it that not 
even our defeat at Denain could rouse us into any anger, though 
such an action so lost two years before, would have set all England 
in a fury, ’Twos easy to see that the great Marlborough was not 
with the army. Eugene was obliged to fall hack in a rage, and 
forego the dazzling revenge of his life, ’Twas in vain the Duke’s 
side asked, “ Would we suffer our arms to be insulted ? Would 
we not send back the only champion who could repair our honour ?” 
The nation had had its bellyful of fighting ; nor could taunts or 
outcries goad up our Britons any more. 

Tor a statesman, that was always prating of liberty, and had the 
grandest philosophic maxims in his mouth, it must be owned that 
Mr. St. John sometimes rather acted like a Turkish than a Greek 
philosopher, and especially fell foul of one unfortunate set of men, 
the men of letters, with a tyranny a little extraordinary in a man 
who professed to respect their calling so much. The literary con- 
troversy at this time Was very hitter, the government side was the 
winning one, the popular one, and I think might have been the 
merciful one. ’Twas natural that the opposition should bo peevish 
and cry out; some men did so from thoir hearts, admiring the 
I Duke of Marlborough’s prodigious talents, and deploring the dis- 
j grace of the greatest general the world ever knew : ’twas the sto- 
mach that caused othcl’ patriots to grumble, and such men cried put 
because they were poor, and paid to do so. Against these my Lord 
Boliugbroke never showed the slightest mercy, whipping a dozen 
into prison or into the pillory without the least commiseration. 

Erom having been a man of amis Mr. Esmond had now come to 
be a man of letters, but on a safer Bide than that in winch the 
above-cited poor fellows ventured thoir liberties and ears. There 
was no danger on ours, which was the winning side ; besides MV. 
Esmond pleased himself by thinking that he writ like a gentleman 
if he did not always succeed as a wit. 


Gf the famous wits of that age, who have rendered Queen Anne's 
•reign illustrious, and whose works will ho in all Englishmen’s 
hands in ages yet to come, Mr. Esmond saw many, but at public 
places chiefly ; never having a great intimacy with any of them, ex- 
cept with honest Dick Steele and Mr. Addison, who parted com- 
pany with Esmond, however, when that gentleman became a 
declared Tory, and lived on close terms with the leading persons of 
that party. Addison kept himself to a few Mends, and very rarely 
opened himself except in their company. A man more upright 
and conscientious than he, it was not possible to find in public life, 
and one whose conversation was so various, easy, and delightful. 
Writing now in my mature years, I own that I think Addison’s 
politics Were the right, and were my time to come over again, I 
would he a Whig in England and not a Tory ; but -with people 
that take a side in polities, ’tis men rather than principles that 
coinmonly hind them. A kindness ora slight puts a man under 
. one flag or the other, and he marches with it to the end of the cam- 
paign. Esmond’s master in war was. injured by Marlborough, and 
hated him : and the lieutenant fought the quarrels of liis leader. 
Webb coming to London was used as a weapon by Marlborough’s 
enemies (and true steel he was, that honest chief) ; nor, was his 
aide-de-camp, Mr. Esmond, an unfaithful or unworthy partisan. 
’Tis strange here, and on a foreign soil, and in a land that is inde- 
pendent in all hut the name (for that the North American colonies 
shall remain dependents on yonder little island for twenty years 
more, I never can think), to remember how the nation at home 
seemed to give it itself up to tho domination of one or other aris- 
tocratic .party, and took a Hanoverian king, or a Trench one, 
according as either prevailed. And while tho Tories, the October 
Club gentleman, the High Church parsons that held by the Church 
of England, were for having a Papist king, for whom many of their 
Sccottish and English leaders, firm churchmen all, laid down their 
lives with admirable loyalty and devotion ; they were governed by 
men who had notoriously no religion at all, hut used it as they 
would use any opinion for the purpose of forwarding their -own am- , 
bition. The Whigs, on the other hand, who professed attachment 
to religion and liberty too, were compelled to send to Holland or 
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Hanover for a monarch around whom they could rally. A strange 
series of compromises is that- English history j compromise of prin- 
ciple, compromise of party; compromise of worship ! The lovers of 
English freedom and independence submitted their religious con- 
sciences to an Act of Parliament; could not consolidate their 
liberty without sending to Zell or the Hague for a king to live 
under ; and could not find amongst the proudest people in the 
world a man speaking their own language, and understanding their 
laws, to govern them. The Tory and High Church patriots were 
ready to die in defence of a Papist family that had sold us to 
France ; the great Whig nobles, the sturdy Kepublioan recusants 
Who lmd cut off Charles Stuart’s head for treason, woim fain to 
accept a king whose title came to him through a royal grandmother, 
whoso own royal grandmother’s head had fidlen under Queen Besa’s 
hatchet. And our proud English nobles, sent to a petty Gorman 
town for a monarch to come and reign in London ; and our prelates 
kissed the ugly hands of his Dutch mistresses, and thought it no 
dishonour. In England you earn hut belong to one party or t’other, 
and you take the house you live in with all its encumbrances; its 
retainers, its antique discomforts, and ruins even ; you patch up, 
but yon never build up anew. "Will we of the new world submit ; 
much longer, even nominally, to this antient British superstition 1 
There are signs of the times Which make me think that erelong 
we shall care as little; about King George here, and peers temporal 
and peers spiritual, as we do lor King Canute or the Druids. 

This chapter began about the wits, my grandson may say, and 
hath wandered very far from their company. The pleasantest of the 
wits I knew were tho Doctors Garth and Arbuthnot, and Mr. Gay, 
the author of' “ TMvia,” the most charming kind soul that ever laughed 
at a joke or cracked a battle. ' Mr. Prior I saw, and ho was the 
earthen pot swimming with iho pots of brass down, the stream, and 
always and justly frightened lest he should break in the voyage. I 
met him both at London and Paris, Where he was performing pite- 
ous congees to the Duke, of Shrewsbury, not having courage, to 
support the dignity which Ids undeniable genius and talent had 
won him, and writing coaxing letters to Secretary St. John, and 
thinking about his plate and his place, and what on earth should 
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become of liim should his party go out. The famous Mr. Congreve 
I saw a dozen of times at Button’s, a splendid wreck of a man, mag- 
nificently attired, and though gouty, and almost blind, bearing a 
brave face against fortune. 

The great Mr. Pope (of whose prodigious- genius . I have no 
words to express my admiration) was quite a puny lad at this time, 
appearing seldom in public places. There were hundreds of men, 
wits, and pretty fellows frequenting the theatres and coffee-houses 
of that day — whom “ nunc, prescribere longnm est.” Indeed I 
think the most brilliant of that sort I ever saw was Hot till fifteen 
years afterwards, when 1 paid my last visit in England, and met 
young Harry Fielding, sou of the Molding that served in Spain and 
afterwards in Flanders with us, and who for fun and humour 
seemed to top them all. As for the famous Dr. Swift, I can say 
of him, “ vidi tantum.” I-Ie was in London all these years up to 
the death of the Queen ; and in a hundred public places where I 
Saw him, but no more ; he never missed Court of a Sunday, where 
once or twice he was pointed out to your' grandfather. He -would 
have sought me out eagerly enough had I been a great man until a 
title to my name, or a star or my coat. At Court tlio Doctor had 
no eyes but for the very, greatest. Lord Treasurer and St. John 
used to call him Jonathan, and they paid liim with this cheap com 
for the servioe they took of him. He writ their lampoons, fought 
their enemies, flogged and bullied in their service, and it must bo 
owned with a consummate skill and fierceness. ’Tis said he hath 
lost his intellect now, and forgotten his wrongs and ids rage against 
mankind. I have always thought of him and of Marlborough as 
the two greatest men of that age. I have read his books (who doth 
not know them?) here in our calm woods, and imagine a giant to 
myself as I think of him, a lonely fallen Prometheus, groaning as 
the vulture tears him. Prometheus I saw, but when first I ever 
had any words with him, the giant stepped out of a sedan chair in 
the Poultry, whither he had come with a tipsy Irish servant parad- 
ing before him, who announced him, bawling out his Reverence’s 
name, whilst his master below was as yot haggling with the chair- 
man. I disliked this Mr. Swift, and heard many a story about 
him, of Ills conduct to men, and Ids words to women. He could 


flatter the great as much as he could bully the weak.; and Mr. Es- 
mond; being younger and hotter in that day; than now, was deter- 
mined, should he ever' meet this dragon, not to run away from Ids 
teeth and his fire. 

Men have, all sorts of motives which carry them onwards in life, 
and -are- driven into acts of desperation, or it may be of distinction, 
from a hundred different causes, There was one comrade of 
Esmond’s, an honest little Irish lieutenant of Hanclyside’s, who 
owed so much money to a camp suttler, that he began to make love 
to the man’s daughter, intending to pay his debt that way ; and at 
the battle of Malplaquet, flying away from the debt and lady too,, 
he rushed so desperately on the French; lines, that lie got his com- 
pany; and came a captain out of the action, and had to marry the' 
guttler's daughter after all, who brought him his cancelled debt to 
her . father as poor Eogers’s fortune. To run out of the reach of bill 
and marriage, he ran on the enemy’s pikes ; and as these did not 
lull him lie was thrown back upon t’other horn of his dilemma. 
Our great Duke at the same battle was fighting, not the French, 
but the Tories in England ; and risking his life and the army’s, riot 
for his country but for his pay and places ; and for fear of Iris wife 
at home, that only being in life Whom lie dreaded. I have asked 
about men in my own company (new drafts of poor country boys 
Were perpetually coming over to us during the wars, and brought 
from the ploughshare to the sword), and found that a half of them 
under the flags were driven thither on account, of a woman : one 
follow w, is jilted by his mistress and took the shilling in despair ; 
another jilted the girl, and fled from her and the pariah to the 
tents where the law could not disturb him. Why go on particu- 
larising? What -op the sons of Adam and Eve expect, but to con- 
tinue in that course of love and trouble their father and mother set 
out on? O my grandson ! I am drawing nigh, to the end of that 
period of my history, when I was acquainted with the great world 
of England and Europe, my years are past the Hebrew, poet’s limit, 
and I say unto thee, all my troubles and joys too, for that matter, 
have come from, a woman ; as thine will when thy destined course ; 
begins. ’Twas a woman that made a soldier of me, that set mo in- 
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had she so hidden me ; -what strength I had in my head I would 
have given her j hath not every man hi his degree had his Omphale 
and Dalilah? Mine befooled me on the banks of the Thames, and 
in dear old England ; thou mayest find thine own by Eappti- 
liannoc. 

To please that - woman then I tried to distinguish myself as a 
soldier, and -afterwards as a wit and a politician; as to please 
another I would have put on a black cassock and a pair of bauds, 
and had done so. bnt that a superior fete intervened to defeat that 
project. And I say, I think the world is like Captain Esmond’s 
company I spoke of anon ; and, could you see every man’s career 
in life, you would find a woman clogging him ; or clinging round 
his march and stopping him; or cheering him and goading him ; 
or beckoning him out of her chariot, so that ho goes up to her, 
and leaves the race to be run without him ; or bringing him the 
apple, and saying “Eat;” or fetching him the daggers and 
whispering “ Kill ! yonder lies Duncan, and a crown, and an 
opportunity.” 

Your grandfather fought with more effect as a politician than as 
a wit ; and having private animosities and grievances of his own 
and his General’s against the Great Duke in command of the army, 
and more information on military matters than most writers, who 
had never seen beyond the fire of a tobacco-pipe at Wills’:?, he 
was enabled to do good service for that cause which he embarked 
in, and for Mr. St. John and his party. But he disdained the 
abuse in which some of the Tory writers indulged ; for instance, 
Dr. Swift, who actually chose to doubt the Duke of Marlborough’s 
courage, and was pleased to hint that his Grace’s, military capacity 
was doubtful : nor were - Esmond’s performances worse for the 
effect they were intended to produce (though no doubt they could 
not injure the Drfke of Marlborough nearly so much in the public 
eyes as the malignant attacks of Swift did, which were carefully 
directed so as to blacken and degrade him), because they were writ 
openly and fairly by Mr. Esmond, who made no disguise of them, 
who was now out of the army, and who never attacked the prodi- 
gious courage and talents, only the selfishness and rapacity, of the 
chief. 


The -Colonel then, having writ ft' paper for one of the Tory jour- 
nals, called the “ Post-Boy” (a letter upon Bouehain, that the 
town talked about lor two whole days, when the appearance of an 
Italian singer supplied: a fresh subject for conversation), and having 
business at the Exchange; where Mrs. Beatrix wanted a pail* of 
gloves or a fan very likely, Esmond went to correct his paper, 
and was sitting at the printer’s, when the famous Doctor Swift 
came in, his Irish fellow with him that used to walk before his 
chair, and bawled out his master’s name with great dignity. 

Mr. Esmond was waiting for the printer too, whose wife had 
gone to the tavern to fetch him, and was meantime engaged in 
drawing a picture of a soldier on horseback for a dirty little pretty 
boy of the printer’s wife, whom she had left behind her. 

“I presume you are the editor of the ‘Post-Boy, ’ sir?” says the 
Doctor, in a grating voiee that had an Irish twang; and lie looked 
at the Colonel from under his two bushy eyebrows with a pair of 
very clear blue eyes. Ilia complexion was muddy, Ids figure 
rather fat, Ids chin double. He worea shabby cassock, and a shabby 
hat over his black wig, and he pulled out a great gold Watch, 
at which lie looks very fierce. 

“I am but a contributor, Doctor. Swift,” says Esmond, with the 
little boy still oil Ids knee. He was sitting with his back in. the 
window, so that theDoctor could not see him. 

“ Who told you I was Doctor Swift?" says the Doctor, eyeing 
. the other very haughtily. 

“ Your Beverence’s valet bawled out your name,” says the 
Colonel. “ I should judge you brought him from Ireland.” 

“ And pray, sir, what right have you to judge whether my ser- 
vant came from Ireland or no ? . I Want to speak with your em- 
ployer, Mr. Leach. I’ll thank ye go fetch him.” 

“ Where’s your papa, Tommy ? ’’ asks the Colonel of the child, a 
smutty little wretch in a frock. > 

Instead of answering, the child begins to cry; the Doctor’s 
appearance had no doubt frightened the poor little imp. 
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laughing. “Here, Tommy, will you have your Pandour with 
whiskers or without ? ” 

“ Whisters,” says Tommy, quite inteut on the picture. 

“ Who the devil are ye, sir ? ’’ cries the Doctor ; “ are ye a jirin- 
ter’s man or are ye not ? ” lie pronounced it like naught. 

“ Your Reverence needn’t raise the devil to ask who I am,” says 
Colonel Esmond. “ Did you ever hear of Doctor Paustus, little 
Tommy ? or Friar Bacon, who invented gunpowder, and set the 
Thames on fire 1 ” 

Mr. Swift turned quite red, almost purple. “ I did not intend 
any olfence, sir,” says he. 

“ I daresay, sir, you offended without meaning,” says the other, 
drily. 

“Who arc ye, sir ? Do you know who I am, sir? You are 
one of the pack of Grub Street scribblers that my friend Mr. Secre- 
tary hath laid by the heels! How dare ye, sir, speak to me in 
this tone 1 ” cries the Doctor in a great fume. 

“I beg your honour’s huihble pardon if I have offended your 
honour,” says Esmond in a tone of great humility. “ Rather than 
be sent to the Compter, or ho put in the pillory, there’s notliing I 
wouldn’t do. But Mrs. teach, tlio printer’s lady, told me to mind 
Tommy whilst she went for her husband to the tavern, and I daren’t 
leave the child lest he should fall into the fire ; but if your Reve- 
rence will hold him”— — 

“ I take the little beast !” says the Doctor, starting back. “I 
am engaged to your betters, fellow. Tell Mr. Leach that when ho 
makes an appointment with Dr. Swift lie had best keep it, do yo 
hear ? And keep a respectful tongue in your head, sir, when you 
address a person like me.” 

“ I’m but a poor broken-down soldier,” says the Colonel, “ and 
ISA seen better days, though I am forced now to turn my hand to 
writing. Wc can’t help our fate, sir.” 

“ You’re the person that Mr. Leach hath spoken to me oft’, I pre- 
sume. Have the goodness to speak civilly when you are spoken to . 
— and tell Leach to call at my lodgings in Bury Street, and bring 
the papers with him to night at ten o’clock. And the next time 
you see me,’ you’ll know me, and be civil, Mr. Kemp.” 


Poor Kemp, who had boon a lieutenant at tie beginning of. the 
war, and fallen into misfortune, w the ■writer of the “ Post-Boy, ’’ 
and now took honest Mr. Leach’s pay in place of her Majesty’s. 
Esmond had seen this gentleman, and a very ingenious, hard-work- 
ing honest fellow he was, toiling to give bread to a great' family,' and 
watching tip many a long winter night to keep the wolf from his 
door. And Mr. St. John, who had liberty always on his tongue, 
had just sent a dozen of the opposition writers into prison, and one 
actually into the pillory, for what he called libels, but libels not h alf 
so violent as those writ on our side. With regard to this very piece 
of tyranny, Esmond had remonstrated strongly with the Secretary, 
who laughed and said, the rascals were served quite right ; and told 
Esmond a joke of Swift’s regarding the matter. Nay, more, this Irish- 
man, when St. John was about to pardon a poor wretch condemned to 
death, for rape, absolutely prevented the Secretary from exercising, this 
act of good-nature, and boasted that he had had the man hanged j 
and great as the Doctor’s genitis might he, and splendid his ability, 
Esmond for one would affect no love for him, and never desired to 
make his acquaintance. The Doctor was at Court every Sunday 
assiduously enough, a place the Colonel frequented but rarely, 
though lie had a great inducement to go there in the person of a 
fair maid of honour of her Majesty's ; and the airs and patronage 
Mr. Swift gave himself, forgetting gentlemen of his country whom 
ho knew perfectly, his loud talk at once insolent and servile, nay, 
perhaps liis very intimacy with Lord Treasurer and the Secretary, 
who indulged all his freaks and called him Jonatlian, you may be 
sure, were remarked by many a person of whom the proud priest 
himself took no note, during that time of his vanity and triumph. 

’Twas but tlireo days after the loth of November, 1712 (Esmond 
minds him well of the dato), that he went by invitation to dine 
with his General, the foot of whose table he used to take on these 
festive occasions, as he hail done at many a hoard, hard and plenti- 
ful, during the campaign. This was a great feast, and of the latter 
sort; the honest old gentleman loved to treat liis friends splendidly : 
his Grace of Ormonde, before he joined his army as generalissimo, 
my Lord Viscount Bolingbroke, one of her Majesty’s Secretaries 
of State, my Lord Orkney, that had served with us abroad, being 


of the party. His Grace of 'Hamilton, Master of the Ordnance, 
and in whose honour the feast had been given, upon his approaching 
departure as Ambassador to Paris, had sent an excuse to General 
Webb at two o’clock, but an hour before the dinner : nothing but the 
most immediate business, his Grace said, should have prevented him 
having the pleasure of drinking a parting glass to the health of Gene- 
ral Webb. His absence disappointed Esmond’s old chief, who suffered 
much from, his wounds besides ; and though the company was grand, 
it was rather gloomy. St. John came last, and brought a friend 
with him: — “I’m sure,” says my General, bowing very politely, 
“ iny table hath always a place for Dr. Swift.” 

Mr. Esmond went up to the Doctor with a bow and a smile : — 
<! I gave Doctor Swift’s message,” says he, '** to the printer : I hope 
ho brought your pamphlet to your lodgings iu time." Indeed poor 
Leach had come to his house very soon after the Doctor left 
it, being brought away rather tipsy from the tavern by his thrifty 
wife ; and he talked of Cousin Swift in a maudlin way, though of 
-course Mr. Esmond did not allude to this relationship. The Doc- 
tor scowled, blushed, and was much confused, and said scarce a 
word during the whole of dinner. A very little stone will some- 
times knock down these Goliaths of wit; and .this one was often 
discomfited when met by a man of any spirit ; he took his place 
sulkily, put water in his wine that the others drank plentifully, 
and scarce said a word. 

The talk was about the aflairs of the day, or rather about per- 
sons than affairs : my Lady Marlborough’s fury, her daughters iu 
old clothes and mob-caps looking out from their windows and 
seeing the company pass to the Drawing-room; the gentleman- 
usher’s horror when the Prince of Savoy was introduced to her 
Majesty in a tie-wig, no man out of a full-bottomed periwig ever 
having kissed the Royal hand before ; about the Mohawks aud the 
damage they were doing, rushing through the town, killing and 
murdering. Some one said the ill-omened face of Mohun had been 
seen at the theatre the night before, aud Macartney and Meredith 
with him. Meant to be a feast, the meeting, in spite of drink and 
talk, was as dismal os a funeral. Every topic started subsided in- 
to gloom; His Grace of Ormonde went away because the conver- 
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sation got upon Denain, where we had been defeated in the last 
campaign. Esmond’s General was affected at the allusion to this 
action too, for Ins comrade of Wyneudabl, the Count of Nassau 
Woudenberg, had been slain there. Mr. Swift, when Esmond 
pledged him, said he dranlt no wine, and took his hat from the peg 
and went away, beckoning my Lord Eolingbroke to follow him* 
but the other bade him take his chariot and save his coach-hire, he 
had to speak with Colonel Esmond ; and when the rest of the com- 
pany withdrew to cards, thesetwo remained behind in the dark, 

Eolingbroke always spoke freely when he had drunk freely. His 
enemies could get any secret out of him in that condition ; women 
were oven employed to ply him, and take his words flown. I have 
heard that my Lord Stair, three years after, when the Secretary 
fled to Franco and became the Pretender’s minister, got all the in- 
formation he wanted by patting female spies over St. John in his 
cups. He spoke freely now Jonathan knows nothing pf this 
for certain, though he suspects it, and by George, Webb will take 
an Archbishopric, and Jonathan a — no, damme — Jonathan will take 
an Archbishopric from James, I warrant me, gladly enough. Your 
Duke hath the string of the whole matter in his hand,” the Secre- 
tary went on. “ Wo have that which will force Marlborough to 
keep his distance, and lie goes out of London in a fortnight. Prior 
hath his business ; he left me. this morning, and mark me, Harry, 
should , fate carry off our august, our beloved, our most gouty and 
plethoric Queen, and Defender of the Faith, la bonne cause triam- 
phera. A la sant6 tie la bonne cause ! Everything good comes 
from France. Wine comes irom France; ; give ns another bumper 
to the bonne cause." Wo drank it together. 

“ Will the bonne cause turn Protestant ?” asked Mr. Esmond. 

“ No, hang it,” says the other, “ he’ll defend our Faith as in duty 
bound, but he’ll stick by his own. The Hind and the Panther 
shall run in the same ear, by Jove. Pdghteousness and peace shall 
kiss each other ; and we’ll have Father Massillon to walk down 
the aisle of St. Paul’s, cheek by jowl, with Dr. Saclieverel. Give 
us more wine; here’s a health to the bonne cause, kneeling — 
damme, let’s drink it kneeling.’’ He was quite flushed and wild 
with wine as he was talking. 
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“ And suppose/’ says Esmond, who always had this gloomy ap- 
prehension, “ the bonne cause should give us up to the French, as. 
his father and uncle did before him.” 

“ Givens up to the French !” starts up Bolingbroke ; “ is there 
any English gentleman that fears that ? You who have seen 
Blenheim and Bamillies, afraid of the French ! Your ancestors 
and mine, and brave old Webb’s yonder, have met them in a hun- 
dred fields, and our children will be ready to do the like. Who's 
lie that wishes for more men from England ? My Cousin West- 
moreland ? Give us up to the French, pshaw !” 

“ His uncle did,” says Mr. Esmond. 

“ And what happened to his grandfather?” broke out St. John, 
filling out another bumper. “ Hero’s to the greatest monarch 
England ever saw; here’s to the Englishman that made a kingdom 
of her. Our great King came from Huntingdon, not Hanover ; 
our fathers didn’t look for a Dutchman to rule us. Let him come 
and we’ll keep him, and we’ll show him Whitehall. If he’s a 
traitor let us have him here to deal with him ; and then there are 
spirits here as great as any that have gone before. There are men 
here that can look at danger in. the face and not be frightened at 
it. Traitor, treason ! what names are these to scare you and me ? 
Are all Oliver’s men dead, or his glorious name forgotten in fifty 
years ? Are there no men equal to him, think you, as good — 'ay, 
as good ? God save the King 1 and, if the monarchy fails us, God 
save the British Kopuhlic 1” 

He filled another great bumper, and tossed it up and drained it 
wildly,: just as the noise of rapid carriage-wheels approaching was 
stopped at our door, and after a hurried kuock and a moment’s in- 
terval, Mr. Swift came into the hall, ran upstairs to the room we 
were dining in, and entered it with a perturbed face. St. John, 
excited with drink, was making some wild quotation out of Mac- 
beth, but Swift stopped him. 

“ Drink no more, my lord, for God’s sake,” says he, “ I come 
with the most dreadful news.” 

“ Is the Queen dead?” cries out Bolingbroke, seizing on a water- 
glass. 

. “ Ko, Duke Hamilton is dead, be was murdered an hour ago by 
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Mohuu and Macartney; they had a quarrel this morning; they 
gave him. not so much time as to write a letter. He went for a 
couple of his friends, and lie is dead, and Mohun, too, the bloody 
villain, who was set on him. They fought in Hyde Park j usfc before 
sunset; the Duka killed Moliun, and Macartney came up and 
stabbed him, and the dog is fled. I have your chariot below; send 
to every part of the country and apprehend that villain ; come to 
the Duke’s house and see if any life he loft in him.” 

“ O Beatrix, Beatrix,” thought Esmond, “ and here ends my poor 
girl's ambition !” 


CHAPTER YI. 

TOOK BEATRIX. 

Tiiere had boon no need to urge upon Esmond the necessity of a 
separation between him and Beatrix: Fate had done that complete- 
ly ; and I think from the veiy moment poor Beatrix had accepted 
the Duke’s offer, she began to assume the majestic air of a Duchess, 
nay, Queen Elect, and to cany herself as one sacred and removed 
from us common people. Her mother and kinsman hotli fell into 
her ways, the latter Scornfully perhaps, and uttering liis usual 
gibes at her vanity and his own. There was a certain charm about 
this girl of which neither Colonel Esmbnd nor his fond mistress 
could forego the fascination ; in. spite of. her faults and her pride 
and wilfulness, they were forced to love her; and, indeed, might be 
set down as the two chief flatterers of the brilliant creature’s court. 

Who, in the course of his life, hath not been so bewitched, and 
worshipped some idol or another 1 Years after this passion hath; 
heon dead and buried, along with a thousand other worldly cares 
and ambitions, he who felt it can recall it out of its grave, and ad- 
mire, almost as fondly as ho did in his youth, that lovely queenly 
creature. I invoke that beautiful spirit from the shades and love, 
her still ; or rather I should say such a past is always present to a 
man; such a passion once felt forms a part of liis whole being, and 


cannot be separated from it; it becomes a portion of the man. of 
to-day, just as any .great faith or conviction, the discovery of poetry, 
the awakening of religion, ever afterward influence him ; just as 
the wound I had at Blenheim, and of which I wear the scar, hath 
become .part of my frame and influenced my whole body, nay, 
spirit subsequently, though ’twas got and healed forty years ago. 
Parting and forgetting ! What faithful heart can do these i Our 
great thoughts, our great affections, the Truths of our life, never 
leave us. Surely, they cannot separate from our consciousness : 
shall follow it whithersypj^er that shall go ; and are of their nature 
divine and immortal. 

With the horrible news of this catastrophe, which was confirmed 
by the weeping domestics at the Duke’s own door, Esmond rode 
homewards as quick as his lazy coach would carry Inin, devising 
all the time how he should break the intelligence to the person 
most concerned in it ; and if a satire upon human vanity could be 
needed, that poor soul afforded it in the altered company and occu- 
pations in which Esmond found her. For days before, her chariot 
had been rolling the street from mercer to toyshop — from gold- 
smith to laceman : her taste was perfect, or at least the fond bride- 
groom had thought so, and had given entire authority over all 
tradesmen, and for nil fke plate, furniture, and equipages, with 
which his Grace the Ambassador wished to adorn his splendid 
mission. She must have her picture by Kneller, a dnebess not be- 
ing complete without a portrait, and a noble one ho made, and ac- 
tually sketched in, on a cushion, a coronet which she was about to 
, wear. She vowed she would wear it at Kiug James the Third’s 
coronation, and never a princess in the land would have become 
ennino better. Esmond found the antechamber crowded with milli- 
ners and toyshop women, obsequious goldsmiths with jewels, salvers, 
and tankards ; and mercers’ men with hangings, and velvets, and 
brocades. My Lady Duchess elect was giving audience to. one' 
famous silversmith from Exeter Change, who brought with Mm a 
: great chased salver, of which, he was pointing out the beauties as 
Colonel Esmond entered, “ Come;’’ says she, “ Cousin, and . admire 
the ! ta.sie of this pretty thing.” I think Mars and Venus were 
lying in the golden bower, that one gilt Cupid carried off the war- 
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god’s casque — another lus sword— another his great huckleiv upon 
which, my Lord Duke Hamilton's arms with oiirs were to fee en- 
graved — and a fourth was kneeling down to the reclining goddess 
with the ducal coronet in his hands, God help us! The next time 
Mi - . Esmond saw that piece of plate, the arms were changed, the 
ducal coronet had been replaced by a viscount’s ; it formed part -of 
the fortune of the thrifty goldsmith’s own daughter, when she 
inarried my Lord Yisconnt Squanderfield two years after. 

d Isn’t this a beautiful piece?” says Beatrix, examining it, and 
she pointed out the arch graces of the Cupids, and the fine carving 
of the languid prostrate Mars. Esmond sickened as he thought of 
the warrior dead in his chamber, his servants and children weep- 
ing around him; and of this smiling creature; attiring hersbi£ as it 
were, for that nuptial deathbed. “’Tis a pretty piece of vanity,’’ 
ways he, looking gloomily ! ot the beautiful creature , there were 
flambeaux in the room lighting up the brilliant mistress of it. She 
lifted up the great gold salver with her fair arms. 

“ Vanity !” says she, haughtily, “What is vaijjfy in you, sir, is 
propriety in me. You ask a Jewish price for it, Mr. Graves ; but 
have it I will, if only to spite Mr. Esmond.” 

“ 0 Beatrix, lay it down ! ” says Mr. Esmobd. “ Herodias ! yon 
know not wliat you carry in the charger.” j 7 ■ 

She chopped it with a clang ; the eagef goldsmith running to 
seize: life fallen ware: The lady’s faca.eaught the fright from Es- 
mond’s pale countenance, and her eyes shone out like beacons of 
alarm : — “ What is it, Henry?” Sajis she, running to him, and 
seizing both bis bands. “ What do ' you mean by year pale face 
and gloomy tones ? ” r j; 

“ C ome away, come away ! ” says Esmond, leading her : she clung 
frightened to him, and he supported her upon his heart, bidding 
the seared goldsmith leave.jthein. The mail went into the next 
apartment, staring with surprise, and hugging his precious charger. 

“ 0 my Beatrix, my sister 1 ” says Esmond, still holding in his 
arms the pallid and affrighted creature, “you have the greatest 
courage of any woman in the world; prepare to show it now, for 
you have a dreadful’ trial to bear.” 

She sprang away from the friend who would have protected her : 
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— — “ Hath lie left me 1 ” says she. “We had words this morning : 
he was very gloomy, and I angered him : -hut he dared not, lie 
dared not ! ” As she spoke a hurning blush flushed over her whole 
face and bosom. . Esmond saw it reflected in the glass by which she 
stood, with clenched hands, pressing her swelling heart. 

.“He lias left you,” says Esmond, wondering that rage rather 
than sorrow was in her looks, 

“ And ho is alive,” cries Beatrix, “ and you bring me tliis com- 
mission ! He has left me, and you haven’t dared to avenge me ! 
You, that pretend to he the champion of our house, have let me suffer 
tliis insult ! Where is Castlewood? I will go to my brother.” 

“ The Duke is not alive, Beatrix,” said Esmond. 

She looked at her cousin wildly, and fell back to the wall ns 
though shot in the breast : — “ And you come here, and — and — you 
killed him i ” 

“No; thank Heaven,” her kinsman said, “the blood of that 
noble heart doth not stain my sword ! In its last hour it was faith- 
fid to thee, Beatrix Esmond. Tain and cruel woman ! kneel and 
thank the awful Heaven which awards life and death, and chastises 
pride, that the noble Hamilton diod true to you ; at least that ’twos 
not your quarrel, or your pride, or your wicked vanity, that drove 
him to liis fete. He died by the bloody sword which already had 
drank your own father’s blood. 0 woman, 0 sister ! to that sad 
field where two corpses are lying — for the murderer died too by the 
hand, of the man he slew— can you bring no mourners but your re- 
venge and your vanity ? God help and pardon thee, Beatrix, as lie 
brings this awful punishment to your hard and rebellious heart.” 

Esmond had scarce done speaking, when his mistress came in. 
The colloquy between him and Beatrix had lasted hut a few 
minutes, during which time Esmond’s servant had carried the 
disastrous news through the household. The army of "Vanity-Fair, 
waiting without, gathered up all their fripperies and fled aghast. 
Tender Lady Caatlcwood had been in talk above with Dean Atter- 
bury, the pious creature’s almoner and director ; and the Dean had 
entered with her us a physician whose place was at a sick-bed. 
Beatrix’s mother looked at Esmond and ran towards her daughter, 
with a pale feee and open heart and hands, all -■kindness and pity. 


But Beatrix passed her by, nor would she have any of the medica- 
ments of the spiritual physician. “I am best in my own room 
and by myself,” she said. Her eyes were quite dry ; nor did Es- 
mond ever see them otherwise, save once, in respect to that grief. 
She gave him a cold hand as she went out : “ Thank you, brother,” 
she said, in a low voice, and with a simplicity more touching than 
tears ; “ all you have said is true and kind, and I will go away and 
ask pardon.” The three others remained behind, 'and talked over 
the dreadful story. It affected Dr. Atterbury more, even -than us, 
as 'it seemed. The death of Mohun, her husband’s murderer, was 
more awful to my mistress than even the Duke’s unhappy end. 
Esmond gave at length what particulars he know of their quarrel, 
and the cause of it. The two noblemen had long been at war with , 
respect to the Lord Gerard's properly, whoso two daughters' my 
Lord Duke and Mohun had married. They had met by appoint- 
ment that day at the lawyer’s in Lincoln’s Inn Fields j had words 
Which, though they appeared very trifling to those Who heard them, 
were not so to men exasperated by long and previous enmity. 
Mohun asked my Lord Duke where he could see his Grace’s friends, 
and within an hour had sent two of his own to arrange this deadly 
duel. It was pursued with such fierceness, and sprung from so 
trilling a cause, that all men agreed at the time that there Was a 
party, of which these three notorious brawlers were but agents, who 
desired to take Duke Hamilton’s life away. They fought three on 
a side, as in that tragic meeting twelve yearn back, which hath been 
recounted already, and in which Mohun performed his second 
murder. They bushed in, and closed upon each other ' at once with- 
out any feints or crossing of swords even, and stabbed one at the 
other desperately, each receiving many wounds; and Moliun having 
his death-wound, and my Lord Duke lying by him, Macartney 
came up and stabbed his Grace as he lay on the ground, and gave 
him the blow of which he died. Colonel Macartney denied this, of 
which the horror and indignation of the whole kingdom Would 
nevertheless have him guilty, and fled the country, whither he 
never returned. 

What was the real cause of the Duke Hamilton’s death — a 
paltry quarrel that might easily have been made up, and with a 
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ruffian so low, base, profligate, and degraded with former crimes 
and repeated murders, that a man of such a renown and princely 
rank as my Lord Duke might have disdained to sully his sword 
with the blood of such a villain. But his spirit was so high that 
those who wished his death knew that his courage was like his 
charity, and never turned any man away ; and he died by the hands 
of Mohan, and the other two cut-throats that were set on , him. 
The Queen’s ambassador to Paris died, the loyal and devoted ser- 
vant of the House of Stuart, and a Royal Prince of Scotland him- 
self, and carrying the confidence, the repentance of Queen Anne 
along with his own open devotion, and the good-will of millions in 
the country more, to the Queen’s exiled brother and sovereign. 

That party to which Lord Moliun belonged had the benefit of 
his service, and now were well rid of such a ruffian. Ho, and 
Meredith, and Macartney, were the Duke of Marlborough’s men ,• 
and the two colonels had been broke but the year before for drink- 
ing perdition 'to the Tories. His Grace was a Whig now and a 
Hanoverian, and as eager for war as Prince Eugene himself. I say 
not that he was privy to Duke Hamilton’s death, 1 say that his 
party profited by it ; and that three desperate and bloody instru- 
ments were found to effect that murder. 

As Esmond and the Dean walked away from Kensington dis- 
coursing of this tragedy, and how fatal it was to the cause which 
they both had at heart ; the street-criers were already out with 
their broadsides, shouting through tho town the full, true, and 
horrible account of the death of Lord Moliun and Duke Hamilton 
in a duel. A fellow had got to Kensington, and’ was crying it in 
the square there at very early morning, when Mr. Esmond hap- 
pened to pass by. He drove the man from under Beatrix’s very 
window, whereof the casement had been set open. The sun was 
shining though ’twas November : ho had seen the market-carts 
rolling into London, the guard relieved at the Palace, the labourers 
trudging to their work in the gardens between Kensington and 
the City — the wandering merchants and hawkers filling the air 
with their cries. The world was going to its business again, al- 
though dukes lay dead and ladies mourned for them ; and kings, 
very likely, lost their chances. So night and day pass away, an.l 


to- morrow comes, and our place knows us not. Esmond thought 
of the courier, now galloping on the north road to inform him, who 
was Earl of Arrau yesterday, that he was Duke of Hamilton to- 
day, and of a thousand great schemes, hopes, ambitious, that were 
alive in the gallant heart, beating a few hours since, and now in a 
little dust quiescent. 


CHAPTER VII. 

I VISIT € ASTI. E WOOD OXCE MORE, 

Thus, for a third time, Beatrix’s ambitious hopes were circum- 
vented, and she might well believe that a special malignant fate 
watched and pursued her, tearing her prize out of her hand just ns 
she seemed to grasp it, and leaving her with only rage and grief for 
her portion. Whatever her feelings might have been of anger or 
of sorrow (and I fear roe that the former emotion was that which 
most tore her heart), she would take no confidant, as people of 
softer natures would have done under such a calamity ; lier mother 
and her kinsman knew that she would disdain their pity, and that 
to offer it would be but to infuriate the cruel wound which fortune 
had inflicted. We knew that her pride was awfully humbled and 
punished by this sudden and terrible blow ; she wanted no teach- 
ing of ours to point out the sad moral of her story. Her fond 
mother could give but her prayers, and her kinsman his faithful 
friendship and patience to the, unhappy-stricken creature ; and it 
was only by hints, and a word or two uttered months afterwards, 
that Beatrix showed she understood their silent commiseration, and 
on her part was secretly thankful for their forbearance. The 
people about the Court said there was that in her manner which 
frightened away scoffing and condolence : sho was above their 
triumph and their pity, and acted her part in that dreadful tragedy 
greatly and courageously; so that those who liked her least were 
yet forced to admire her. We, who watched her after her disaster, 
could not but respect the indomitable courage and majestic calm 
with which she born it. “I would rather see her teaz's than her 
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pride,” her mother said, who was accustomed to bear her sorrows 
in a very different way, and to receive them as the stroke of Cfod, 
with an awful submission and meekness. But Beatrix’s nature was 
different to that tender parent’s] she seemed to accept her grief,, 
and to defy it ] nor would she allow it (I believe not even in pri- 
vate, and in her own chamber) to extort from her the confession of 
even a tear of humiliation or a cry of pain. Friends and children 
of our race, who come after me, in which way will you bear your 
trials 1 I know one that prays God will give yon love rather than 
pride, and that the Eye all-seeing shall find you in the humble 
place. Not that we should judge proud spirits otherwise than 
charitably. ’Tis nature hath fashioned some for ambition and do- 
minion, as it hath formed others for obedience and gentle submis- 
sion. The leopard follows his nature as tho lamb does, and acts 
after leopard law ] she can neither help her beauty, nor her courage, 
nor her cruelty ; nor a single spot on her shining coat ; nor the 
conquering spirit which impels her ] nor the shot which brings her 
down. 

During that well-founded panic the Whigs had, lest the Queers 
should forsake their Hanoverian Prince, bound by oaths and 
treaties as she was to him, and recall her brother, who was allied to 
her by; yet stronger ties of nature and duty; the Prince of Savoy, 
and the boldest of that party of the Whigs, were for bringing the 
young Duke of Cambridge over, in spite of the Queen and the out- 
cry of her Tory servants, arguing that the Electoral Prince, a Peer 
and Prince of the Blood-Boyal of this Bealm too, and in the line 
of succession to the crown, had a right to sit in the Parliament 
whereof he was a member, and to dwell in the country which he 
one day was to govern. Nothing but the strongest ill-will express- 
ed by the Queen, and the people about her, and menaces of the 
lloyal resentment, should this scheme he persisted in, prevented it 
from being carried into effect. 

The boldest on our side were, in like manner, for having our 
Prince into the country. The undoubted inheritor of the right 
divine ] the feelings of more than half the nation, of almost all tire 
clergy, of the gentry of England and Scotland with him ; entirely 
innocent of the crime" for which his father suffered — brave, young, 
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handsome, unfortunate — who in England would dare to molest the 
Prince should he come among us, and fling himself upon British 
generosity, hospitality, and honour ? An invader with an army of 
Frenchmen behind him, Englishmen of spirit would resist to the 
death, and drive back to the shores whence he came ; but a Prince, 
alone, armed with his right only, and relying on the loyalty of his 
people, was sure, many of his friends argued, of welcome, at least of 
safety, among us. The hand of his sister the Queen, of the people 
his subjects, ucvei’ could be raised to do him a wrong. But the 
Queen was timid by nature, and the successive ministers she had, 
had private causes for their irresolution. The bolder and honester 
men, who had at heart the illustrious young exile’s cause, had no 
scheme of interest of their own to prevent them from seeing the 
right done, and, provided only lie came as an Englishman, were 
ready to venture their all to welcome and defend him. 

>St. John and Harley both had kind words in plenty for the 
Prince’s adherents, and gave him endless promises of future .sup- 
port: but hints and promises were all they could be got to give; 
and some of his friends were for measures much holder, more effi- 
cacious, and more open. With a party of these, some of whom are 
yet alive, and some whose names Mr. Esmond has no right to 
mention, lie found himself engaged the year after that miserable 
death of Duke Hamilton, which deprived the Prince of his most 
courageous ally iu this country. Dean Atterhury was one of the 
friends whom Esmond may mention, as the brave bishop is now 
beyond exile and persecution, and to him, and one or two more, 
the Colonel opened himself of a scheme of his own. that, backed by 
a little resolution on tho Prince’s part, could not fail of bringing 
aboiit the accomplishment of their dearest wishes. 

My young Lord Viscount Castlewood had not come to England 
to keep his majority, and had now been absent from the. country 
for several years. The year when his sister was to be married and 
Duke Hamilton died, my lord was kept at Bruxelles by his wife’s 
lying-in. The gentle Clotilda could not bear her husband out of 
her sight ■; perhaps she mistrusted the young scapegrace should he 
ever get loose from her leading-strings ; and she kept him by her 
side to nurse the baby and administer posset to the gossips, Many 
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a laugh poor Beatrix had had about Frank’s uxoriousness : his 
mother would have gone to Clotilda when her time was comino', 
but that the mother-in-law was already in possession, and the nego- 
tiations for poor Beatrix’s marriage were begun. A few months 
after the horrid catastrophe iu Hyde Park, my mistress and her 
daughter retired to Castlewood, where my lord, it was expected, 
would soon join them. Bat, to say truth, their quiet household 
was little to his taste ; he could be got to come to Walcote but 
once after his first campaign ; and then the young rogue spent 
more than half his time in London, not appearing at Court or in 
public under his own name and title, hut frequenting plays, bagnios, 
and the very worst company, under the name of Captain Esmond 
(whereby his innocent kinsman got more than once into trouble) ; 
and so under various pretexts, aud in pursuit of all sorts of plea- 
sures, uutil he plunged into the lawful one of marriage, Frank 
Castlewood had remained away from this country, and was un- 
known, save amongst the gentlemen of the army, with whom he had 
served abroad. The fond heart of his mother was pained by this 
long absence. ’Twas all that Henry Esmond could do to soothe 
her natural mortification, and find excuses for his kinsman’s levity. 

In the autumn of the year 1713, Lord Castlewood thought of 
returning home- His first child hacl been a daughter j Clotilda 
was in the way of gratifying his lordship With a second, and the 
pious youth thought that, by bringing his wife to his ancestral 
home, by prayers to St. Philip of Castlewood, aud what not, Hea- 
ven might be' 'induced to bless him with a sou fliis time, for whose 
coming the expectant mamina was very , anxious. 

The long-debated peace had been proclaimed this year at the end 
of March j and France was open to ns, Jiist as Frank’s poor mother 
had made all things ready for Loid Castlewoocl’s reception, and 
was eagerly expecting her son, it was by Colonel Esmond’s means 
that the kind lady was disappointed of her longing, and obliged to 
defer- once more the darling hope of her heart. 

Esmond took horses to Castlewood. Ho had not seen its ancient 
grey tow era mid well-remembered woods for nearly fourteen years, 
aud since he rode thence with my lord, to whom his mistress with 
her young children by her side waved an adieu, what ages 
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seem to liave passed since then, what years : of action and passion, 
of care, love, hope, disaster ! The children were grown lip now, 
and had stories of their own. As for Esmond, he felt to be a hundred 
years old; his dear mistress only seemed unchanged ; she looked 
and welcomed him quite as of old. There was the fountain in the 
court babbling its familiar music, the old hall and its furniture 
the carved chair my late lord used, the very flagon he drank from. 
Esmond’s mistress knew he would like to sleep in the little room 
housed to occupy ; ’twas made ready for him, and wall-flowers and 
sweet herbs set in the adjoining chamber, the chaplain’s room. 

l'n tears of not unmanly emotion, with prayers of submission to 
the awful Dispenser of death and life, of good and evil fortune, 
Mr. Esmond passed a part of that first night at Castlewood, lying 
awake for many hours as the clock kept tolling (in tones so well 
remembered), looking back, as all men will, that revisit their home 
of childhood, over the great gulf of time, and surveying himself on 
the distant bank yonder, a sad. little melancholy boy, with his lord 
still alive— liis dear mistress, a girl yet, her children sporting 
around her. Years ago, a boy on that very bed, when she had 
blessed him and called him her knight, he had made a vow to be 
faithful and never desert her dear service. Had he kept that fond 
boyish promise? Yes, before Heaven ; yes, praise be to God! 
His life had been hers ; his blood, his fortune, his name, his whole 
heart ever since had been hers and her children’s. All night long 
lie was dreaming his boyhood over again, and waking fitfully ; he 
half fancied he heard Father Holt calling to him from the next 
chamber, and that he was coming in and out from the mysterious 

Esmond rose up before the dawn, passed into the next room, where 
the air was heavy- with the odour of the wall-flowers; looked into 
the brasier where the papers had heen burnt, into the old presses 
where Holt’s books and papers had been kept, and tried the spring, 
and whether the window worked still. The spring had not been 
touched for year’s, but yielded at length, and the whole fabric 
of the window sank down. He lifted it and it relapsed into its 
frame; no one had ever passed thence since Holt used it sixteen 
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Esmond remembered Ms poor lord saying on the last day of his 
life, that Holt used to come in and out of the house like a ghost, 
and knew that the lather Med these mysteries, and practised such 
secret disguises, entrances, and exits : this -was' the way the ghost 
came and went, Ms pupil had always conjectured. Esmond closed 
the casement up again as the dawn was rising over Castlewood 
village ; he could hear the clinking at the blacksmith’s forge 
yonder among the trees, across the green, and past the river, on 
which a mist still lay sleeping. 

Hext Esmond opened that long cupboard over the woodwork of 
the mantelpiece, big enough to hold a man, and in which Mr. 
Holt used to keep sundry secret properties of his. The two swords 
lie remembered so well as a boy, lay acta ally, there still, and Esmond 
took them out and wiped them, with a strange curiosity of emotion. 
There were a bundle of papers here, too, which no doubt had 
been left at Holt’s last visit to the place, in my Lord Viscount's 
life, that very day when the priest had been arrested and taken to 
Hexham Castle. Esmond made free with these papers, and found 
treasonable matter of King William , S reign, the names of Charnock 
and Perkins, Sir John Fenwick and Sir John Friend, Bookwbod 
and Lodwiek, Lords Montgomery and Ailesbury, Clarendon and 
l^armoutli, that had all been engaged in plots against the usurper ; a 
letter from the Dnko of Berwick too, and one from the King at 
St. Germains, offering to confer upon his trusty and well-beloved 
Francis Viscount Castlewood the titles of Earl arid. Marquis of 
Esmond, bestowed by patent royal, and in the fourth year of his 
reign, upon Thomas "Viscount Castlewood and the lieirs-rnale of 
his body, in default of which issue, the hunks and dignities were 
to pass to Francis aforesaid. 

This was the paper, whereof my lord had spoken, which Holt 
showed him the veiy day he was arrested, and for an answer to 
which lie would come hack in a week’s time. I put these papers 
hastily into the crypt whence I had taken them, being interrupted 
by a tapping of a light finger at the ring of the oliamber-door : 
’twas my kind mistress, with her face full of love and welcome. 
She, too, had passed the night wakefully, no doubt ; but neither 
asked the other how the hours had been spent. There are things 
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wo divine without speakingj and know though they happen out of 
our sight. Tins fond lady hath told me that she knew both days 
when I was. wounded abroad. Who shall say how far sympathy 
reaches, and how truly love can prophecy ? “Hooked into your 
room,” was- all she said j “ the hed was vacant, the little old. 
bed ! I knew I should find you hera” And tender and blush- 
ing, faintly with a benediction in. her eyes, the gentle creature 
kissed him. 

They walked out, hand-in-hand, through the old court, and to the 
terrace- walk, where the .grass was glistening with dew, and the 
birds in the green woods above were singing their delicious choruses 
under the blushing morning sky. How well all things were remem- 
bered ! The ancient towers and gables of the ball darkling against 
the east, the purple shadows on the green slopes, the quaint devices 
and carvings of the dial, the forest-crowned heights, the fair yellow 
plain cheerful with crops and corn, tho shining river rolling through 
it towards the pearly hills beyond ; all these were before us, along 
with a thousand beautiful memories of our youth, boa utiful and sad, 
but as real and vivid in our minds as that fair and always-remem- 
bered scene our eyes beheld once more. We forget nothing. The 
memory sleeps, but wakens again ; I often think how it shall ho 
when, after tho last sleep of death, the revaillee shall arouse us for 
ever, and the past in one flash of self-consciousness rush hack, like 
the soul, revivified. 

The house would not he up for some hours yet (it was .July, and 
the dawn was only just awake), and here Esmond opened himself 
to his mistress, of tho business ho had in hand, and what part 
Frank was to play in it. He knew lie could confide any thing to 
lier, and that the fond soul would die rather than reveal it; and 
bidding her keep the secret from all, he laid it entirely before Ms 
mistress (always as staunch a little loyalist as any in the kingdom), 
and indeed was quite sure that any plan, of his was secure of her 
applause and sympathy. . Never was such a glorious scheme to her 
partial mind, never such a devoted knight to execute it. An hour 
or two may have passed whilst- they were having their colloquy. 
Beatrix came out to them just as their talk was over ; her tall 
beautiful form robed in sable (which she wore without ostentation 
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ever since last year’s catastrophe), sweeping over the green terrace, 
and casting its shadows before her across the grass. 

She made us one of her grand curtsies smiling, and called us 
“the young people.” She was older, paler, and more majestic than 
in the year before ; her mother seemed the youngest of the two. 
She never once spoke of her grief, Lady Castlewood told Esmond, 
or alluded, save by a quiet word or two, to the death of her hopes. 

When Beatrix came hack to Castlewood she took to visiting all 
the cottages and all the sick. She set up a school of children, and 
taught singing to'some of them. We had a pair of beautiful old 
organa in Castlewood Church, on which slie played admirably, so 
that the music there became to be known in the country for many 
miles found, and no doubt people came to see the fair organist as 
well as to hear her. Parson Tusker and Ills wife were established 
at the vicarage, but his wife had brought him no children where- 
with Tom might meet his enemies at the gate. Honest Tom took 
care not to have many such, Ms great shovel-liat was in Ms hand 
for every body. He was profuse of bows and compliments. He 
behaved to Esmond ‘as if the Colonel had been a Commandef-in 
Chief ; he dined at the hall that day, being Sunday, and would not 
partake of pudding except under extreme pressure. He deplored 
my lord’s perversion, but drank his lordaMp’s health very devoutly ; 
and an hour before at church sent the Colonel to sleep, with a long, 
learned, and reiresMng sermon. 

Esmond’s visit home was but for two days ; tho business he had 
in hand calling him away and out of the country. Ere he went, 
he saw Beatrix but once alone, and then she summoned him out of 
the long tapestry room, where he and his mistress wore sitting, 
quite ns in old times, into the adjoining chamber, that had been 
Viscountess Isabel’s sleeping apartment, and where Esmond per- 
fectly well remembered seeing the old lady sitting up in the bed, 
in her night-rail, that morning when the troop of guard came to 
fetch her. The most beautiful woman in England lay in that bed 
now, whereof the great damask hangings were scarce faded since 
Esmond saw them last. 

Here stood Beatrix in her black robes, holding abox in her hand ; 
■twas that wMeh Esmond had given her before her marriage, stamped 


with a coronet which the chsappointed gM was never to wear ; and 
containing his aunt’s legacy of diamonds. 

“You had host take these with you, Harry,” says she ; “ I have 
no need of diamonds any more.” There was not the least token of 
emotion in her quiet low voice. She held out the black shagreen- 
case with her fair arm, that did not shake in the least. Esmond saw 
she wore a black velvet bracelet on it, with my Lord Duke’s picture 
in enamel ; he had given it her but three days before he fell. 

Esmond said the stones were his no longer, and strove to turn 
off that proffered restoration with a laugh : “Of what good,” says 
he, “ are they to me 1 The diamond loop to his hat did not set 
off Prince Eugene, and will not make my yellow face look any 
handsomer.” 

“You will give them to your wife, cousin,” says she. “My 
cousin, your wife has a lovely complexion and shape." 

“ Beatrix,” Esmond burst out, the old fire flaming out as it 
would at times, “ will you wear those trinkets at your marriage 1 
You whispered once you did not know me : you know me better 
now: how I sought, what I have sighed for, for ten year's, what 
forgone !” 

“ A price for your -constancy, my lord !” says she ; “ such a preuai 
cltevalier wants to be paid. 0 fie, cousin 1” 

“ Again, ” Esmond spoke out, “ if I do something you have at 
heart ; something worthy of me andyou ; something that shall make 
me a name with which to endow you ; will you hike it t There was 
a chance for me once, you said ; is it impossible to recall it 1 Never 
shake your head, but hear 1 me : say you will hear me a year hence. 
If I come back to you and bring you fame, will that please you 1 
If I do what you desire most — what he who is dead desired 
most — will that soften you 1” 

“ What is it, Henry, ” says she, her face lighting up ; “ what 
mean you 1 ” 

“Ask no questions,” he said, “wait, and give me but time; if 
I bring back that you long for, that I have a thousand times ,heard 
you pray for, will you have no reward for him who has done you that 
service 1 Put away those trinkets, keep them : it shall not be at my 
marriage, it shall not be at yours, but if man can do it, I swear a day 
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shall come when there shall be a feast in your house, and you shall be 
proud to wear them. I say no more now; pint aside these words, 
and lock away yonder box until the day when I shall remind 
you of both. All I pray of you now is, to wait and to remember. 

“You are going out of the country?” says Beatrix, in some 
agitation. 

“Yes, to-morrow,” says Esmond. 

“ To Lorraine, cousin ? ” says Beatrix, laying her hand on his 
arm ; ’twas the hand on which she wore the Duke’s bracelet. “ Stay, 
Harry ! ’’ continued she, with a tone that had more despondency in it 
than she was accustomed to show. “ Hear a last word. I do love 
you. I do admire you— who would not, that has known such love 
as yours has been for ns all 1 But I think I have no heart ; at least, 
T have never seen the man that could touch it; and, had I found him, 
I would have followed him in rags had he been a private soldier, 
or to sea, like one of those buccaneers you used to read to us about 
when wo were children. I would do any thing for such a man, 
bear anything for him : but. I never found one. You were ever too 
much of a slave to win my heart ; even my Lord Duke could not 
command it. I had not been happy had I married him. I .knew 
that three months after our engagement — -and was too vain to 
break it., 0 Harry I I cried once or twice, not for him, hut with 
tears of rage because I could not be sorry for him. I was frightened 
to find I was glad of his death ; and were I joined to you, I should 
have the same sense of servitude, the same longing to escape. We 
should both he unhappy, and you the most, who are as jealous as 
the Duke was himself. I tried to love him ; I tried, indeed I did : 
affected gladness when he came : submitted to hear when he was 
by me, .and tried the wife’s part I thought I was to play for the 
rest of my days. But half an hour of that complaisance wearied 
me, and what would a lifetime he 1 My thoughts were away when 
he was speaking ; and I was thinking, O that this man would drop 
my hand, and rise up from before my feet ! I knew his great 
and noble qualities, greater and nobler than mine a thousand times, 
as yours are cousin, I tell you, a million and a million times better. 
But ’twas not for these I took him. I took him to have a great place 
in the world, and I lost it. I lost it, and do not deplore him — and 
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I often, thought, as I listened to his fond vows and ardent words, O, 
if I yield to this man, and meet the other, I shall hate him and 
leave him ! I am not good, Hany : my mother is gentle and good 
like an angel. I wonder how she should have had such a child. 
She is weak, but she would die rather than do a wrong ; I am 
stronger than she, but I would do it out of defiance. I do not care 
for what the parsons tell me with their droning sermons ; I used to 
sea them at court as mean and as worthless as the meanest woman 
there. 0, I am sick and weary of the world ! I wait hut for one 
thing, and when ’tis done, I will take Prank’s religion and your 
poor mother’s, and go into a nunnery, and end like her. Shall I 
wear the diamonds then? — they say the nuns wear their best 
trinkets the day they take the veil. I will put them away as you 
bid me ; farewell, cousin, manuna is pacing the next room, racking 
her little head to know wlmt we have been saying. She is jealous, 
all women are. I. sometimes think that is the only womanly 
quality I have.” 

“ Farewell. Farewell, brother!” She gave him her cheek as a 
brotherly privilege. The cheek was as cold as marble. 

Esmond’s mistress showed no signs of jealousy when he returned 
to the room where she was. She had schooled herself so as to look 
quite inscrutably, when she had a mind. Amongst her other 
feminine qualities she had that of being a perfect dissembler. 

He rid away from Castlowood to attempt the task lm was bound 
on, and stand or lull by it ; in truth his state of mind was such, 
that lie was eager for some outward excitement to counteract that 
gnawing malady which ho was inwardly enduring. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

I travel r i'o euanceand nniHO Bomb a poiiteait of iugavo, 

Mr. Esmond did not think fit to take leave at Court, or to in- 
form all the world of Pall-Mall and the coffee-houses, that he was 
about to quit England j and chose to depart in the most private 
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manner possible. lie procured a pass as for a Frenchman, through 
Dr. Atterbury, who did that business for him, getting the signature 
even from. Lord Bolingbroke’s office, without any personal applica- 
tion to the Secretary. Lockwood, his faithful servant, he took 
with him to Castlewood, and left behind there : giving out ere he 
left London that he himself was sick, and gone to Hampshire for 
country air, and so departed as silently as might be upon his 
business. 

As Frank Castlewood’s aid was: indispensable for Mr. Esmond’s 
scheme, his first visit was to Bruxelles (passing by way of Antwerp, 
where the Duke of Marlborough was in exile), and in the first- 
named place I-Iarry found his dear young Benedict, the married 
man, who appeared to be rather out of humour with his matri- 
monial chain, and clogged with the obstinate embraces which 
Clotilda kept round his neck. Colonel Esmond was not presented 
to her ; but Monsieur Simon was, a gentleman of the Royal Cravat 
(Esmond bethought him of the regiment of his honest Irishman, 
whom he had seen that day after Malplaquet, when he first set eyes 
on the young King) ; and Monsieur Simon was introduced to the 
Viscountess Gastlewood, nee Comptesse Wertheim ; to the nume- 
rous counts, the Lady Clotilda’s tall brothers; to her father the 
chamberlain ; and to the lady his wife, Frank’s mother-in-law, a 
tall and majestic person of large proportions, such as became the 
mother of such a company of grenadiers as her warlike sons formed. 
The whole race were at free quarters in the little castle nigh to 
Bruxelles vhioh Frank had taken ; rode his horses ; drank Lis 
wine ; and lived easily at the poor lad’s charges. Mr. Esmond had 
always maintained a perfect fluency in the French, which was his 
mother tougue ; and if this family (that spoke French with the 
twang Which the Flemings use) discovered any inaccuracy in Mr. 
Simon’s pronunciation, ’twas to he attributed to the latter’s long 
residence in England, where he had married and remained ever 
since he was taken prisoner at Blenheim. His story was perfectly 
pat ; there were none there to doubt it save honest Frank, and lie 
was charmed with his kinsman’s scheme, when he becamo ac- 
quainted with it ; and, in truth, always admired Colonel Esmond 
with an affectionate fidelity, and thought his cousin the wisest and 


best of all cousins ancl men. Frank entered heart and soul into the 
plan, and liked it the better as it was to take him to Paris, out of 
reach of his brothers, his father, and his mother-in-law, whose 
attentions rather fatigued him. 

Castlewood, I have said, was horn in the same year as the Prince 
of Wales ; had not a little of the Prince’s air, height, and figure ; 
and, especially since he had seen the Chevalier de St. Georges on 
the occasion before-named, took no small pride in bis resemblance 
to a person so illustrious ; which likeness he increased by all means 
in his power, wearing fair brown periwigs, such as the Prince wore, 
and ribbons, ancl so forth, of the Chevalier’s colour. 

This resemblance was, in. truth, the circumstance on which Mr. 
Esmond’s scheme was founded ; and, having secured Frank’s secresy 
and enthusiasm, he left him to continue his journey, and seo the 
other personages on whom its success depended . The place whither 
Mr. Simon next travelled was Bar, in Lorraine, where that mer- 
chant arrived with a consignment of broadcloths, valuable laces 
from Malinos, and letters for his correspondent there. 

Would you know how a prince, heroic from misfortunes, rind 
descended from a line of kings, whose race seemed to be doomed 
like the Atridce of old — would you know how he was employed, 
when the envoy who came to him through danger and difficulty- 
beheld him for the first time 1 The young king, in a flannel jacket, 
was at tennis with the gentlemen of Ids suite, crying out after the 
balls, and swearing like the meanest of his subjects. The next 
time Mr. Esmond saw him, ’twas when Monsieur Simon took a 
packet of laces to Miss Oglethorpe ; the Prince’s aiiteohamber in 
those days, at which ignoble door men were forced to knock for 
admission to his Majesty. The admission was given, the envoy- 
found the King and the mistress together j the pair were at cards, 
and his Majesty was in liquor. He eared more for three honours 
than three kingdoms; and a half-dozen glasses of ratafia made 
him forget all his woes and his- losses, his father’s crown, and his 
grandfather’s head. 

Mr. Esmond did not open himself to the Prince then. His 
Majesty was scarce in a condition to hear him ; and he doubted 
whether a King who drank so much could keep a secret in his 



fuddled bead ; or whether a liand that shook so, was strong enough 
to grasp at a crown. However at last, and after taking counsel 
with the Prince’s advisers, amongst whom were many gentlemen, 
honest and faithful, Esmond’s plan was laid before the King, and 
her actual Majesty Queen Oglethorpe, in council. The Prince 
liked the scheme well enough ; ’twas easy and daring, and suited to 
his reckless gaiety and lively youthful spirit. In the morning after 
he had slept Ids wine off, he was very gay, lively, and agreeable. 
Ilis manner had an extreme charm of archness, and a kind sim- 
plicity • and, to do her justice, her Ogiethorpean Majesty was kind, 
acute, resolute, and of good counsel ; she gave the Prince much 
good advice that he was too weak to follow, and loved him with 
a fidelity which he returned with an ingratitude quite .Royal. 

Having his own forebodings regarding Ms scheme should it ever 
he fulfilled, and his usual sceptic doubts as to the benefit which might 
accrue to the country by bringing a tipsy young monarch hack to 
it. Colonel Esmond had Ms audience of leave and quiet, Mon- 
sieur Simon took Ms departure. At any rate the youth at Ear 
Was as good as the older Pretender at Hanover ; if the worst came 
to the worst, the Englishman could ho dealt with as easy as tlie 
German. Monsieur Simon trotted on that long journey from Nancy 
to Pads, and saw that famous town, stealthily and like a spy, as in 
be was; and where, sure, more magnificence and more 
is heaped together, more rags and lace, more filth and 
, than in any city in .this world. Here he was put in com- 
munication with the King’s best ' friend, liis half brother, the 
famous Duke of Berwick ; Esmond recognised Mm as tho stranger 
had visited Castlewood now near twenty yearn ago. His 
ten he found that Mr. Esmond was one of 
that had once been his Grace’s own. He 
:ler indeed of the Stuart cause : there was 
no stain on Ids shield except the bar across it, wMch Marlborough’s 
sister loft 1dm. Had Berwick been his father’s heir, James the 
TMrd had assuredly sat on the English throne. lie could dare, 
speak, he silent. The fire and genius, perhaps, ho 


father and history ; and hinted at the latter in such a way as made 
the Colonel to think he was awavo of tiro particulars of that story. 
But Esmond did not choose to enter on it, nor did the Duke press 
him. Mis Esmond said, “ Vo doubt lie should come by liis name 
if ever greater people came by theirs.” 

"What confirmed Esmond in his notion that the Duke of Ber- 
wick knew of his case was, that when the Colonel went to pay 
his duty at St. Germains, her Majesty once addressed him by the 
title of Marquis. lie took the Queen the dutiful remembrances 
of her goddaughter, and the lady whom, in the days of her pro- 
sperity, her Majesty had befriended.; The Queen remembered 
'Rachel Esmond perfectly well, had heard of my Lord Castlewood’s 
conversion, and was much edified by that act of Heaven in his 
favour. She knew that others of that family had been of the only 
true church too: “Yoiir father and your mother, Monsieur le 
Marquis,” her Majesty said (that was the only time she used the 
phrase). Monsieur Simon bowed very low, and said he had found 
ether parents than his own who had taught him differently ; but 
these had only one king: on which- her Majesty was pleased to 
give him a medal blessed by the Pope, which had been found very 
efficacious in cases similar to his own, and to promise she would 
oiler up prayers for his conversion -and that of the family : which 
no doubt this pious lady did, though up to the present moment, 
and after twenty-seven years, Colonel Esmond is bound to say that 
neither the medal nor the prayers have had the slightest known 
effect upon his religious convictions. 

As for the splendour of Versailles, Monsieur Simon; the, pier- 
chant, only beheld them as a humble and distant spectator, seeing 
the old King but once, when he went to feed his carps ; and ask- 
ing for no presentation at his Majesty’s Coru-t. 

By this time my Lord Viscount Castle wood was got to Pans, 
where, as the London prints presently announced, her ladyship was 
Drought to b ed of a sou and heir. For a long while afterwards she 
Was in a delicate state of health, and ordered by the physicians not 
to travel; othckwi.se ’twas well known that the Viscount Castle- 
wood proposed returning to England, and taking up his residence 
eft his own seat. 
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: Whilst he remained at Paris, my Lord Castlewood had Ida pic- 
toe done by the famous French painter Monsieur Eigaud, a 
present for his mother in London ■ and this piece Monsieur Simon 
took back with him when lie returned to that city, which he reach- 
ed about May, in the year 1714, very soon after which time my 
Lady Castlewood and her daughter, and their kinsman, Colonel 
Esmond, who had been at Castlewood all this time, likewise re- 
turned to London ; her ladyship occupying her house at Kensing- 
ton, Mr. Esmond returning to his lodgings at Knightsbridge, nearer 
the town, and once more making his appearance at all public places, 
his health greatly improved by his long stay in the country. 

The portrait of my lord, in a handsome gilt frame, was hung up 
in the place of honour in her ladyship’s drawing-room. His lord- 
ship was represented in his scarlet uniform of Captain of the Guard, 
with a light-brown periwig, a cuirass vuider bis coat, a bluejdbbou, 
and a fall of Bruxelles lace. . Many of her ladyship's friends 
admired the piece beyond measure, and Hooked to see it ; Bishop 
Atterbury, Mr. Le^% good old Mr. Collier, and others amongst 
the clergy, were delighted with the performance, and many amorig 
the first quality examined and praised it j only I must own that 
Doctor Tusher happening to come up to London, and seeing the 
picture (it was ordinarily covered by a ciutum, but oii tbis day 
Miss Beatrix happened to be looking at it when the Doctor arrived), 
the Yicar of Castlewood vowed he could not see any resemblance 
in the piece to his old pupil, except, perhaps, a little about the chin 
and the periwig ] but we all of us convinced him, that he liacl not 
seen Frank for five years or more j that he knew no more about 
the Fiiie Arts than a plough-boy, and that he must be mistaken ; 
and we sent him home assured that the piece was ah excellent 
likeness. As for my: Lord Bolingbrofee, who honoured her lady- 
ship with a visit occasionally, When Colonel Esmond showed him 
the picture he burst out laughing, and asked what devilry he was 
engaged on ? Esmond owned simply that the portrait was not that 
of Viscount Castlewood, besought the Secretary on his honour to 
keep the secret, said that the ladies of the house were enthusiastic 
Jacobites, as was well known ; and confessed that the picture was 
that of the Chevalier St. George. 


The Until is, that MiV Simou, waiting iipon Lord Gastleivoocl 
one day at Monsieur Bigaud’s, whilst his lordship was sitting for 
his picture, affected to be much struck with a piece representing 
the Chevalier, whereof the head only was finished, and purchased 
it of the painter for a hundred crowns. It had been intended, the 
artist said, for Miss Oglethorpe, the Prince’s mistress, but that 
young lady quitting Paris, had left the Work on the artist’s hands ; 
and taking this piece home, when my lord’s portrait arrived, 
Colonel., Esmond, alias Monsieur Simon, had copied the uniform 
and other accessories from my lord’s picture to fill up Rigaud’s 
incomplete canvas : the Colonel all his life having been a practi- 
tioner of painting, and especially followed it during his long resi- 
dence in the cities of Plunders, among the masterpieces of Vandyck 
and Rubens. My grandson hath the piece, such as it is, in 
Virginia now. 

At the commencement of the month of Juno, Miss Beatrix 
Esmond, and my Lady Viscountess, her mother, arrived from 
Castlewood : the former to resume her service at Court, Which had 
been interrupted by the fatal catastrophe of Duke Hamilton’s 
death. She once more took her place, then, in her Majesty’s suite 
and at the maid’s table, being always a favourite with Mrs. 
Masham, the Queen’s chief woman, partly perhaps on account of 
her bitterness against the Duchess of Marlborough, whom Miss 
Beatrix loved no better than her rival did. The gentlemen about 
the Court, my Lord .Bolingbroke amongst others, owned that the 
young lady had come hack handsomer thau ever, aud that tho 
serious and tragic air, which her face now involuntarily wore, became 
hut' better than Iter former smiles and archness. 

All the old domestics at the little house of Kensington Square were 
changed ; the old steward that had served the family any time 
these five-and-twenty years, since the birth of the children of the 
house, was despatched into the kingdom of Ireland to see my lord’s 
estate there ; the housekeeper, who had been my lady’s woman 
time out of mind, and the attendant of the young children, was 
sent away grumbling to Walcote, to sec to the new painting aud 
preparing of that house, which my Lady Dowager intended to 
occupy for the future, giving up Castlewood to her daughter-in-law, 
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that might be expected daily from. France. Another servant the 
■viscountess had was dismissed too— with a gratuity — on the pre- 
text that her ladyship’s train of domestics must be diminished ; so, 
finally, there was not left in the household a single person who had 
belonged to it during the time my young Lord Oastlewood was yet 
at home. 

For the plan which Colonel Esmond had in view, and the stroke 
he intended, ’twas necessary that the very smallest number of per- 
sons should be put in possession of his secret. It scarce was known, 
except to three or four out of his family, and it was kept to a 
wonder. . 

On the 10th of June, 1714, there came by Mr. Prior’s messenger 
from Paris, a letter from my Lord Viscount Oastlewood to liie 
mother, saying that he had been foolish in regard of money matters, 
that he was ashamed to own he had lost at play, and by other 
extravagancies ; and that instead of having great entertainments 
as he lmd hoped at Oastlewood this year, he must live as quiet as 
be could, and make every effort to be saving. So far every word 
of poor Frank’s letter was true, nor was there a doubt that he and 
his tall brothers-in-law had spent a'great deal more than they ought, 
and engaged the revenues of the Oastlewood property, which the 
fond mqther had husbanded and improved so carefully during the 
time of her guardianship. 

His “ Clotilda,” Oastlewood went on to say, “ was still delicate, 
and the physicians thought her lying-in had best take place at Paris. 
He should come without her ladyship, and be at bis mother’3 house 
about the 17th or 18th day of June, proposing to take horse from 
Paris immediately, and bringing but a single servant with him ; 
and he requested that the lawyers of Gray’s Inn might be invited 
to meet him with their account, and the land-steward come from 
Oastlewood with his, so that he might settle with them speedily, 
raise a sum of money whereof he stood in need, and be back to Ilia 
viscountess by the time of her lying-in.” Then his lordship gave 
some of the news of the town, sent his remembrance to kinsfolk, 
and so tho letter ended. ’Twas put in the common post, and no 
doubt the French police and the English there had a copy of it, to 
.which they were exceeding -welcome. 


Two days after another letter was despatched by the public post 
of France, in the same open way, and this, after giving news of the 
fashion at Court there, ended by the following sentences, in which, 
hut for those that had the key, ’twould be difficult for any man to 
find any secret lurked at all : — 

“(The Iviug will take) medicine on Thursday. His Majesty is 
better than lie hath been of late, though incommoded by indigestion 
from his too great appetite. Madame Maintenon continues well. 
They have performed a play of Mons. Bacine at St. Cyr. The 
Duke of Shrewsbury and Mr. Prior, four envoy, and all the English 
nobility here were present at it. (The Viscount Oastlewood’s pass- 
ports) were refused to him, ’twas said ; his lordship being sued by 
a goldsmith for Vuissello plate , and a pearl necklace supplied to 
Mademoiselle Meruel of the French Comedy. ’Tis a pity such 
news should get abroad (and travel to England) about our young nobi- 
lity here. Mademoiselle Meruel has beeu sent to the Fort l’Evesque ; 
they say she has ordered not only plate, but furniture, and a chariot 
and horses (under that lord’s name), of which extravagance his 
unfortunate Viscountess knows nothing. 

“(His Majesty will be) cighty-two yearn of ago on bis next 
birthday. The Court prepares to celebrate it with a great 
feast. Mr. Prior is in a sad way about their refusing at home to 
scud him his plate. All here admired roy Lord Viscount’s portrait, 
and said it was a masterpiece of Rigaud. Have you seen it ? It 
is (at the Lady Castlewood’s house in Kensington Square). I think 
no English painter could produce such a piece. 

“ Our poor friend the Abbd hath been at the Bastile, but is now 
transported to the Conciergerie (where liis friends may visit him. 
They are to ask for) a remission of Iris sentence soon. Lot us hope 
the poor rogue will have repented in prison. 

“ (The Lord Castlewood) has had the affair of the plate made up, 
and departs for England. 

“ Is not this a dull letter ? I have a cursed headache with drink- 
ing with Mat and some more over-night, and tipsy or sober am 

“Thine ever—.” 

All this letter, save some dozen of words which I have put above 
between brackets, was mere idle talk, though the substance of the 
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letter vras as important as any letter /well could be. It told those 
that had the key, that the King will take 'the Viscount CastlewoocTs 
passports and travel to England under that lord's name. Sis 
Majesty will he at tlte Lady Castleioood's house in Kensington Square, 
where his friends mag visit him; they are to ask for the Lord Castle- 
wood. This note may have passed under Mr. Prior’s eyes, and 
those of our new allies the French, and taught them nothing : 
though it explains sufficiently to persons in London what the e vent 
was which was about to happeu, as ’twill show those who read my 
memoirs a hundred years hence, what was that errand on which 
Colonel Esmond of late had been busy. Silently and swiftly to 
do that about which others were conspiring, and thousands of 
Jacobites all over the country, clumsily caballing ; alone to effect 
that which the leaders here were only talking about ; to bring the 
Prince of Wales into the country openly in the face of all, under 
Bolingbroke’s very, eyes, the walls placarded with the proclamation 
signed with the Secretary's name, and offering five hundred pounds 
reward for his apprehension : this was a stroke, the playing and 
winning of which might well give any adventurous spirit pleasure : 
the loss of the stake might involve a heavy penalty, but all our 
family were eager to risk that for the glorious chance of winning 
the game. 

Nor should it he called a game, save perhaps with the chief 
player, who was not- more or less’ sceptical than most public men 
with whom he had acquaintance in that age. (Is there ever 
a publio man in England that altogether believes in his party 1 Is 
there one, however doubtful, that will not fight for it ?) Young 
Frank was ready to fight without much thinking, he -was a Jacobite 
as his father before him was ; all the Esmonds were Royalists, 
(live him but the word, he would cry, 1 “God save King James !” be- 
fore the palace guard, or at the Maypole in the Strand ; and with 
respect to the women, as is usual with them, ’twas not a question 
of party but of faith ; their belief was a passion ; either Esmond’s 
mistress or her daughter would have died for it cheerfully. I 
have laughed often, talking of King William’s reign, and said 
I thought Lady Castlcwood was disappointed the King did 
not . persecute the family more ; and those who know the 
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nature of women may fancy for themselves, what needs not here 
be written down, the rapture wi th which these neophytes received 
the mystery when made known to them ; tlio eagerness with which 
they looked forward to its completion ; the reverence Which they 
paid the minister who initiated them into that secret Truth, now 
known only to a few, but presently to reign over the world. Sure 
there is no bound to the trustingness of women. Look at Airia 
worshipping the drunken elodpate of a husband who heats her ; 
look at Cornelia treasuring as a jewel in her maternal heart the 
oaf her son pi have known a woman preach .Jesuit’s bark, and 
afterwards Dr. Berkeley’s tar-water, as though to swallow them 
were a divine decree, and to refuse them no better than blasphemy. 

On ills return from Prance Colonel Esmond put liimself at tliii 
head of this little knot of fond conspirators. No death or torture he 
knew would frighten them out of their constancy. When he detailed 
his plan for bringing the King back, his elder mistress thought 
that that Restoration was to be attributed under Heaven to tlio 
CastJewood family and to its cliief, and she worshipped and loved 
Esmond, if that could be, more than ever she had done. She 
doubted not for one moment of the success of Ids scheme, to 
mistrust which would have seemed impious in her eyes. And as 
for Beatrix, when she became acquainted with the plan, and 
joined it, as she diil with all her heart, she gave Esmond one of 
her searching bright looks : “ Ah, Harry,” says she, “why were 
you not the head of our house 1 You are the only one fit to raise it ; 
why do you give that silly boy the name and the honour ? But ’tis 
so in the world; those get the prize that don’t deserve or care for it. 

I wish I could give you your silly prize, cousin, but I can’t ; I have 
tried and I can’t.” And she went away, shaking her head mourn- 
fully, but always, it seemed to Esmond, that her liking and respect , 
for him was greatly increased, since she knew what capability lie 
had both to act and bear ; to do and to forego. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

TnE ORIGINAL OP THE PORTRAIT COMES TO ENGLAND. 

’Tayas announced in the family that my Lord Castlewood would 
arrive, having a confidential French gentleman in his suite, who 
acted as secretary to his lordship, and who being a Papist, and a 
foreigner of a good family, though now in rather a menial place, 
would have his meals served in his chamber, and not with the 
domestics of the house. The viscountess gave up her bed-chamber 
contiguous to her daughter’s, and having a largo convenient closet 
attached to it, in which a bed was put up, ostensibly for Monsieur 
Baptiste, the Frenchman ; though, ’tis needless to say, when the 
doors of the apartments were locked, and the two guests retired 
within it, the young viscount became the servant of the illustrious 
Prince whom he entertained, and gave up gladly the more conve- 
nient and airy chamber and bed to his master. Madam Beatrix also 
retired to the upper region, her chamber being converted into 
a sitting-room for my lord. The better to carry the deceit, Beatrix 
affected to grumble before the servants, and to be jealous that she 
was turned out of her chamber to make way for my lord. 

No small preparations were made, you may be sure, and no alight 
tremor of expectation caused the hearts of the gentle ladies of 
Castlewood to flutter, before the arrival of the personages who 
were about to honour their house. Tlio chamber was ornamented 
with flowers ; the bed covered with the very finest of linen ; the 
two ladies insisting on making it themselves, and kneeling down at 
the bedside and kissing tbe sheets out of respect for the web that 
was to hold the sacred person of a King. The toilet was of silver 
and crystal ; there was a copy of Eikon-Basilike laid on the writing- 
table; a portrait of tbe martyred King hung always over the 
mantel, having a sword of my poor Lord Castlewood underneath it, 
and a little picture or emblem which the widow loved always to 
have before her eyes on waking, and in which the liair of her lord 
and her two children was worked together. Her books of private 
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devotions, as they -were all of the English Clmrcli, sbe carried away 
with her to the upper apartment which she destined for herself. 
The ladies showed Mr. Esmond, -when they were completed, the 
fond preparations they had made. ’Twas then Beatrix knelt down 
and kissed the linen sheets. As for her mother, Lady Castlewood 
made a curtsy at the door, as she would have done to the altar on 
entering a church, and owned that she considered the chamber in a 
manner sacred. 

The company in the servants’ hall never, for a moment supposed 
that these preparations were made for any other person than the 
young viscount, the lord of the house, whom his fond mother had 
been for so many years without seeing. Both ladies were perfect 
housewives, having the greatest skill in the making of confections, 
scented waters, &e., and keeping a notable superintendence Oyer the 
kitchen. Calves enough were killed to feed an army of prodigal 
sons, Esmond thought, and laughed when he came to wait on the 
ladies, on the day when the guests were to arrive, to find two pairs 
of the finest and roundest arms to be seen in England (my Lady 
Castlewood was remarkable for this beauty of her person), covered 
with flour up above the elbows, arid preparing paste, and turning 
rolling-pins in the housekeeper’s closet. The guest would not arrive 
till supper-time, and my lord would prefer having that meal in his 
own chamber. You may be sure the brightest plate of the house 
was laid out there, and can understand why it was that the ladies 
insisted that they alone would wait upon the young chief of the 
family. 

Taking horse, Colonel Esmond rode rapidly to Rochester, and 
there awaited the King in that very town where his father had last 
set his foot ou the English shore. A room had been provided at 
an inn there for my Lord Castlewood and his servant; and Colonel 
Esmond timed his ride so well that he lmd scarce been half an hour 
in the place, and was looking over the balcony into the yard of the 
inn, when two travellers rode in at the inn-gate, and the Colonel 
running down, the next moment embraced his dear young lord. 

My lord’s companion, acting the part of a domestic, dismounted, 
ami was for holding the viscount’s stirrup; but Colonel Esmond, 
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horses and settle with the lad who had ridden, the post along with 
the two travellers, crying out iu a cavalier tone in the French lan- 
guage to ray lord’s companion, and affecting to grumble that my 
lord’s fellow was a Frenchman, and did not know the money or 
habits of the country “ My man will see to the horses, Baptiste,” 
says Colonel Esmond: “do you understand English ? ” “Very 
leetle 1 ” “ So, follow my lord and wait upon him at dinner in his 

own room.” The landlord and his people came up presently bear- 
ing the dishes ; ’twas well they made a noise and stir in the gallery, 
or they might have found Colonel Esmond on his knee before Lord 
Castlewood’s servant, welcoming his Majesty to his kingdom, and 
kissing the hand of the "King. "We told the landlord that the 
Frenchman would wait on his master ; and Esmond’s man was 
ordered to keep sentry in the gallery without the door. The Prince 
dined with a good appetite, laughing and talking very gaily, and con- 
descendingly bidding his two companions to sit with him at table. 
He was in better spirits than poor Frank Castle wood, who Esmond 
thought might he wobegone on account of parting with his divine 
Clotilda ; but the Prinoe wishing to take a short siesta after dinner, 
and retiring to an inner chamber where there was a bed, the cause 
of poor Harry’s discomfiture came out; and bursting into tears, 
with many expressions of fondness, friendship, and humiliation, the 
faithful lad gave his kinsman to understand that he now knew all the 
truth, and the sacrifices which Colonel Esmond had made for him. 

Seeing no good in acquainting poor Frank with that secret, Mr. 
Esmond had entreated his mistress also not to reveal it to her son. 
The Prince had told the poor lad all as they were riding from 
Dover : “I had as lief he had shot me, cousin,” Frank said : “I 
knew you were the best, and the bravest, and the kindest of all 
men (so the enthusiastic young fellow went on) ; but I never thought 
I owed you what I do, and can scarce bear the weight of the 
obligation.” 

“ I stand in the place of your father,” says Mr. Esmond kindly, 
“ and sure a father may dispossess himself in favour of his son. I 
abdicate the twopenny crown, and invest you with the kingdom of 
Brentford ; don’t be a fool and cry ; you make a much taller and 
handsomer viscount than ever I could.” But the fond boy with 


oatha and protestations, laughter and incoherent outbreaks of pas- 
sionate emotion, could not be got, for some little time, to put up 
with Esmond’s raillery ; wanted to kneel down to liim, and kissed 
his hand ; asked liim and implored him to order something, to bid 
Castlewood give his own life up or take somebody else’s. ; anything, 
so that he might show his gratitude for the generosity Esmond 
showed him. 

“ The K — L, lie laughed," Frank said, pointing to the door 
where the sleeper was, and speaking in a low tone, “ I don’t think 
he should have laughed as he told me the story. As wo rode along 
from Dover, talking in French, he spoke about you, and your com- 
ing to him at Bar; ho called you ‘ le grand d*i'ieua:,’ Don Bellianis 
of Greece, and I don’t know what names ; mimicking your manner 
(here Castlewood laughed himself)— and ho did it very well. He 
seems to sneer at. every thing. . He is not like a king : somehow, : 
Harry, I fancy you are like a king. He does not seem to. think what a 
stake we are all playing. He would have stopped at Canterbury to 
run after a barmaid there, had I not implored him to coins on. 
He hath a house at Chaillot where lie used to go and bury himself 
for weeks away from the Queen, 'and. with all sorts of bad company,” 
■.says Frank, with a demure look ; “you may smile, but I am not 
the wild fellow I was; no, no, I have been taught better,” says 
Castlewood devoutly, making a sign on his breast. 

“ Thou art my dear brave hoy,” says Colonel Esmond, touched 
at the young fellow’s simplicity, “ and there will be a noble geiitle- 
■ man at Castlewood so long as my Frank is there,” 

The impetuous young lad was for going down on his kneeaagain, 
with another explosion of gratitude, but that we heard the voice 
from the next chamber of the august sleeper, just waking, calling 
out “ Eh, La-Fkur, im verre d’eau;" his Majesty came but 
yawning : — “A pest,” says lie, “upon your English ale, ’tis so strong 
that, ma foi, it hath turned my head.” 

Tlie effect of the ale was like a spur upon our horses, and we 
rude very quickly to London, reaching Kensington at nightfall. 
Mr. Esmond’s servant was left behind at Rochester, to bike bare 
of the tired horses, whilst we had fresh beasts provided along the 
road. And galloping by the Prince’s side the Colonel explained to 
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the Prince of Wales what his movements had heen ; who the 
friends were that knew of the expedition ; whom, as Esmond con- 
ceived, the Prince should trust ; entreating him, above all, to 
maintain, the very closest secresy until the time should come when 
his Royal Highness should appear. The town swarmed with friends 
of the Prince’s cause ; there were scores of correspondents with 
St. Germains ; Jacobites known and secret ; great in station and 
humble ; about the Court and the Queen ; in the Parliament, 
Church, and among the merchants in the City. The Prince had 
friends numberless in the army, in the Privy-Council, and the 
Officers of State. The great object, as it seemed, to the small band 
of persons who had concerted that bold stroke, who had brought 
the Queen’s brother into his native country, was, that his visit 
should remain unknown till the proper time came, when his 
presence should surprise friends and enemies alike ; and the latter 
should be found so unprepared and disunited, that they should not 
find time to attack him. We feared more from his friends than 
rom his enemies. The lies, and tittle-tattle sent over to St. Ger- 
mains by the Jacobite agents about London, had done an incalculable 
mischief to his cause, and wofully misguided him, and it was from 
these especially, that the persons engaged in the present venture 
were anxious to defend the chief actor in it.* 

The party reached London by nightfall, leaving their horses at 
the Posting-House over against Westminster, and being ferried 
over the water where Lady Esmond’s coach was already in waiting. 
In another hour we were all landed at Kensington, and the mistress 
of the house had that satisfaction which her heart had yearned after 
for many years, once more to embrace her son, who on his side, with 
all his waywardness, ever retained a most tender affection for 
his parent. 

She did not refrain from this expression of her feeling, though 
the domestics were by, and my Lord Castlewood’s attendant stood 

* The managers were llie Bishop, who cannot I>e hurt by having hia name men- 
tioned, a very active and loyal Nonconformist Divine, a lady in the highest favour 
at Court, with whom Beatrix Esmond had communication, and two noblemen of 
the greatest rank, and a membor of the House of Commons, who was im- 
plicated in more transactions than one in behalf of the Stuart family, 


in the hall. Esmond had to whisper to him in Ereneli to take his 
hat off. Monsieur .Baptiste was constantly neglecting his part 
with an inconceivable levity : more than once on the ride to Lon- 
don, little observations of the stranger, light remarks, and words 
betokening the greatest ignorance of the country the Prince came 
to govern, had hurt the susceptibility of the two gentlemen form- 
ing his escort ; nor could either help owning in his secret mind 
that they would have had his behaviour otherwise, and that the 
laughter and the lightness, not to say licence, which characterised 
liis talk, scarce befitted such a great Prince, and such a solemn Oc- 
casion. ‘Not but that he could act at proper times with spirit and 
dignity. He had behaved, as we all knew, in a very courageous 
manner on the field. Esmond had seen a copy of the letter the 
Prince writ with his own hand when urged by his friends it* 
England to abjure his religion, and admired that manly and mag- 
nanimous reply by which he refused to yield to the temptation. 
Monsieur Baptiste took of his hat, blushing at the hint Colonel 
Esmond ventured to give him, and said ; — “ Tends, die eat jalie, la 
petite mire; Fui-tJe-Gkevalier ! elk eat diamante ; mais V autre, 
qui eat cette nt/mphe, cet astre qui briUe, cette Diane qui descend mr 
nous?" And he started back, and pushed fonvard, as Beatrix 
was descending the stair. She urns in colours for the first time afe 
her own house; she wore the diamonds Esmond gave her ; it had 
been agreed between them, that she should wear these brilliants on 
the day when the King should enter the house, and a Queen she 
looked, radiant in charms, and magnificent and imperial in beauty. 

Castlewood himself was startled by that beauty and splendour; 
he stepped back and gazed at his sister as though he had not been 
aware before (nor was he very likely) how perfectly lovely she was, 
and I thought blushed as he embraced her. The Prince could not 
keep his eyes off her; he quite forgot his menial part, though he 
had been schooled to it, and a little light portmanteau prepared ex- 
pressly that he should carry it. He pressed forward before rny 
Lord Viscount. ’Twas lucky the servants’ eyes were busy in other 
directions, or they must have seen that this was no servant, or at 
least a very insolent and rude one. 

Again Oolouel Esmond was obliged to cry out “ Baptiste," in a 
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loud imperious voice, “ have a care to the valisse at which hint 
the wilful young man ground his teeth together with something 
very like a curse between them, and then gave a brief look of any 
thing but pleasure to his mentor. Being reminded, however, lie 
shouldered the little portmanteau, aud carried it up the stair, Es- 
mond preceding him, and a servant with lighted tapers. He flung 
down liia burden sulkily in the bed-chamber : — •“ A Prince that will 
wear a crown must wear a mask,” says Mr. Esmond, in French. 

“ Ah, pasta J I see how it is,” says Monsieur Baptiste, continu- 
ing the talk in French. “ The Great Serious is seriously ” — 
“ alarmed for Monsieur Baptiste,” broke iu the Colonel. Esmond 
neither liked the tone with which the Prince spoke of the ladies, 
nor the eyes with which he regarded them. 

The bed-chamber aud the two rooms adjoining it, the closet and 
the apartment which was to be called my lord’s parlour, were al- 
ready lighted and awaiting their occupier; and the collation laid 
for my lord’s supper. Lord Castle wood aud his mother and sister 
came up the stair a minute afterwards, and, so soon as the domes- 
tics had quitted the apartment, Castlewood and Esmond uncovered, 
and the two ladies went down on their knees before the Prince, 
who graciously gave a hand to each. He looked his part of Prince 
much more naturally than that of servant, which ho had just been 
trying, and raised them both with a great deal of nobility, as well 
as kindness in his air. “ Madam,” says he, “ my mother will thank 
your ladyship for your hospitality to her son ; for you, madam,” 
turning to Beatrix, “ I cannot bear to see so much beauty in such 
a posture. You will betray Monsieur Baptiste if you kneel to him ; 
sure tis his place rather to kneel to yon.” 

A light shone out of her eyes ; a gleam bright enough to kindle 
passion in any breast. There were times when this creature was so 
handsome, that she seemed, as it were, like Veuus revealing herself 
a goddess iu a flash of brightness. She appeared so now ; radiant, 
aud with eyes bright with a wonderful lustre. A pang, as of rage 
and jealousy, shot through Esmond’s heart, as he caught the look 
she gave the Priuee ; and he clenched his hand involuntarily and 
looked across to Castlewood, whose eyes answered his alarm-signal, 
and were- also on the alert. The Prince gave his subjects au an- 
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dience of a few minutes, and then the two ladies and Colonel Es- 
mond quitted the chamber. Lady Castlcwood pressed his hand ns 
they descended the stair, and the three went down to the lower 
rooms, where they waited awhile till the travellers above should be 
refreshed and ready for their meal. 

Esmond looked at Beatrix, blazing with her jewels on her beauti- 
ful neck. “I have kept my word,” says he : “And I mine,” says 
Beatrix, looking down on the diamonds. 

“ Were I tlie Mogul Emperor, ” says the Colonel, “you should 
have all that were dug out of Golconda.” 

“ Those are a great deal too good for me,” says Beatrix, dropping 
her head on her beautiful breast, — “so are you all, all and when 
she looked up again, 'as she did in a moment, and after a sigh, her 
eyes, us they gazed at her cousin, wore that melancholy and 
inscrutable look which ’twas always Impossible to found. 

When the time came for the supper, of which we were advertised 
by a knocking overhead, Colonel Esmond and tbc two ladies went 
to the upper apartment, where the Prince already was, and hy his 
side the young viscount, of exactly the same age, shape, and with 
features not dissimilar, though Frank’s were the handsomer of the 
two. The Prince sat down, and bode the ladies sit. The gentle- 
men remained standing ; there was, indeed, hut one inoro cover laid 
at the table : — “ Which of you will take it ? ” says lie. 

“ The head of our house, ” says Lady Castlewood, taking her son’s 
hand, and looking towards Colonel Esmond with a bow and a 
great tremor of the voice “ the Marquis of Esmond will have the 
honour of serving tlie King. ” 

“I shall have the honour of waiting on his Royal Highness,” 
says Colonel Esmond, filling a cup of wine, and, as the fashion of 
that day was, he presented it to the King on his knee. 

“ X drink to iny hostess and her family, ” says the Prince, with 
no very well-pleased air; but the cloud passed immediately off his 
face, and he talked to the Indies in a lively, rattling strain, quite 
undisturbed by poor Mr. Esmond’s yellow countenance, that 1 dare 
say looked very glum. 

When the time came to take leave, Esmond marched homewards 
to Ms lodgings, and met Mr. Addison on tlio road that night. 
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-walking to a cottage lie had at Fulham, the moon shining on his 
handsome serene face: — “What cheer, brother?” says Addison, 
laiighingj; “I thought it was a footpad advancing in the dark, and 
behold ’tis an old friend. We may shake hands, Colonel, in the 
dark, ’tis better than fighting by daylight. Why should we quarrel, 
because I am a Whig and thou ait a Tory? Turn thy steps and 
Walk with me to Fulham, where there is a nightingale still singing 
in the garden, and a cool bottle in a cave I know of; you shall 
drink to the Pretender if you like, and I will drink my liquor my 
own way : I have had enough of good liquor ? — no, never ! There 
is no such word as enough as a stopper for good wine. Thou wilt 
not corno ? Come any day, come soon. You know I remember 
tiimoia and the Sigeia tellus, and the prwlia tnioeta mero, mixta 
mero,” he repeated, with ever so slight a touch of meraw 
in his voice, and walked back a little way on the road with 
Esmond, bidding the other remember he was always his friend, 
and indebted to him for his aid in the “ Campaign ” poem. 
And- very likely Mr. Under Secretary would have stepped 
in and taken t’other bottle at the Colonel’s lodging, had the 
latter invited him, hut Esmond’s mood was none of the gay- 
est, and he hade his friend an inhospitable good-nigbt at the 
door. 

“I have done the deed,” thought he, sleepless, and looking out 
into the night; “he is here, and I have brought him; he and 
Beatrix are sleeping under the same roof now. Whom did I mean 
to serve in bringing him 1 Was it the Prince, was it Henry 
Esmond 1 Had I not best have joined the manly creed of Addison 
yonder, that scouts the old doctrine of right divine, that boldly 
declares that Parliament and people oonsecrate the Sovereign, not 
Bishops, nor genealogies, nor oils, nor coronations.” The eager 
gaze of the young Prince, watching every movement of Beatrix 
haunted Esmond and pursued him. The Prince’s figure appealed 
before him in lus feverish dreams many times that night. He 
wished the deed undone, for which he had laboured so. Ho was 
not the fust that has regretted liis own act, or brought about his 
own undoing. Undoing ? Should he write that word in his late 
years ? No, on his knees before Heaven, rather be thankful for 
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what then he deemed his misfortnno, and which hath caused the 
whole subsequent happiness of his life. 

Esmond’s man, honest John Lockwood, had served Bis master 
and the family all his life, and the Colonel knew: that he could 
answer for John’s fidelity as for his own. John returned with 
the horses from Rochester betimes the next momhny and the 
Colonel gave him to understand that on going to Kensington 
where lie was free of the servants’ hall, and indeed courting Mrs’ 
Beatrix’s maid, he was to ask no questions, and betray no surprise’ 
but to vouch stoutly that the young gentleman he should see in a 
red coat there was my Lord Viscount Castlewood, and that his 
attendant m grey was Monsieur Baptiste the Frenchman He 
was to tell his friends in the kitchen such stories ns he remembered 
of my Lord Viscounts youth at Castlewood ; what a wild bov die 
was ; how he used to drill Jack and cane him, before ever he was 
a soldier; every thing, in fine, he knew respecting my Lord Vis 
counts early days Jack’s ideas of painting had not been much 
cultivated during his residence in Flandcm with his master • and 
before my young lord’s return, he had been easily got to believe 
ha the picture brought over from Paris, and now hanging in Lady 
■Castlewood s drawing-room, was a perfect likeness of her son, the 
young lord. And the domestics having all seen the picture many 
times, and catching but a momentmy imperfect glimpse of the two 

theldir ta /T gllt ° f thmr al ' riva1 ’ nerer had a reason to doubt 
the fidelity of the f portrait; and next day, when they saw the 
original of the piece habited exactly as he was represented in the 
painting, with the same periwig, ribands, and uniform of the 
Guard, quite naturally addressed the gentleman asmy Lord Castle- 
wood, my Lady Viscountess’s son. 

The secretary of the night previous was now the viscount • the 
viscount wore the secretary's grey frock; and John Lockwood was 
instructed to hint to the world below stairs that my lord beinn ! 
Must and very devout in that religion, his attendant might be no 
other than lus chaplam from Bruxelles ; hence, if he took his meals 
m my lord s company there was little reason for surprise. Frank 
w as further cautioned to speak English with a foreign accent which 
task he performed indifferently well, and this caution was the more 
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necessary because the Prince himself scarce spoke our language like 
a native of the island ; and John Lockwood laughed -with the folks 
below stairs at the manner in which my lord, after five years, abroad, 
sometimes forgot his own tongue and spoke it like a Frenchman. 
“ I warrant,” says he, “ that with the English beef and beer, his 
lordship will soon get back the proper use of his mouth ; ” and, to 
do his new lordship justice, lie took to beer and beef very kindly. 

The Prince drank so much, and was so loud and imprudent in his 
talk after his drink, that Esmond often trembled for him. His 
meals were served as much as possible in Ills own chamber, though 
frequently he made his appearance in Lady Oastlewood’s parlour 
and drawing-room, calling Beatrix “sister,” and her ladyship 
“mother,” or “madam,” before the servants. And, choosing to 
act entirely lip to the part of brother and son, tlio Prince sometimes 
sainted Mrs. Beatrix and Lady Castlewood with a freedom which 
his secretary did not like, and which, for his paid, set Colonel 
Esmond tearing with rage. 

The guests had not been three days in the house when poui Jack 
Lockwood came with a rueful countenance to his master, and said : 
“ My lord, that is — the gentlemau, has been tampering with Mrs. 
Lucy (Jack's sweetheart), and given her guineas and a kiss.” I 
fear that Colonel Esmond’s mind was rather relieved than other- 
wise, when he found that the ancillary beauty was the one whom the 
Prince had selected. His royal tastes were known to lie that way, 
and continued so in after life. The heir of one of the greatest 
names, of the greatest kingdoms, and of the greatest misfortunes in 
Europe, was often content to lay the dignity of his birth and grief 
at the wooden shoes of a French chambermaid, and to repent 
afterwards (for lie was very devout) in ashes taken from the dust- 
pan. ’Tis for mortals such as these that nations suffer, that parties 
struggle, tlmt warriors fight and bleed. A year afterwards gallant 
heads were falling, and Nithsdale in escape, and Derwentwater on 
the scaffold; whilst the heedless iugrate, for whom they risked and 
lost all, was tippling with his seraglio of mistresses in his 
maison of Chaillot. 

Blushing to be forced to bear such an errand, Esmond had to go 
to the Prince and warn him that the girl whom his Highness was 
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bribing, was John Lockwood’s sweetheart, an honest resolute man, ; 
who bad served in six campaigns, and feai'ed nothing, and who 
knew that the person, calling himself Lord Castle wood, was not his 
young master : and the Colonel besought the Prince to consider 
what the effect of a single man’s jealousy might be, and to think of 
other designs he had in hand, moye important than the seduction 
of a waiting-maid, and the humiliation of a brave man. 

Ten times, perhaps, in the course of as many days, Mr. Esmond 
had to warn the royal young adventurer of some imprudence or 
some freedom. He received these remonstrances very testily, save 
perhaps in this affair of poor Lockwood’s, when he deigned to burst 
out a-laughing, and said, “ What ! the soubrette has peached to the 
amoureux, and Crispin is angry, and Crispin has served, and Cris- 
pin has been a corporal, has he? Tell him we will reward his 
valour with a pair of colours, and recompense his fidelity.” 

Colonel Esmond ventured to utter some other words of entreaty, 
hut the Prince, stamping imperiously, cried out, “Asses, milord : Je 
m’ennitye h la priche; 1 am not come to London to go to the ser- 
mon.” And he complained afterwards to Castlewood, that u le petit 7 
jaune, le now Colonel, le Marquis Mismtrope (by which facetious, 
names his Loyal Highness was pleased to designate Colonel Esmond},; 
fatigued him with his grand airs and virtuous homilies.” 

The Bishop of .Rochester,-' and other gentlemen engaged in the 
transaction which had brought the Prince over, waited upon his 
Royal Highness, constantly askingfor my Lord Castlewood on their 
arrival at Kensington, and being openly conducted to his Royal 
.Highness in that character, who received theta either in my lady's 
drawing-room below, or above in his own. apartment ; and all ini- 
plored him to quit the house as little as possible, and to wait 'there- 
till the signal should be given for him to appear. The ladies enter- 
tained him at cards, over which amusement he spent many hours in 
each day and night. He passed many hours more in drinking, during 
which time he would rattle and talk very agreeably, arid especially 
if the Colonel was absent, whoso presence always seemed to frighten 
him ; and the poor “ Colonel Hoir ” took that hint as a command 
accordingly, and seldom intruded his black lace upon the convivial 
hours of this august young prisoner. Except tor those few persons; 


of whom the porter had the list, Lord Castlewood was denied to all 
friends of the house who waited on his lordship. The wound he 
had received had broke out again from his journey on horseback, 
so the world and the domestics were informed. And Doctor 

A >* his physician (I shall not mention his name, but he was 

physician to the Queen of the Scots nation, and a man remarkable 
for his benevolence as well as his wit), gave orders that lie should 
be kept perfectly quiet until the wound should heal. With this 
gentleman, who was one of the most active and influential of our 
party, and the others before spoken of, the whole secret lay ; and it 
was kept with so much faithfulness, and the story we told so simple 
and natural, that there was no likelihood of a discovery except from 
the imprudence of the Prince himself, and an adventurous levity 
that we had the greatest difficulty to control. As for Lady Castle- 
wood, although she scarce spoke a word, ’twas easy to gather from 
her demeanour, aud one or two hints she dropped, how deep her 
mortification was at finding the hero whom she had chosen to wor- 
ship all her fife (and whose restoration had formed almost the most 
sacred part of her prayers), no more than a man, and not a good 
one. She thought misfortune might have chastened him j but that 
instructress had rather rendered him callous than humble. His 
devotion, which was quite real, kept him from no sin he had a 
mind to. His talk showed good-humour, gaiety, even wit enough ; 
but there was a levity in bis acts and words that he had brought 
from among those libertine devotees with whom he had been bred, 
and that shocked the simplicity and purity of the English lady, 
whose guest he was. Esmond spoke his mind to Beatrix pretty 
freely about tbo Prince, getting her brother to put in a word of 
warning. Beatrix was entirely of their opinion j she thought he 
was very light, very light and reckless ; she could not even see the 
good looks Colonel Esmond had spoken of. The Prince had had 
teeth, and a decided squint. How could we say he did not squint i 
His eyes were fine, but there was certainly a cast in them. She 
rallied him at table with wonderful wit ; she spoke of him invari- 
ably as of a mere boy ; she was more fond of Esmond than ever; 

* There can be very little doubt that the Doctor, mentioned 'by my dear father, 
was the famous Dr. Arbnthnot, — Ii. E. IV. 


Royal Highness was pleased to sneer at the Colonel, and warmly 
espoused his cause : “ And if your Majesty does not give him the 
Garter liis father had, when the Marquis of Esmond comes to your 
Majesty’s court, I will hang myself in my own garters, or will cry 
my eyes out.” “ Rather than lose those, 5 ' says the Prince, “ he 
shall be made Archbishop and Colonel of the Guard” (it was Prank 
Castle wood who told me of this conversation over their supper). 

“Yes,” cries she, with one of her laughs, I fancy I hear it now. 
Thirty years afterwards I hear that delightful music ; “ yes, he 
shall ho Archbishop of Esmond and Marquis of Canterbury.” 

“And what will your ladyship be 1” says the Prince; “you 
have hut to choose your place.” 

“ I,” says Beatrix, “ will bo mother of the maids to the Queen 
of his Majesty King Jamas the Third — Vive le Roy!” and she 
made him a great curtsy, and drauk a part of a glass of wine in 
his honour. 

“ The Prince seized hold of the glass and drank the last drop of 
it,” Castlewood said, “ and my mother, looking very anxious, rose 
up and asked leave to retire.. But that ’Trix is my mother’s 
daughter, Hairy,” Prank continued, “ I don’t know what a horrid 
fear I should have of her. I wish — I wish this business were over. 
You are older than I am, and wiser, and better, and I owe you 
every thing, and would die for you*— before George. I would; but I 
wish tho end of this were come.” 

Neither of us very likely passed a tranquil night; horrible 
doubts and torments racked Esmond’s soul; ’twas a scheme of 
personal ambition, a daring stroke for a selfish end — ho know it. 
What cared he, in his heart, who was King! Were not his very 
sympathies and secret convictions on the other side — on the side of 
People, Parliament, Freedom? Aud hero was he, engaged for a 
Prince, that had scarce heard the word liberty; that priests and 
women, tyrants by nature both, made a tool of. The misanthrope 
was in no hotter humour after hearing that story, and his grim 
•face more black and yellow than ever. 
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CHAPTER X 

WE ENTERTAIN A VERY DISTINGUISHED GUEST AT KENSINGTON. 

Shotted any clue be found to the dark intrigues at the latter end 
of Queen Anne’s time, or any historian be inclined to follow it, 
’twill be discovered, I have little doubt, that not one of the great 
personages about the Queen had a defined scheme of policy, 
independent of that private and selfish interest which each was 
bent on pursuing ; St John was for St. John, and Harley for 
Oxford, and Marlborough for John Churchill, always; and accord- 
ing, as they could get help from St. Germains or Hanover, they 
aent over proffers of allegiance to the Princes there, or betrayed 
one to the other: one cause, or one sovereign, was as good as 
another to them, so that they could hold the best place under him; 
and like Lockit and Peachem, the Newgate chiefs in the Rogues’ 
Opera,; Mr. Gay wrote afterwards, had each in his hand documents 
and proofs of treason which wojild hang the other, oidy he did not 
dare to use the weapon, for fear of that one which his neighbour 
also carried in his pocket Tlfink of the. great Mari borough, the 
greatest subject in all the world, a conqueror of princes, that had 
inarched victorious over Germany, Plunders, and Prance, that had 
given the law to sovereigns abroad, and been worshipped as a 
divinity at home, forced to sneak out of England — his credit, 
honours, places, all taken from him ; Jus Mends in. tlie army broke 
and ruined; and flying, before Harley, as abject, and powerless. as a 
poor debtor before a bailiff with a writ. A paper,. .of which Harley 
got possession, and showing beyond doubt tint the Duke was 
engaged with the Stuart family, was the weapon with which the 
'Treasurer drove Marlborough out, of the' kingdom. He fled to 
Antwerp, and began intriguing iustautly on -the other side, and 
came back to England; as' all know, a Whig and a Hanoverian. 

Though the Treasurer turned out of the army and office every man, 
military or civil, known to be the Duke’s friend, and gave the vacant 
posts among the Tory party ; he, too, was playing the double game 


between Hanover and St. Germains, awaiting the expected cata- 
strophe of the Queen’s death to bo Master of the State, and offer it 
to either family that should bribe him best, or that the nation 
should declare for. 'Whichever the King was, Harley’s object was 
to reign over him ; and to this end he supplanted the former 
famous favourite, decried the actions of the Avar which had made 
Malborough’s name illustrious, and disdained no more than the 
great fallen, competitor of hist the meanest arts, flatteries, intimi- 
dations, that would secure his power. If the greatest satirist the 
world ever hath seen had writ against Harley, and not for him, 
Avlmt a history had he left behind of the last years of Queen Anne’s 
reign ! Hut Swift, that scorned all mankind, and himself not the 
least of all, had tliis merit of a faithful partisan, that ho loved thoso 
chiefs avIio treated him well, and stuck by Hurley bravely in his 
fall, as lie gallantly had supported him in his better fortune. 

Incomparably more brilliant, moro splendid, eloquent, accom- 
plished, than his rival, the great St. John could bo as selfish as 
Oxford was, and could act the double part as skilfully as 
ambidextrous Churchill. He whose talk was always of liberty, UO ; 
more shrunk from using persecution and the pillory against his 
opponents, than if he had been at Lisbon and Grand Inquisitor. 
This lofty patriot was on his knees at Hanover and St. Germain’s 
too ; notoriously of no religion, he toasted Church and Queen as 
boldly as the stupid Sachevorel, -whom he used and laughed at ; and 
to serve his turn, and to overthrow his enemy, he could intrigue, 
coax, bully, wheedle, fawn on the Court favourite, and creep up the 
back-stair as silently as Oxford who supplanted Marlborough, and 
whom lie himself supplanted. The crash of my Lord Oxford 
happened at this very time whereat my history is now arrived. 
He was come to the very last days of his power, and the agent 
Avliom he employed to overthrow the conqueror of Blenheim, was 
now engaged to upsiet the conqueror’s conqueror, and hand over the 
staff of government; to Bolingbroke, who had been panting to 
hold it. 

In expectation of the stroke that was now preparing, the Irish 
regiments in the French service were all’ brought round about 
Boulogne in Picardy, to pass over if need were with the Duke of 
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Berwick; the soldiers of France no longer, Lnt subjects of James 
tlie Tliird of England and Ireland King. The fidelity of the great 
mass of the Scots (though a most active, resolute, and gallant Whig 
party, admirably and energetically ordered and disciplined, was 
known, to be in Scotland too) was notoriously unshaken in their 
King. A very great body of Tory clergy, nobility, and gentry, 
were public partisans of the exiled Prince; and the indifference 
might be counted on to cry King George or King James, according 
as either should prevail. . The Queen, especially in her latter days, 
iadiued towards her own family. The Prince was lying actually 
in Loudon, within a stone’s-cast of his sister’s palace ; the first 
minister toppling to his fall, and so tottering that the weakest push 
of a woman’s finger would send him down ; and as for Bolingbroke, 
his successor, we know on whose side his power and Ids splendid 
eloquence would he on the day when the Queen should appear openly 
before her council and say : — “This, my lords, is my brother; here 
is my father's heir, and mine after me. ” 

During the whole of theprevious year the Queen had had many and 
repeated fits of sickness, fever, and lethargy, and her death had been 
constantly looked for by all her attendants. The Elector of 
Hanover had wished to send his son, the Duke of Cambridge — 
to pay his court to his cousin the Queen, the Elector said ; — in 
truth, to he on the spot when death should close her career. 
Brightened perhaps to have suclji a memento mori under her 
royal eyes, her Majesty had angrily forbidden the young Prinoe’s 
coming into England. Either she desired to keep the chances for 
her brother open yet ; or the people about her did not wish to close 
with the Whig candidate till they could make terms with him- 
The quarrels of her ministers before her free at the Council hoard, 
the pricks of conscience very likely, the importunities of her minis- 
ters, and constant turmoil and agitation round about her, had 
weakened and irritated the Princess extremely ; her strength was 
giving way under these continual trials of her temper, and from day 
to day it was expected she must come to a speedy end of them. 
Just before Viscount Castlewood and his companion came from 
Prance, her Majesty was taken ilL The St. Anthony’s fire broke 
out on the Royal legs ; there was no hurry for the presentation of 


the young lord at Court, or that person ivho should appear under 
his name ; and my Lord Viscount's wound breaking out opportune- 
ly, he was kept conveniently in his chamber until such time as his 
physician should allow him to bend his kneo before the Queen. At 
the commencement of .Tidy, that influential lady, with whom it has 
been mentioned that our party had relations, came frequently to 
visit her young friend, the maid of honour, at Kensington, and 
my Lord Viscount (the real or supposititious), who was an invalid at 
Lady Cnstlewood’s house. 

On the 27tli day of July, the lady in question, who held the most 
intimate post about the Queen, came in her chair from the Palace 
liard hy, bringing to tho little party in Kensington Square, intel- 
ligence of the very Ugliest, importance. The final blow had been 
struck, and my Lord of Oxford and Mortimer was no longer 
Treasurer The staff was as yet given to no successor, though my 
Lord Bolingbroke would undoubtedly be the man. And now the 
time was come, the Queen’s Abigail said : and now xny Lord 
Castlewood ought to be presented to the Sovereign. 

After that scene which Lord Castlewood witnessed and described 
to his 1 cousin, who passed such a miserable night of mortification and 
jealousy as lie thought over the transaction ) no doubt the three 
persons who were set by nature as protectors over Beatrix came to 
tlie same conclusion, that she must be removed from the presence 
of a man whoso desires towards her were expressed only too. clearly ; 
and who was no more scrupulous in seeking to gratify them than 
his father had been before him. I suppose Esmond’s mistress, her 
son, and the Colonel himself, had been all secretly debating this 
matter in their minds, for when Thank broke out, in his blunt way, 
with “ I think Beatrix had .best be any where but here,” — Lady 
Castlewood said : — “ 1 thank you, Prank, I have thought so too j ” 
and Mr. Esmond, though lie only remarked that it was not for him 
to speak, showed plainly, by the delight on his countenance, how 
very agreeable that proposal was to him. 

“ One sees that you think with ns, Henry,” says the viscountess 
with ever so little of sarcasm in her tone : “Beatrix is best out of 
this house whilst we have our guest in it, and as soon as this morn- 
ing’s business is done, she ought to quit London.” 
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“What morning’s business?” askeil Colonel Esmond, not 
knowing what; had been arranged, though in fact the stroke next 
iu importance to that of bringing the Prince, aud of having him 
acknowledged by the Queen, was now being performed at the very 
rnomeu t we three were conversing together. 

The Court-lady with whom our plan, was concerted, and who 
was a chief agent in it, the Court-physician, and the Bishop of 
Rochester, who were the other two most active participators in our 
plan, had held many councils in our house at Kensington and else- 
where, as to the means best to be adopted for presenting our young 
adventurer to his sister the Queen; The simple and easy plan pro- 
posed by Colonel Esmond had been agreed to by all parties, which was 
that on some rather private day, when there were not many persons 
about the Court, the Prince should appear there as my Lord 
Castlewood, should be greeted by his sister-in-waiting, and led by 
that other lady into the closet of the Queen. Aud according to her 
Majesty’s health or humour, and the circumstances that might arise 
during the interview ; it was to he left to the discretion of those 
present at it, and to the Prince himself, whether he should declare 
that, it was the Queen’s own. brother, or the brother of Beatrix 
Esmond, who kissed her Royal hand. Aud this plan, being deter- 
mined on, we were all waiting in very much anxiety for the day 
and signal of execution. 

Two mornings after that supper, it being the 27th day of July, 
the Bishop of Rochester breakfasting with Lady Castlewood and 
her family, aud the meal scarce over, Doctor A.’a coach drove up 
to our house at Kensington, and the Dootor appeared amongst tho 
party there, culiveniug a rather gloomy company ; for the mother 
and daughter had had words in the morning in respect to the trans- 
actions of that supper, and other adventures perhaps, and on the 
day succeeding. Beatrix’s haughty spirit brooked remonstrances 
from no superior, much less from her mother, the gentlest of 
creatures, whom the girl commanded rather than obeyed. Aud 
feeling she was wrong, and that by a thousand coquetries (which 
she could no more help exercising on every man that came near her, 
than the sun can help shining on great aud small) she had pro- 
voked the Prince’s dangerous admiration, and allured him to the 
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expression of it, she was only tlio more wilful and imperious tlie 
more she felt her error. 

To tins party, the Prince being served with chocolate in his bed- 
chamber, where ho lay late sleeping away the fumes of his wine, the 
Doctor came, and by the urgent and startling nature of his news, 
dissipated instantly that private and minor unpleasantly under 
which the family of Castlewood was labouring. 

He asked for the guest ; the guest was above in his own apart- 
ment : he bade Monsieur Baptiste go up to his master instantly, 
and requested that My Lord Viscount Castlewood would straight- 
way put his uniform on, and come away in the Doctor’s coach now 
at the door. 

He then informed Madam Beatrix what her part of the comedy 
was to be : — “ In half an hour,” says he, “ her Majesty and her 
favourite lady will take the air in the Cedar-walk behind the new 
Bunqueting-house. Her Majesty will be drawn in a garden-chair. 
Madam Beatrix Esmond, and her brother, my Lord Viscount Castle- 
wood, will be walking in the private garden (here is Lady Masham’s 
key), and will come unawares upon the Royal party. The man 
that draws the chair will retire, and leave the Queen, the favourite, 
and the maid of honour and her brother, together ; Mrs. Beatrix 
will present her brother, and then ! — and then, my Lord Bishop 
will pray for the result of the interview, and his Scots clerk will 
say Amen ! Quick, put on your hood, Madam Beatrix ; why 
doth not his Majesty come down 1 Such another chance may not 
present itself for months again.” 

The Prince was late and lazy, and indeed had all but lost that 
chance through his indolence. The Queen was actually about to 
leave the garden just when the party reached it; the Doctor, the 
Bishop, the maid of honour and her brother went off together in the 
pliysiciau’s coach, and had been gone half an hour when Colonel 
Esmond, came to Kensington Square. 

The news of this errand, on which Beatrix was gone, of course 
for a moment put all thoughts of private jealousy out of Colonel 
Esmond’s head. In half an hour more the coach returned ; the 
Bishop descended from it first, and gave his arm to Beatrix, who 
now came out. His lordship went back into the carriage again. 
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and the maid of honour entered the house alone. We were all 
gazing at her from, the upper window, trying to read from her coun- 
tenance the result of the interview from which she had just come. 

She came into the drawing-room in a great tremour and very 
pale ; she asked for a glass of water as her mother went to meet 
her, and after drinking that and putting off her hood, she began to 
speak:- — “ Wo may all hope for the best,” says she ; “it has cost 
the Queen a fit. Her Majesty was in her chair in the Cedar- walk, 
accompanied only by Lady — • — , when we entered by the private 
wicket from the west side of the garden, and turned towards her, 
the Doctor following ns. They waited in a side-walk hidden by the 
shrubs, as we advanced towmrds the chair. My heart throbbed so 
I scarce could speak ; but my Prince whispered, ‘ Courage, Beatrix,' 
and marched on with a steady step. His face was a little flushed, 
but he was not afraid of the danger. He who fought so bravely at 
Malplnquet fears nothing.” Esmond and Castlewood looked at 
each other at this compliment, neither liking the sound of it. 

“The Prince uncovered,” Beatrix continued, “and I saw the 
Queen turning round to Lady Masliam, as if asking who these two 
were. Her Majesty looked very pale and ill, and then flushed 
up; the favourite made us a signal to advance, and I went up, 
leading my Prince by the hand, quite olose to the chair: ‘your 
Majesty will give my Lord Viscount your hand to kiss/ says lier 
lady, and the Queen put out her hand, which the Prince kissed, 
kneeling on his knee, he who should kneel to no mortal man or 

You have been long from England, my lord,’ says the Queen : 
1 why were you not here to give a home to your mother and 
sister?' 

‘“I am come, Madam, to stay now, if the Queen desires me,’ says 
the Prince, with another low bow. 

“ ‘ You have taken a foreign wife, my lord, and a foreign religion ; 
was not that of England good enougli for you V 

“ ‘ Tu returning to my father’s church,’ says the Prince, 1 1 do 
not love my mother the less, nor ain I the less faithful servant 
of your Majesty.’ 

“Here,” says Beatrix, “the favourite gave me a little sigual 
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with her hand to fall back, which I did, though I died to hear 
what should pass ; and whispered something to the Queen, which 
made lier Majesty start and utter one or two words in a hurried 
manner, looking towards the Prince, and Pitching hold -with her 
hand of the arm of her chair. He advanced still nearer towards 
it; he began to speak very rapidly; I caught the words, ‘Father, 
blessing, forgiveness,’ — and then presently the Prince fell on his 
knees ; took from his breast a paper ho had there, handed it to the 
Queen, who, as soon as she saw it, flung up both her arms with a 
scream, and took away that hand nearest the Prince, and which he 
endeavoured to kiss. He went on speaking with great animation 
of gesture, now clasping his hands together on his heart, now 
opening them as though to say : ‘ X am here, your brother, in your 
power.’ Lady Masham ran round on the other side of the chair, 
kneeling too, and speaking with great energy. She clasped the 
Queen’s hand on her side, and packed up the paper her Majesty had 
let fall. The Prince rose and made a further speech as though he 
would go; the favourite on the other hand urging her mistress, 
and then, running back to the Prince, brought him hack once more 
close to the chair. Again he knelt down and took the Queen’s 
hand, wliich she did not withdraw, kissing it a hundred times; my 
lady all the time, with sola and supplications, speaking over the 
chair. This while the Queen sat with a stupified look, crumpling 
the paper with one hand, as my Prince embraced the other; then 
of a sudden she uttered several piercing shrieks, and burst into a 
great fit of hysteric tears and laughter. ‘Enough, enough, sir, 
for this time,’ I heard Lady Masham say ; and the chairman, who 
had withdrawn round the Banquette g-roorn, come back, alarmed 
by the cries : ‘ Quick,’ says Lady Masham, ‘ get some help, and I 
ran towards the Doctor, who, with the Bishop ofPochestor, came up 
iustautly. Lady Masham whispered the Prince he might hope 
for the very best ; and to be ready to-morrow; and lie hath gone 
away to the Bishop) of Bochester’s house, to meet several of his 
friends there. And so the great stroke is struck,” says Beatrix, 
going down on her knees, and cksping her hands, “God save the 
King: God save the King 1” 

Beatrix’s tale told, and the young lady herself calmed some- 


■wliat of her agitation, we asked witii regard to the Prince, who 
was absent with Bishop Atterbury, and were informed that ’twas 
likely he might remain abroad the whole day. Beatrix’s three 
kinsfolk looked at one another at this intelligence; ’twas clear the 
same thought was passing through the minds of all. 

But who should begin to break the news ? Monsieur Baptiste, 
that is Prank Castlewood, turned very red, and looked towards 
Esmond; the Colonel bit his lips, and fairly beat a retreat into the 
window: it was Lady Castlewood that opened upon Beatrix with 
the news which we knew would do any tiling but please her. 

“ We ave glad,” says she, taking her daughter’s hand, and speak- 
ingin a gentle voice, “ that the guest is away.” 

Beatrix drew hack in an instant, looking round her at us three, 
and as if divining a danger. “Why glad 1 ” says she, her breast 
beginning to heave ; “ are you so soon tired of him ? ” 

“We think one of us is devilishly too fond of him,” cries out 
Prank Castlewood. 

“ And which is it — you, my lord, or is it mamma, who is jealous 
because lie drinks my health ? or is it the head of the family (hero 
she turned with an imperious look towards Colonel Esmond), who 
has taken of late to preach the King sermons 1” 

“ We do not say you are too free with his Majesty.” 

“ I thank you, madam,” says Beatrix, with a toss of the head 
and a curtsy. 

But her mother continued, with very great calmness and dignity 
—-“At least we have not said so, though we might, were it possible 
for a mother to say such words to her own daughter, your father’s 
daughter.” 

"Eh! monphre” breaks out Beatrix, “ was no better than other 
persons’ fathers and again she looked towards the Colonel. 

We all felt a shock as she uttered those two or three Prench 
words ; her manner was exactly imitated from that of our foreign 
guest, 

“ Yon had not learned to speak French a month ago, Beatrix,” 
says her mother, sadly, “ nor to speak ill of your father.” 


she, drawing up, “ and hnvere as well that others suspected neither 
Lis Majesty nor me.” 

“If you respected your mother a little more,” Frank said, 
“ ’Trix, you would do yourself no hurt.” 

“ I am no child,” says she, turning round on him ; “ we have 
lived very well these five years without the benefit of your advice 
or example, and I intend to take neither now. Why does not the 
head of the house speak?” she went on ; “he rides every thing 
here. When Ids chaplain has done singiug the psalms, will his lord- 
ship deliver tho sermon 2 I am til ed of the psalms.” The Prince 
had used almost the very same words, in regard to C'olonol Esmond, 
that tho imprudent girl repeated in her wrath. 

“ You show yourself a very apt scholar, madam,” says the Colonel ; 
and, turning to his mistress, “ Did your guest use these words in 
your ladyship’s hearing, or was it to Beatrix in private that he was 
pleased to iaipart his opinion regarding my tiresome sermon ?” 

“ Have yon seen him alone 2” cries my lord, starting up with an 
oath : “ by God, have you seen him alone 2” 

“ Wore he here, you wouldn’t dure so to insult me ; no, you would 
not dare !” cries Frank’s sister. “ Keep your oaths, my lord, for 
your wife; we are uot used here to such language. ’Till you came, 
there used to be kindness between me and mamma, and I cared for 
her when you never did, when you wore away for years with your 
horses, and your mistress, and your popish wife.” 

“ By ,” says my lord, rapping out another oath, “ Clotilda 

is an angel ; how dare you say a word against Clotilda 2” 

Colonel Esmond could not refrain from a smile, to see how easy 
Frank’s attack was drawn off l>y that feint : — “ I fancy Clotilda is 
not the subject in hand,” says Mr. Esmond, rather scornfully ; “.her 
ladyship is at Paris, a hundred leagues off, preparing baby-linen. 
It is about my Lord Gastlewood’s sister, and not his- wife, the 
question is." 

“ Ho is not my Lord Castlewood,” says Beatrix, " and he knows 
he is not ; he is Colonel Francis Esmond’s son, and no more, and 
he wears a false title ; and he lives on another man’s land, and he 
knows it.” Here was another desperate sally of the poor be- 
leaguered garrison, and an akrte in another quarter. “ Again, I 
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bog your pardon,” says Esmond; “ If there are no proofs of my 
claim, I have no claim. If my father acknowledged no hen.’, yours 
was his lawful successor, and my Lord CaBtlewood hath as good a 
right to his rank and small estate as any man in England. But 
that again is not the question, as you know very well : let ns 
bring our talk hack to it, as you will have me meddle in it. And 
I v r ill give you frankly my opinion, that a house where a Prinoe 
lies all day, who respects no woman, is no house for a young un- 
married lady; that you were better in the country than here ; that 
he is here on a great end, from which no folly should divert him ; 
and that having nobly done your part of this morning, Beatrix, 
you should retire off the scene awhile* and leave it to the other 
actors of the play.” 

As the Colonel spoke with a perfect calmness and politeness, 
such as ’tis to be hoped he hath always shown to women,* his mis- 
tress stood by him on one side of the table, and Prank Castlewood 
on the other, hemming in poor Beatrix, that was behind it, and, as 
it Were, surrounding her with our approaches. 

Having twice sallied out and been beaten back, she now, as I 
expected, tried the ultima ratio of women, and had recourse to tears. 
Her beautiful eyes filled with them 5 I never , could bear in her, 
nor in any woman, that expression of pain: — “I am alone,” 
sobbed she ; “you are three against me — my brother, my mother, 
and you. "What have I done, that you should speak and look so 
unkindly at me ? Is it my fiiult that the Prince should, as you 
say, admire me 1 Did I bring him here 1 Did I do aught but 

•My dear father saith quite truly, that his manner townrds our sex was uni- 
formly courteous, from my infancy upwards, he treated me with an extreme gen- 
tleness, as though I was a little lady. I can scarce remember (though I tried him 
often) ever hearing a rough word from him, nor was lie less grave and kind in his 
manner to the humblest negresses on his estate. He was familiar with no one 
except my mother, and it was delightful to witness up to the very last days tile 
confidence between them. He was obeyed eagerly by all under him ; and my mo- 
ther and all her household lived in a constant emulation to please him, and quite 
a terror lest in any way they should offend him. Ho was the humblest man, with 
all this; tho least exacting, the most easily contented; and Mr. Henson, our 
minister at Castlewood, who attended him at the last, ever said — “ I know not 
what Colonel Esmond’s doctrine was, but his life and deatli were those of a devout 
Christian.”— H. E, IV". 



what you bade me, in making Mm welcome 2 Did you not tell me 
that our duty was to die for him 2 Did you not teach me, mother, 
night and morning, to pray for the King, before even ourselves 2 
What would you have of me, cousin, for you are the chief of the 
conspiracy against me ; I know you are, sir, and that my mother 
and brother are acting but as you bid them ; whither would you 
have me go 2” 

“I would but remove from the Prince,” says Esmond, gravely, 
11 a dangerous temptation ; Heaven forbid I should say you would 
yield : I would only have him free of it Your honour needs no 
guardian, please Gorl, but his imprudence doth. He is so far 
removed from all women by his rank, that his pursuit of them 
cannot but lie unlawful. "We would remove the dearest and 
fairest of our family from the chance of that insult, and that is why 
we would have you go, dear Beatrix.” 

“ Harry speaks like a book, ” says Prank, with one of lus oaths, 

“and, by , every word lie saith is true. You can’t help 

being handsome, 'Trix j no more can the Prince help following 
you. My council is that you go out of harm’s way ; for, by 
the Lord, were the Prince to play any tricks with you, King 
as he is, or is to be, Harry Esmond and I would have justice 
of him.” 

“ Are not two such champions enough to guard me 2 ” says 
Beatrix, something sorrowfully j “ sure, with you two watcMug, no 
evil could happen to me. ” 

“ In faith, I think not, Beatrix,” says Colonel Esmond ; “nor if 
the Prince knew us would he try.” 

“ But does he lcuow you 2” interposed Lady Esmond, very quiet : 
“ he comes of a country where the pursuit of kings is thought 
no dishonour to a woman. Let us go, dearest Beatrix. Shall we 
go to Walcote or to Castlewood2 We are best away from the 
city; and when the Prince is acknowledged, and our champions 
have restored him, and he hath his own. house at Saint James’s or 
Windsor, we can come back to ours here. Do you not think so, 
Harry and Prank 2 " 

Prank and Harry thought with her, you may he sure. 

“ Wo will go, then,” says Beatrix, .turning a little pale ; “Lady 
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Masham is to give me warning to-night liow her Majesty is, and 
to-morrow ” 

“I think wo had host go to-day, ray dear,” says my Lady 
G'astlewood ; “we might have the coach and sleep at Hounslow, 
and reach home to-morrow. ’Tis twelve o’clock; hid the coach, 
cousin, he ready at one. ” 

“For shame!” hurst out Beatrix, in a passion of tears and 
mortification. “ You disgrace me by your cruel precautions; my 

0 wn mother , is the first to suspect me, and would take me away as 
my gaoler. I will not go with you, mother; I will go as no one’s 
prisoner. If I wanted to deceive, do you think I could find no 
means of evading you ? My family suspects me. . As those mistrust 
me that ought to love me most, let me leave them ; I will go, but 

1 will go alone : to Gastlewood, be it. I have been unhappy there 
and lonely enough ; let me go hack, hut spare me at least the 
humiliation of setting a watch over my misery, which is a trial I 
can’t hear. Let me go when you will, hut alone, or not at all. 
You three can stay and trinmjih over my unhappiness, and I will 
hear it as I have borne it before. Lot my gaoler-in-chief go order 
the coach that is to take me away. I thank you, Henry Esmond, 
for your share in the conspiracy. All my life long I’ll thank you, 
and remember you; and you, brother, and you, mother, how shall 
I show my gratitude to you for your careful defence of my 
honour?” 

She swept out of the room with the air of an Empress, flinging 
glances of defiance at us all, and leaving us conquerors of the field, 
blit scared, and almost ashamed of our victory. It did indeed seem 
hard find cruel that wc three should have conspired the banishment 
and humiliation of that fair creature. We looked at each other in 
silence ; ’twas not the first stroke by many of our actions in that 
unlucky time, which, being done, wo wished undone. We agreed 
it was best she should go alone, speaking stealthily to one another, 
and under our breaths, like persons engaged in an act they .felt 
: ashamed in doing. 

In a half hour, it might he, after our talk she came hack, her 
countenance wearing the same defiant air which it had borne when 
, she loll us. She held a shagreen-case in her hand ; Esmond knew 
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it as containing Lis diamonds which he had given to her lor her 
marriage with Duke Hamilton, and which she had worn so .splen- 
didly on the inauspicious night of the Prince’s arrival. “ I have 
brought back,” says she, “ to the Marquis of Esmond the present 
he deigned to make me in days when he trusted me better than 
now. I will never accept a benefit or a kindness from Henry Es- 
mond move, and I give back these family diamonds, which belonged 
to one king’s mistress, to the gentleman that suspected X would be 
another. XIave you been upon your message of coacli-caller, iny 
Lord Marquis ; Will you send your valet to see that I do not ran 
away?” We wer.e right, yet, by her manner, she had put us all 
in the wrong; we were conquerors, yet the honours of tho day 
seemed to be with the poor oppressed girl. 

That luckless box containing tho atones had first been ornamented 
with a Baron’s coronet, when Beatrix was engaged to the young 
gentleman from whom she parted, and afterwards tho gilt crown of 
a Duchess figured on the cover, which also poor Beatrix was des- 
tined never to wear. Lady Custlewood opened the ease mechanically 
and scarce thinking what she did; and behold, besides the diamonds, 
Esmond’s present, there lay in tho box the enamelled miniature of 
the late Duke, which Beatrix had laid aside with her mourning 
when the King came into the house ; and which the poor heedless 
tiling veiy likely had forgotten. 

“ Do you leave this, too, Beatrix ? ” says her mother, taking the 
miniature out and with a cruelty she did not very often show; but 
there are some moments when tho tenderest women are crap], and 
some triumphs which angels can’t forego.* 

Having deli vered this stab, Lady Esmond' was frightened at the 
effect of her blow. It went to poor Beatrix’s heart ; she .flushed 
up and passed a handkerchief across her eyes, and kissed the minia- 
ture, and put it into her bosom : — “ I had forgot it,” says she ; 
“ niy inj ury made me forget my grief, my mother has recalled both 
to me. Farewell, mother, I think I never can forgive you ; some 
tiling hath broke between us that no tears nor years can repair. I 

*Thi3 remark shows how unjustly and contomptnously oven the best of men will 
sometimes judge of our sex. Lady Esmond had no intention of triumphing over 
her daughter j but from a seme of duty alono pointed ;oui her deplorable wrong.— B. 15, 


always said I was alone; you never loved me, never — and were 
jealous of me from the time I sat on my father’s knee. Let me go 
away, the sooner the better; I can hear to be with you no more.” 

“Go, child,” says her mother still very stern; “go and bend 
your proud knees and ask forgiveness ; go, pray in solitude for 
humility and repentance. ’Tis not your reproaches that make me 
unhappy, ’tis yom' hard heart, my poor Beatrix; may God soften 
it, and teach you one day to feel for yotu' mother 1 ” 

If my mistress was cruel, at least she never could be got to own 
us much. . Her haughtiness quite overtopped Beatrix's ; and, if the 
girl had a proud spirit, I very much fear it came to her by in- 
heritance. 


• ; CHAPTER XL 

OUR GUEST QUITS US AS HOT BEIHG HOSPITABLE EKOUGII. 

Beatrix’s departure took place within an hour, her maid going 
with her in the post-chaise, and a man armed on the coach-box to 
prevent any danger of the road. Esmond and Prank thought of 
escorting the carriage, bub she indignantly refused their company, 
and another man was sent to follow the coach, and not to leave it 
till it had passed over Hounslow Heath on the next day. And 
these two forming the whole of Lady Castlew r ood’s male domestics, 
Mr. Esmond’s faithful John Lockwood came to wait on his mistress 
during then- absence, though he would have preferred to escort 
Sirs. Lucy, his sweetheart, on her journey into the country. 

We had a gloomy and silent meal; it seemed as if a darkness was 
over the house, since the bright face of Beatrix had been withdrawn 
from it. In the afternoon came a message from the favourite to 
relieve us somewhat from this despondency. “ The Queen hath 
been much shaken,” the note said ; “ she is better now, and all 
things will go well. Let my Lord Castlewood he ready against we 
send for him. 

At night there came a second billet : “ There hath been a great 
battle in Council ; Lord Treasurer hath broke his staff, and hath 
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fallen never to rise again ; no successor is appointed. Lord B 

receives a great Whig company to-night at Golden. Square. If he 
is trimming, others are true ; the Queen hath no more fits, hut is 
a-hed now, and more quiet. Be ready against morning, when I 
still hope all will be well.” 

The Prince came home shortly after the messenger who bore this 
billet liad left the house. His Royal Highness was so much the 
hotter for tho Bishop’s liquor, that to talk affairs to him now was 
of little service. He was helped to the Royal bed; he called Castle- 
wood familiarly by his own name ; he quite forgot the part upon 
the acting of which his crown, his safety, depended ’Twas lucky 
that my Lady Castlewood’s servants were out of the -way, and only 
those heard him who would not betray him. He inquired after • 
the adorable Beatrix, with a royal hiccup in his voice ; he was 
easily got to bod, and in a minute or two plunged in that deep 
slumber and forgetfulness with which Bacchus rewards the votaries 
of that god. We wished Beatrix had beeu there to see him in his 
cups. We regretted, perhaps, that she was gone. 

One of the party at Kensington Square was fool enough to ride 
to Hounslow that night, coram latronibus, aud to the inn which 
the family used ordinarily in their journeys out of London. Es- 
mond desired my landlord not to acquaint Madam Beatrix with his 
coming, and had the grim satisfaction of passing by the door of tho 
chamber where she lay with her maid, and of watching her chariot 
set forth in the early morning. He saw her smile and slip money- 
into the man’s hand who was ordered to ride behind the coach as 
far as Bagshot. The road being open, and the other servant armed;, 
it appeared she dispensed with the escort of a second domestic; and 
this fellow, bidding his young mistress adieu with many hows, went 
and took a pot of ale in the kitchen, and returned in company with 
his brother servant, John Coachman, and his horses, hack to London. 

They were not a mile out of Hounslow when the two worthies 
stopped for more drink, and here they wore scared by seeing Colonel 
Esmond gallop by them. The man said in reply to Colonel Es- 
mond’s stem question, that his young mistress had sent her duty ; 
only that, no other message : she hail had a very good night, and 
would reaoli Castlewood by nightfall. Tho Colonel had no time 


43S 


THE HISTORY OP HENRY ESMOND. 


for further colloquy, and galloped on swiftly tp London, having, 
business of great importance there, as my reader very well knovetli. 
The thought of Beatrix riding away from, the danger soothed his 
mind not a little. His horse was at Kensington Square (honest 
Dapple knew the way thither well enough) before the tipsy guest 
of last night was awake and sober. 

The account of the previous evening was known all over the 
town early next day. A violent altercation had taken place before 
the Queen in the Council-Chamber ; and all the coffee-houses had 
their version of the quarreL The news brought my Lord Bishop 
early to Kensington. Square, where he awaited the waking of his 
Eoyal master above stairs, and spoke confidently of having him pro- 
claimed as Prince of "Wales and heir to the throne before that day 
was over. The Bishop had entertained on the previous afternoon 
certain of the most influential gentlemen of the true British party. 
His Royal Highness had charmed all, both Scots and English, 
Papists and Churchmen : “ Even Quakers,” says lie, “ wore at our 
meeting ; and, if the stranger took a little too much British punch 
and ale, he will soon grow more accustomed to those liquors ; and 
my Lord Castlewood,” says the Bishop with a laugh, “ must bear the 
cruel charge of having been for once in Ms life a little tipsy. I-Ie 
toasted your lovely sister , a dozen times, at which we all laughed, 
says the Bishop, “ admiring so much fraternal affection. — Where is 
that charming nymph, and why doth she not adorn your ladyship’s 
tea-tablo with her bright eyes ? ” 

Her ladyship said, drily, that Beatrix was not at home that 
morning; my Lord Bishop was too busy with great affairs to 
trouble liimself much about the presence or absence of any lady, 
diowever beautiful. 

We were yet at table when Dr. A came from the Palace 

with a look of great alarm; the shocks the Queen had had the day 
before had acted on her severely; he had been sent for, and had 
ordered her to he blooded. Tho surgeon of Long Acre had come 
to cup the Queen, and her Majesty was now more easy and breathed 
more freely. What made us start at the name of Mi'. Ayme i “ 11 
faut tire aimabk pour Ur a aime,” says the merry Doctor; Esmond 
pulled Ms sleeve, and hade him hush. It was to Ayines house, 
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after Ms fatal duel, that my dour Lord Castlewood, Prank’s father, 
had been carried to. die. 

Kb second visit could be paid to the Queen on that day at any 
rate ; and when our guest above gave his signal that lie was awake, 
the Doctor, the Bishop, and Colonel Esmond waited upon the 
Prince’s levee, and brought Mm their news, cheerful or dubious. 
The. Doctor had to go away presently, but promised to keep the 
Prince constantly acquainted with what was taking place at the 
Palace hard by. Elis counsel was, and the Bishop’s, that as soon 
ns ever the Queen’s malady took a favourable turn, the Prince 
should bo introduced to her bedside; the Council summoned; the 
guard at Kensington and St. James’s, of which two regiments were 
to be entirely relied on, and one known not to be hostile, would 
declare for the Prince, os the Queen would before the Lords of her 
Council, designating him as the heir to her throne. 

With locked doors, and Colonel Esmond acting as secretary, the 
Prince and Ms Lordship of Kocliester passed many hours of this 
day composing Proclamations and Addresses to the Country, to the 
Scots, to the Clergy, to the People of London and England; 
announcing the arrival of the exile descendant of three sovereigns, 
and his acknowledgment by his sister as lieir to the throne. Every 
safeguard for their liberties, the Chinch and People could ask, was 
promised to them. The Bishop could answer for the adhesion of 
very many prelates, who besought of their flocks and brother 
ecclesiastics to rccogMse the sacred right of the future sovereign, 
and to purge the country of the sin of rebellion, 

During the composition of these papers, more messengers than 
<ine came from the Palace regarding the state of the aiigust 
patient there lying. At mid-day she was somewhat better; at 
evening the torpor again seized her, and she wandered in her 

mind. At night Dr. A was with ns again,, with a report 

rather more favourable : no instant danger at any rate Was appre- 
hended. In the course of the last two years her Majesty had had 
many attacks similar, but more severe. 

By this time we had finished a half dozen of Proclamations, 
(the wording of them so as to offend no parties, and not to give 
umbrage to Whigs or Dissenters, required very great caution,) and 
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the young Prince, wlio bad indeed shovra, during a long day’s, 
labour, both alacrity at seizing the information given him, and 
ingenuity and shill in. turning the phrases which were to go out 
signed by his name, here exhibited a good-humour and thoughtful- 
Slisfl that ought to he set down to his credit. 

“Were these papers to he mislaid,” says he, “or our scheme to 
come to mishap, my Lord Esmond’s writing would bring him to a 
place where I heartily hope never to see him ; and so, by your leave, 
I will copy the papers myself, though I am not very strong in 
spelling) and if they are found they will implicate none but the 
person they most concern;" and so, having carefully copied the 
Proclamations out,- the Prince burned those in Colonel Esmond’s 
hand- writing : “And now, and now, gentlemen,” says lie, “ let us 
go to supper, and drink a glass with the ladies. My Lord Esmond, 
you will sup with us to-night ; you have given us of late too little 
of jyour company.” 

The Prince’s meals were commonly served in the chamber which 
had been Beatrix’s bed-room, adjoining that in wliich lie slept. 
And the dutiful practice of Iris entertainers was to wait until their 
Boyal guest bade them take their places at table before they sat. 
down to partake of the meal. On this night, as you may suppose, 
only Prank Castlewood and his mother were in waiting when the 
supper was. announced to receive the Prince ; who had passed the 
whole of the day in his own apartment, with the Bishop as his 
Minister of State, and Colonel Esmond officiating as Secretary of 
his Council. 

The Prince’s countenance wore an expression by no means 
pleasant; when looking towards the little company assembled, and 
waiting for him, he did not see Beatrix’s bright face there as usual 
to greet him. He askecl Lady Esmond for his fair introducer of 
yesterday : her ladyship only cast lier eyes down, and said quietly, 
Beatrix could not be of the supper that night; nor did slie show 
the least sign of confusion, whereas Castlewood turned red, and 
Esmond was no loss embarrassed. I tldnk women have an instinct 
of dissimulation; they know by nature how to disguise their 
emotions far better than the most consummate male courtiers can 
do. Is not the better part of the life of many of them spent in 
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hiding their feelings, in cajoling their tyrants, in masking over 
with fond smiles and artful gaiety their doubt, or tlieir grief, or 
their terror 1 

Our guest swallowed his supper very sulky; it was not ’till th^ 
second bottle his Highness began to rally. When Lady Castlewood 
asked leave to depart, he sent a message to Beatrix, hoping she 
would be present at the next day’s dinner, and applied himself to 
drink, and to talk afterwards, for which there was subject in plenty. 

The next day, we hoard from our- informer at Kensington that 
the Queen was somewhat better, and had been up for an horn - , 
though she was not well enough yet to receive any visitor. 

At dinner a single cover was laid for his Koyal Highness ; and 
the two gentlemen alone waited on him. We had had a consulta- 
tion in the morning with Laxly Castlewood, in which it had been 
determined that, should his Highness ask further questions about 
Beatrix, he should be answered by the gentlemen of the house. # 

He was evidently disturbed and uneasy, looking towards the 
door constantly, as if expecting some one. There came, however 
nobody, except honest John Lockwood, when he knocked with a 
dish, which those within took from him ; so the meals were always 
arranged, and I believe the council in the kitchen were of opinion 
that my young lord had brought over a priest, who had converted 
us all into Papists, and that Papists were like J ews, eating together, 
and not choosing to take their meals in the sight of Christians. 

The Prince tried to cover his displeasure ; lie was but a clumsy 
dissembler at that time, and when out of humour could with 
difficulty keep a serene couuteuance ; and having made some foolish 
attempts at trivial talk, he came to his point presently, and in as 
easy a manner as he could, saying to Lord Castlewood, he hoped, 
he requested, his lordship’s mother and sisterwould be of the supper 
that night. As the time hung heavy on him, and he must not go 
abroad, would not Miss Beatrix hold him company at a game 
of cards 1 

At this, looking up at Esmond, and taking the signal from him, 
Lord Castlewood informed Iris Hoyal Highness* that Ms sister 

* In London we addressed the Prince as Royal Highness invariably ; though the 
women persisted in giving him the title of King. 


Beatrix was not at Kensington ; and that her family had thought 
it best she should quit, the town. 

“ Hot at Kensington 1 ’’ says lie; “ is she "ill 1 she was well yester- 
day ; wherefore should she quit the town ? Is it at your orders, my 
lord, or Colonel Esmond’s, who seems the master of tins house ? ” 

“ Hot of this, sir,” says Prank very nobly, “only of our house in 
the country, which he hath given to us. This is my mother’s house, 
.and Walcote is my fathers, and the Marquis of Esmond knows he 
hath but to give his word, and I return his to him. ’’ 

“ The Marquis of Esmond ! — the Marquis of Esmond,” says the 
Prince, tossing of a glass, “meddles too much with my affairs, and 
presumes on the service lie hath done me. If you want to carry 
your suit with Beatrix, my lord, by blocking her up in gaol, let me 
tell you that is not the way to win a woman. ” 

“ I was not aware, sir, that I had spoken of my suit to Madam 
B(§trix to your Royal Highness.” 

“Bab, bah, Monsieur ! we need not bo a conjuror to see that. 
It makes itself seen at all moments. You are jealous, my lord, and 
the maid of honour cannot look at another face without yours be- 
ginning to scowl. That, which you do is unworthy, Monsieur; is 
inhospitable — is, is lache, yes Idehe : ” (lie spoke rapidly in Ereuch, 
liis rage carrying him away with each phrase :) “ I come to your 
house ; I risk my life ; I pass it in ennui ; I repose myself on your 
fidelity ; I have no company but your lordship's sermons or the 
conversations of that adorable young lady, and you take her from 
me ; and you, you rest ! Herd , Monsieur ! I shall thank you wlieu. 
I have the means ; I shall know to recompense a devotion a little 
importunate, my lord — a little importunate. For a month past 
your aim of protector have annoyed me beyond measure. You 
deign to offer me the crown, and bid me take it on my knees 
like King John : Eh ! I know my history, Monsieur, and 
mock myself of frowning barons. I admire your mistress, 
and you send her to a Bastile of the Province; I enter your 
house, and you mistrust mo. I null leave it, Monsieur ; from to- 
night I will leave it. I have other friends whose loyalty will not 
be so ready to question mine. If I have garters to givo away, His 
to noblemen wlioj are uot so ready to think eviL Bring me a coach 


and let me quit this place, or let tlie fail- Beatrix return to it I 
will not have your hospitality at the expense .of the freedom of that 
fair creature. ” 

This harangue was uttered with rapid gesticulations sueh as the 
Erench use, and in the language of that nation. The Prince striding 
up and down the room ; his face flushed, and t his hands trembling 
with anger. He was very thin and frail from repeated illness and 
a life of pleasure. Either Oastlewood or Esmond, could have broke 
liim across their knee, and in half a minute’s struggle put an end to 
him; and here he was insulting us .both, and. scarce deigning to 
hide from the two, whose honour it most concerned, the passion, he 
felt for the young lady of our family. My Lord Oastlewood replied 
to tire Prince’s tirade very nobly aud simply. 

“Sir,” says he, “your .'Royal Highness is pleased to forget that 
others risk their lives, and for your cause. Very few, Englishmen, 
please God, would dare to lay hands ou your sacred person, though 
none would ever think of respecting ours. Our family’s lives are 
at your service, and everything we have except our honour.” 

“ Honour ! hah, sir, who ever thought of hurting your honour 2” 
says the Prince with a peevish air. 

“We implore your Royal Highness never to think of hurting 
it, ” says Lord Oastlewood with a low bow. The night being 
warm, the windows wero open both towards the Gardens and the 
Square. Colonel Esmond heard through the closed door the 
voice of the watchman calling the hour, in the square ou 
the other side. He opened the door communicating with the 
Prince’s room,; Martin, the servant that had rode with Beatrix 
to Hounslow, was just going out of the chamber as Esmond 
entered it, and when the fellow was gone,, and the watchman again 
sang his cry of “Passed ten o’clock, and, a star-light night,’’ 
Esmond spoke to the Prince in a low voice, and said: — “ Your 
Royal Highness hears that man. ” 

“ Aprfcs, Monsieur ?” says the Prince. 

“I have but to beckon him from the window, and send him 
fifty yards, and he returns with a guard of men, and I deliver up 
to him the body of the person calling himself James the Third, for; 
whose capture Parliament hath offered a reward of X5000, as your 



Royal Highness saw on our ride from Rochester. I have but 
to say the word, and, by the Heaven that made me, I would 
say it if I ’.thought the Prince, for his honour’s sake, would 
not desist from insulting ours. But the first gentleman of 
England knows his duty too well to forget himself with the 
humblest, or peril his crown for a deed that were shameful if it 


“ Has your lordship any thing to say,” says the Prince turning to 
Prank Castlewood, and quite pale with anger ; “ any threat or any 
insult, with which you would like to end this agreeable night’s en- 
tertainment ? ” 

“I follow the head of our house,” says Castlewood, bowing 
gravely. “At what time shall it please the Prince that we should 
wait upon Mm in the morning? ” 

“ You will wait on the Bishop of Rochester early, you will bid 
him bring his coach hither ; and prepare an apartment for me in 
his own house, or in a place of safety. The King will reward you 
handsomely, never fear, for all you have done in his behalf. I wish 
you a good night, and shall go to hod, unless it jileases the Marquis 
of Esmond to call Ms colleague, the watchman, and that I should 
pass the night with the Kensington guard. Pare you well, be sure 
I will remember you. My Lord Castlewood, I can go to bed to- 
night without need of a chamberlain.” And the Prince dismissed 
us with a grim bow, locking one door as he spoke, that into the 
tod the other through which we passed, after us. 
led into the small chamber winch Prank Castlewood or Monsieur 
Baptiste occupied, and by which Martin entered when Colonel 
now saw him in the chamber. 

hour next morning the Bishop arrived, and was 
time with Ms master in his own apartment, 
laid open to Ms counsellor the wrongs which, ac- 
.0 his version, he had received from the gentlemen of the 
family. The worthy prelate came out from the conference 
air of great satisfaction ; he was a man full of resources, 
assured fidelity, and possessed of geniti3, and a. linn- 
qualities ; but captious aud of a most jealous temper, 


lie was pleased in spite of himself to hear that the Esmond ministry 
was at an end, 

“I have soothed your guest,” says he, coming out to the two 
gentlemen and the widow, who had been made acquainted with 
somewhat of the dispute of the night before. (By the version we 
gave her, the Prince was only made to exhibit anger because we 
doubted of his intentions in respect to Beatrix ; and to leave us, 
because we questioned his honour.) “ But I think, all things con- 
sidered, ’tis as well he should leave this house ; and then, ruy Lady 
Castle wood,” says the Bishop, “my pretty Beatrix may come back 
to it.” 

She is quite as well at home at Castlewood,” Esmond’s mistress 
said, “ till every thing is over.” 

“You shall have your title, Esmond, that I promise you,” says 
the good Bishop, assuming the airs of a Prime Minister. “ The 
Prince hath expressed himself most nobly in regard of the little 
difference of last night, and I promise you ha hath listened to my 
sermon, as well as to that of other folks,” says the Dootor archly ; 
“ he hath ever)* great and generous quality, with perhaps a weak- 
ness for the sex which belongs to bis family, and hath been known 
in scores of popular sovereigns from King David downwards.” 

“ My lord, my lord,” breaks out Lady Esmond, “ the levity with 
wbicli you speak of such conduct towards our sex shocks me, and 
what you call weakness I call deplorable sin.” 

“ Sin it is, my dear creature,” says the Bishop with a shrug, 
taking snuff ; “ but consider wlmt a sinner King Solomon was, 
and in spite of a thousand of wives too.” 

“ Enough of this, my lord,” says Lady Castlewood with a fine 
blush, and walked out of the room very stately. 

The Prince entered it presently with a smile on his face, and if 
he felt any offence against us on the previous night, at present ex- 
hibited none. He offered a baud to each gentleman with gloat 
courtesy. “If all your Bishops preach so well as Doctor Atterbury,” 
says he, “ I don’t know, gentlemen, what may happen to me. I. 
spoko very hastily, my lords, last night, and ask pardon of both of 
you. But I must not stay any longer,” says ho, “giving umbrage 
to good friends, or keeping pretty girls away from their homes 
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My Lord Bishop hath found a safe place for me, hard by at a 
curate’s house, whom the Bishop can trust, and whose wife is so 
ugly as to be beyond all danger; we will decamp into those new 
quarters, and I leave yon, thanking you for a hundred kindnesses 
here. Where is my hostess, that I may bid her farewell •, to wel- 
come her in a house of my own, soon I trust, where my friends shall 
have no cause to quarrel with me.” 

Lady Castlewood arrived presently, blushing with great grace, 
and tears filling her eyes as the Prince graciously saluted her. She 
looked so charming aud young, that the Doctor, in his bantering 
way, could not belp speaking of her beauty to the Prince j whose 
compliment mado her blush, aud look more charming still. 


CHAPTER XII. 

A GREAT SCHEME, AKU WHO BAULKED IT. 

As eliaracters written with a secret inlc come out with the ap- 
plication of five, aucl disappear again and leave the paper white, so 
soon as it is cool ; a hundred names of men, high in repute and 
favouring the Prince’s cause, that were writ in our privato lists, 
would have been visible enough on the great roll of the conspiracy, 
had it ever been laid open under the sun. What crowds would 
have pressed forward, aud subscribed their names and protested 
their loyalty, when the danger was over ! What a number of 
Whigs, now high in place and creatures of the all-powerful minister, 
scorned Mr. Walpole then ! If ever a match was gained by the 
manliness and decision of a few at a moment of danger ; if ever one 
was lost by the treachery and imbeeility of those that had the cards 
in their hands, and might have played them, it was in that mo- 
mentous game which was enacted in tho next three days, and of 
which the noblpstf crown in the world was the stake. 

Prom die conduct of my Lord Bolingbroke, those who were 
interested in the scheme we had in hand, saw pretty well that he 
was not to he trusted Blionld the Prince prevail, it was his lord- 


ship's gracious intention to declare for him : should the Hanove- 
rian party bring in: their sovereign, who more ready; to go on hie 
knee, and cry God save King George 1 And lie betrayed the one 
Prince and the other ; Imt exactly at the wrong time. When he 
Should have struck for King James, lie faltered and coqueted ■with 
the Wliiga ; and having committed himself by the most monstrous- 
professions of devotion, which the Elector rightly scorned, he proved 
the justness of their contempt for him by flying and taking renegade 
service with St. Germains, just when he should have kept aloof :: 
and that Court despised him, as the manly and resolute men who 
established the Elector in England had before done. He signed 
Ids own name to every accusation of insincerity his enemies made 
against him ; and the Kiug and the Pretender alike could show 
proofs of St. John’s treachery under his own hand and seal. 

Orn* friends kept a pretty close watch upon his motions, as on. 
those of the brave and hearty Whig party, that made little conceal- 
ment of theirs. They would have in the Elector, and used every 
means in their power to eiFect their end. My Lord Marlborough 
was now with them. His expulsion from power by the Tories had 
thrown that great captain at once on the Whig side. Wo 
heard lie was comiug from Antwerp ; and in fact, on the 
day of the Queen’s death, he once more landed on English 
shore. A great part of the army was always with their 
illustrious leader ; even the Tories in it were indignant at 
the injustice of the persecution which the Whig officers wero made 
to undergo. The duel's of these were in London, and at the head 
of them one of the most intrepid men in the world, the Scots Buko 
of Argyle, whoso conduct, on the second day after that to which I 
have now brought down my history, ended, as such honesty and 
bravery deserved to end, by establishing the present Royal race on 
the .English throne. 

Meanwhile there was no .slight difference of opinion amongst the 
councillors surrounding the Prince, as to the plan his Highness 
should pursue. His female minister at Court, fancying she saw 
some amelioration in the Queen, was for waiting a few days, or 
hours it might be, until he could bo brought to her bedside, and 
acknowledged as her heir, Mr. Esmond was for having him march 
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thither, escorted by a couple of troops of Horse Guards, and openly 
presenting himself to the council. During the "whole of the night 
of the 29th-30th July, the Colonel was engaged with gentlemen of 
the military profession, whom ’tis needless hero to name ; suffice it 
to say that several of them had exceeding high rank in the army, 
and one of tfiem in especial was a General, who, wheulie heard the 
Duke of Marlborough was coming on the other side, waved his 
crutch over his head with a huzzah, at the idea that he should 
march out and engage him. Of the three Secretaries of State, we 
knew that one was devoted to us. The Governor of the Tower 
was ours ; the two companies on duty at Kensington barrack were 
safe ; and we had intelligence, very speedy and accurate, of all that 
took place at the Palace within. 

At noon, on the 30th of July, a message came to the Prince’s 
friends that the Committee of Council was sitting at Kensington 
Palace, their Graces of Ormonde and Shrewsbury, the Archbishop 
of Canterbury and tbe three Secretaries of State, being there assem- 
bled. In an hour afterwards, hurried news was brought that the 
two great Whig Dukes, Argyle and Somerset, had broke into the 
Council-chamber without a summons, and taken their seat at table. 
After bolding a debate there, the whole party proceeded to the 
chamber of the Queen, who was lying in great weakness, but still 
sensible, and tbe lords recommended bis Grace of Shrewsbury as 
the "fittest person to take the vacant place of Lord Treasurer ; her 
him the staff, as all know. “ And now,” writ my 
from Court, “now or never is the time.” 
or never was the time indeed. In 9pite of the Whig Dukes, 
our side had still the majority in the Council, and Esmond, to whom 
message had been brought (the personage at Court not being 
aware that the Prince bad quitted Ms lodging in Kensington 
Square), and Esmond’s gallant young aide-de-camp, Prank Castle- 
wood, putting on sword and uniform, took a brief leave of their 
embraced and blessed them both ; and went to her 
the issue of the great event which was then 


to give warning to the captain 
went to the King’s Arms tavern at 
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i lujjf to the rnnrcE’s lodgeso. 

Kensington, where our friends wore assembled, having come by- 
parties of twos and threes, riding or in coaches, and were got to- 
gether in the uppex* chamber, fifty-three of them ; their servants, 
who had been instructed to bring arms likewise, being below in the 
garden of the tavern, where they were served with drink. Out of 
this garden is a little door that leads into the road of the Palace, 
and through this it was arranged that masters and servants were 
to march ; when that signal was given, and that personage 
appeared, for whom all were waiting. There was in our company 
the famous officer next in command to the Captain-General of the 
Forces, his Grace the Duke of Ormonde, who was within at the 
Council. There were with him two more lieutenant-generals, nine 
major-generals and brigadiers, seven colonels, eleven Peers of Par- 
liament, and twenty-one members of the House of Commons. The 
Guard was with ns within and .without the Palace : the Queen: 
was with' us ; the Council (save the two Whig Dukes, that must 
have succumbed) ; the day was our own, and with a beating heart 
Esmond walked rapidly to the Mall of Kensington, where he had 
parted with the Prince on the night before. For three nights the 
Colonel had not been to bed : the last had been passed summoning 
the Prince’s friends together, of whom the great majority had no 
sort of inkling of the transaction pending until they were told that 
he u r as actually on the spot, and were summoned to " strike the 
blow. The night before and after the altercation With the Prince, 
my. gentleman, having suspicions of liis Royal Highness, and fear- 
ing lest he should he minded to give us the slip, and fly off after Ms 
fugitive beauty, had spent, if the truth must be told, at the Grey- 
hound, tavern, over against my Lady Esmond’s house in Kensing- 
ton Square, with an eye on the door, lest the Piinee should escape 
from it. The night before that lie had passed in Lis boots at the 
Crown at Hounslow, where he must watch forsooth all night, in 
order to get one moment’s glimpse of Beatrix in the morning. 
And fate had decreed that he was to have a fourth night’s ride and 
wakefulness before his business was onded. 

He ran to the curate’s house in Kensington Mall, and asked for 
Mr. Bates, the name the Piiiiee went by. The curate’s wife said 
Mr. Bates had gone abroad very early in the morning in his boots, 
saying he was going to the Bishop of Rochester’s house at Ohelsey. 
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But tlie Bishop had been at Kensington himself two hours ago to 
seek for Mr. Bates, and had returned in his coach to his own house, 
when he heard that the gentleman was gone thither to seek him. 

This absence was most unpropitious, for an hour’s delay might 
cost a kingdom ; Esmond had nothing for it hut to hasten to the 
King’s Arms, and tell the gentlemen there assembled that Mr. 
George (as we called the Prince there) was not at home, hut that 
Esmond would go fetch him ; and taking a General’s coach that 
happened to be there, Esmond drove across the country to Chelsev, 
to the Bishop’s house there. 

The porter said two gentlemen were with his lordship, and Es- 
mond ran past this sentry up to the locked door of the Bishop’s 
study, at which he rattled, and was admitted presently. Of the 
Bishop’s guests one was a brother prelate, and the other the Abbe 
G — -. 

“ Where is Mr, George ? ” says Mr. Esmond ; “ now is the time." 
The Bishop looked seared ; “ I went to Ms lodging,” he said, “and 
they told me he was come hither. I returned as quick as coach 
would cany me ; and he hath not been here.” 

The Colonel hurst out with an oath ; that was all he could say 
their reverences ; ran down the stairs again, and bidding the 
an old friend and fellow-campaigner, drive as if he was 
the French with Ms master at Wynendael — they were 
in half an hour. 

ent to the curate’s house. Mr. George had not 
returned. The Colonel had to go with this blank errand to the 
gentleman at the King’s Arms, that were grown very impatient liy 

the window of the tavern, and looking over the garden- 
you can see the green before Kensington Palace, the Palace 
gate (round wMcli the minister's coaches were standing), and the 
barrack building. As we were looking out from this window in 
discourse, we heard presently trumpets blowing, and some 
to the window of the front-room, looking into the High 
and saw a regiment of Horse coming. 


It was, indeed, Argyle’s regiment that was brought from West- 
minster, and that took the place of the regiment at Kensington on 
which we could rely. 

“ 0, Harry ! ” says one of the Generals there present, “ you were 
bora under an unlucky star ; I begin to think that there’s no Mr. 
George, nor Mr. Dragon either. ’Tis not the peerage I care for, 
for our name is so ancient and famous, that merely to be called 
Lord Lydiard would do me no good ; but ’tis the chance you pro- 
mised me of fighting Marlborough.” 

As we were talking, Castlewood entered the room with a dis- 
turbed air. 

“ What news, Frank f ” says the Colonel, “ is Mr. George coining 
at last i” 

“ Damn him, look here ! ” says Castlewood, holding out a paper. 
“ I found it in the book — the what yon call it, ‘ Eilumi Bnsilikurn,’ 
— that villain Martin put it there — he said his young mistress 
bade him. It was directed to me, but it was meant for him, I 
know, and I broke the seal and read it.” 

The whole assembly of officers seemed to swim away before Es- 
mond’s eyes as he read the paper ; all that was written on it was — 
“ Beatrix Esmond is sent away to prison, to Castlewood, where she 
will pray for happier days.” 

“ Can you guess where he is ? ” says Castlewood. 

“Yes,” says Colonel Esmond. He knew full well, Frank knew 
full well: onr instinct told whither that traitor had fled. 

He had courage to turn to the company and say, “ Gentlemen, T 
fear very much that Mr. George will not be here to-day; some- 
thing hath happened — and — and — I very much fear some accident 
may befall him, which must keep him out of the way. Havin" 
had your noon’s draught, you had best pay the reckoning and go 
home ; there can be no game where there is no one to play it." 

Some of the gentlemen went away without a word, others called 
to pay their duty to her Majesty and ask for her. health. The 
little army disappeared into the darkness out of which it had been, 
called ; there had been no writings, no paper to implicate any man. 
Some few officers and Members of Parliament had been invited 
over night to breakfast at the King’s Arms, at Kensington ; and 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

AUGUST 1 , 1714 . 

“Does my mistress know of this?” Esmond asked of Frank, as 
they walked along. 

“ My mother found tlie letter in tho book, on tbe toilet-table. 
She had writ it ere she liad left home,” Frank said. “ Mother met 
her on the stairs, with her hand upon the door, trying to enter, 
and never left her after that till she went away. He did not 
think of looking at it there, nor had Martin the chance of telling 
him. I believe the poor devil meant no harm,' though I half 
killed him ; he thought ’twas to Beatrix’s brother he was bringing 
the letter." 

Frank never said a word of reproach to me, for having brought 
the villain amongst ns. As we knocked at the door I said ; “ When 
will the horses be ready?” Frank pointed with liis cane, they 
were turning tho street that moment. 

We went up and bade adieu to our mistress j she was in a 
dreadful state of agitation by this time, and that Bishop was with 
her whose company she was so fond of. 

Did you tell him, my lord,” says Esmond, “ that Beatrix wns 
at Castlcwood ?’’ The Bishop blushed and stammered : “Well,” 
says he, “ I . . ■ 

“ You sensed the villain right,” broke out Mr. Esmond, “and 
he has lost a crown by what you told him.” 

My mistress turned quite white, “Henry, Henry,” says she, 
“ do not kill him.’” 

“ It may not be too late,” says Esmond ; “he may not have 
gone to Castle wood;, pray God, it is not too late.” The Bishop 
was breaking out with some bcvnales phrases about loyalty and the 
sacrednoss of the Sovereign’s person ; but Esmond sternly bade 
him hold liis tongue,, burn all papers, and take care of Lady Castle- 
wood ; and in five minutes lie and Frank were in the saddle, John 
Lockwood behind them, riding towards Castlewood at a rapid pace. 

We were, just got to Alton, when who should meet us but old 
'Lockwood, the porter from Castlewood, John’s father, walking by 


tiie aide of the Hexham flying-coach, who slept the night at Alton. 
Lockwood said his young mistress had arrived at home ou Wed- 
nesday night, and this morning, Friday, had despatched him with 
a packet for my lady at Kensington, saying the letter was of great 
importance. 

We took the freedom to break it, while Lockwood stared with 
wonder, and cried out his Lord bless me’s, and Who’d a thought 
it’s, at the sight of his young lord, whom lie had not seen these 
seven years. 

The packet from Beatrix contained no nows of importance at all. 
It was written in a jocular strain, affecting to make light of her 
captivity. She asked whether she might have leave to visit Mrs. 
Tosher, or to walk beyond the court and the garden- wall. She 
gave news of the peacocks, and a fawn she had there. She bade 
her mother send her certain gowns aud smocks by old Lockwood ; 
she sent her duty to a certain person, if certain other persons per- 
mitted her to take such a freedom j how that, as she was not able to 
play cards with him, she hoped he would read good books, such as 
Doctor Atterbury’s sermons and Eikon Basilike : she was going bo 
read good books : she thought her pretty mamma would like to 
know sbe was not crying her eyes out. 

“ Who is in the house besides you, Lockwood 1” says the Colonel. 

“ There be the laundry-maid, and the kitclien-iuaid, Madam 
Beatrix’s maid, the man from Loudon, and that be all ; and he 
sleepeth in my lodge away from the maids,” says old Lockwood. 

Esmond scribbled a line with a pencil on the note, giving it to 
the old pian, and bidding him go on to his lady. We knew why 
Beatrix had been so dutiful on a sudden, and why sbe spoke of 
Ei/tbn Basilike. She writ this letter to put the Prince on the 
scent, and the porter out of the way, 

“We have a fine moonlight night for riding on,” says Esmond j 
“Frank, we may reach Castlewood in time yet.” All the way 
along they made inquiries at the post-houses, when a tall young 
gentleman in a grey suit, with, a light-brown periwig, just the 
colour of my lord’s, had been seen to pass. He had set off at 
six that morning, and we at three in the afternoon. He rode al- 
most as quickly as we had done; , he was sever, hours a-head of us 
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We rode over Castlewood Downs before tlie breaking of dawn. 
We passed the veiy spot where the ear was upset fourteen years 
since j and Mohun lay. The village was not up yet, nor the forge 
lighted, as we rode through it, passing by the elms, where the rooks 
were still roosting, and by the church, and over the bridge. We 
got off our horses at the bridge and walked up to the gate, 

“ If she is safe,” says Frank, trembling, and his honest eyes filling 
with tears, “ a silver statue to Our Lady !■’’ He was going to rattle 
at the great iron knocker on the oak gate ; but Esmond stopped 
his kinsman’s hand. Ho had his own fears, his own hopes, his own 
despairs and griefs, too : but he spoke not a word of these to his 
companion, or showed any signs of emotion.' 

He went and tapped at the little window at the porter’s lodge, 
gently, but repeatedly, until the man came to the bars. 

Who’s there V says he, looking out j it was the servant from 
Kensington. 

“ My Lord Castlewood and Colonel Esmond,” we said, from 
below. “ Open the gate and let us in without any noise,” 

“ My Lord Castlewood 1 ” says the other ; “ my lord’s here, and 
in bed.” 

“ Open, d- — n you,” says Castlewood, with a curse, 

“ I shall open to no one,” sayB the mau, shutting the glass win- 
dow as Frauk drew a pistol. Ho would have fired at the porter, 
but Esmond again held his hand. 

" There are more ways than ono,” says he, “ of entering such a 
great house as this.” Frank grumbled that the west gate was half a 
mile round. “ But I know of a way that’s not a huudred yards 
off,” says Mr. Esmond ; and leading his kinsman closo along the 
, wall, and by the shrubs, which had now grown thick on what had 
been an old moat about the house, they came to the buttress, at the 
side of which the little window was, which was Father Holt’s pri- 
vate door. Esmond climbed up to this easily, broke a pane that 
had been mended, and touched the spring inside, and the two gen- 
tlemen passed in that way, treading as lightly as they could ; and 
so going through the passage into the court, over which the dawn 
was now reddening, and where the fountain plashed in the silence. 

They sped instantly to the porter’s lodge, where the fellow had 
not fastened his door that led into the, court ; and pistol in hand 


came upon the terrified wretch, and hade him be silent. Then 
they asked him (Esmond’s head reeled, and he almost fell as he 
spoke) when Lord Castlewood had arrived ? He said on the pre- 
vious evening, about eight of the clock. — “ And what then V — His 
lordship supped with his sister. — “Did the man wait?” Yes, he 
ami my lady’s maid both waited -. the other servants made tho 
supper ; and there was no wine, and they could give his lordship 
but milk, at which ho grumbled ; and — and Madam Beatrix kept 
Miss Lucy always in the room, with her. And there being a bed 
across the court in the Chaplain’s room, she had arranged my lord 
was to sloop there. Madam Beatrix had come down-stairs laughing 
with the maids, and had locked herself in, and my lord had stood 
for a while talking to her through the door, and she laughing at 
him. And then ho paced the court awhile, and she came again to 
the upper window ; and my lord implored her to oorne down and 
walk in the room ; but she would not, and laughed at him again, 
and shut the window ; and so my lord uttering what seemed curses, 
but in a foreign language, went to the chaplain’s room to bed. 

“ Was this all ? ” — “ All,” the man swore upon his honour ; “ all 
as he hoped to be saved.— Stop, there was one thing more. My 
lord, on arriving, and once or twice during supper, did kiss his 
sister as was natural, and she kissed him.” At this Esmond ground 
his teeth with rage, and well nigh throttled the amazed miscreant 
who was speaking, whereas Castlewood, seizing hold of his cousin’s 
hand, burst into a great fit of laughter. 

“If it amuses thee,” says Esmond in French, “ that your sister 
should be exchanging of kisses with a stranger,; I fear poor Beatrix ' 
will give thee plenty of sport.”— Esmond , darkly thought, liow 
Hamilton, Ashburnham, had before been masters of those roses 
that the young Prince’s lips were now feeding on. I-Ie sickened at 
that notion, Her check was desecrated, her beauty tarnished ; 
shame and honour stood, between it and him. The love was dead 
within him ; had she a crown to bring him. with her love, lie felt: 
that both would degrade him. 

But this wrath against Beatrix did not lessen the augry feelings 
of the Colonel against the man who had been the occasion if not 
the cause of the evil. Frank sat down on a stone-bench in the 
court-yard, and fairly fell asleep, while Esmond paced up and down 
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tlia court, debating what should ensue. What mattered how* much 
or how little had passed between the Prince and the poor faithless 
girl? They were arrived, in time perhaps to rescue her person, but 
not her mind ; had she not instigated the young Prince to come to 
her ; suborned Servants, dismissed others, so that she might com- 
municate with him ? The treacherous heart within her had sur- 
rendered, though the place was safe ; and it was to win this that he 
had given a life’s struggle and devotion ; this, that she was ready to 
give away for the bribe of a coronet or a wink of the Prince’s eye. 

When he had thought his thoughts out he shook up poor Prank 
from his sleep, who rose yawning, and said he had been dreaming 
of Clotilda. “You must back me,” says Esmond, “in what I am 
going to do. I have been, thinking that yonder scoundrel may have 
been instructed to tell that story, and that the whole of it may be 
a lie ; if it be, we shall find it out from the gentleman who is asleep 
yonder. See if the door leading to my lady’s rooms (so we oalled 
the rooms at the north-west angle of the house), see if the door is 
barred as ho saith.” We tried ; it was indeed as the lacquey had 
said, closed within. 

“It may have been open and shut afterwards,” says poor Esmond ; 
“ the foundress of our family let our ancestor in in that way.” 

“ What will you do, Harry, if — if what that fellow saith should 
turn out untrue?” The young man looked scared and frightened 
into his kinsman’s face ; I dare say it wore no very pleasant eis- 
pression. 

“ Let us first go see whether the two stories agree,” says Esmond ; 
and went in at the passage and opened the door into what had 
been his own chamber now for well nigh fivo-and-twenty years. A. 
candle was still burning, and the Prince asleep dressed on the bed — 
Esmond did not care for making a noise; The Prince Started up 
iii his bed, seeing two men in his chamber ; “ Qtri eat la ?” says he, 
and took a pistol from under his pillow. 

“It is the Marquis of Esmond,” says the Colonel, “ come to wel- 
come Ms Majesty to his house of Castlewood, and to report of what 
hath happened in London. Pursuant to the King’s orders, I 
passed the night before last, after leaving his Majesty, in wait- 


should have caused the King to quid London without notice 
yesterday, when the opportunity happened which in all human 
probability may not occur again; aud had the King not chosen 
to ride to Castlewood, the Prince of Wales might have slept at 
St. James’s.” 

“’Sdeath! gentlemen” says the Prince, starting off his bed, 
whereon he was lying in his clothes, “ the Doctor was with me 
yesterday morning, aud after watching by my sister all night, told 
rue I might not hope to see the Queen.” 

“ It would have been otherwise,” says Esmond with another 
bow; “as, by this time, the Queen may be dead in spite of the 
Doctor. The Council was met, a new Treasurer was appointed; the 
troops were devoted to the King’s cause ; and fifty loyal gentlemen 
of the greatest names of this kingdom were assembled to accompany 
the Prince of Wales, who might have been the acknowledged heir 
of the throne, or the possessor of it by this time, had your Majesty 
not chosen to take the air. We were ready ; there was only one 
person that failed us, your Majesty’s gracious” 

“ Morbleu, Monsieur, you give me too much Majesty,” said the 
Prince ; who had now risen up and seemed to be looking to one of 
us to help him to his coat. But neither stirred. 

“ We shall take care,” says Esmond, “not much ofteuer to offend 
in that particular.” 

“What mean you, my lord?” says the Prince, and muttered: 
something about a guet*a~pens, which Esmond caught up. 

“ The snare, Sir,” said he, “was not of our laying ; it is not we 
that invited y6u. We came to avenge, and not to compass, the 
dishonour of our family.” 

“Dishonour ! Morbleu, there has been no dishonour,” says the 
Prince, turning scarlet, “only a little harmless playing.” 

“ That was meant to end seriously.” 

“I swear, ” the Prince broke out impetuously, “ upon the honour 
of a gentleman, my lords”— 

“ That we arrived in time. No wrong hath been done, Prank,” 
says Colonel Esmond, turning round to young Castlewood, who 
stood at the door as the talk was going on. “ See 1 hero is a paper 
whereon his Majesty hath deigned to commence some verses, in 
honour, or dishonour, of Beatrix. Here is ‘ Madame ’ and ‘ Piamme,’ 


‘ Gnielle ’ and ‘Eobelle,’ and ‘Amour’ and ‘Jour,’ in the Eoyal 
writing and spelling. Had the Gracious lover been happy, he had 
nob passed his time in sighing.” In fact, and actually as he was 
speaking, Esmond cast his eyes down towards the table, and saw a 
paper on which my young Prince had been scrawling a madrigal, 
that was to finish his charmer on the morrow. 

“Sir,” says the Prince, burning with rage (lie had assumed his 
Eoyal coat unassisted by this time), “ did I come here to receive 
insults 1 ” 

“To confer them, may it please your Majesty,” says the Colonel, 
with a very low bow, “ and the gentlemen of our family are come 
to thank you,” 

“ Malediction J ” says the young man, tears starting into his eyes 
with helpless rage and mortification, “ What will you with me, 
gentlemen?” 

“ If your Majesty will please to enter the next apartment,” says 
Esmond, preserving his grave tone, “I have some papers there 
which I would gladly submit to you, and by your permission I will 
lead the way ; ” and, talking the taper up, and backing before the 
Prince with very great ceremony, Mr. Esmond passed into the 
little Chaplain’s room, through which we had just entered into the 
house : — “ Please to set a chair for his Majesty, Frank,” says the 
Colonel to his companion, who wondered almost as much at this 
scene, aud was as much puzzled by it, as tlie other actor in it. 
Then going to the crypt over the mantel-piece, the Colonel opened 
it, aud drew thence the papers which so long had lain there. 

“ Here, may it please your Majesty,” says lie, “ is the Patent of 
Marquis sent over by your Eoyal Father at St. Germains to Vis- 
count Caatlewood, my father : here is the witnessed certificate of 
my father’s marriage to my mother, aud of my birth and christen- 
ing ; I was christened of that religion of which your sainted siro 
gave all through life so shining example. These are my titles, dear 
Frank, and this what I do with them : here go Baptism and Mar- 
riage, and hero the Marquisate and the August Sign-Manual, with 
which your predecessor was pleased to honour our race.” And as 
Esmond spoke lie set the papers burning in the brazier. “You 
will please, sir, to remember,” he continued, “ that our family hath 
ruined itself by fidelity to yours : that my grandfather spent his 
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estate, and gave his blood and. his son to 'die for your service ; . that 
my dear lord’s grandfather (for lord yoii are now, Frank, by right 
and title too) died for the same cause ; that my poor kinswoman, 
my father’s second wife, after giving away her honour to your 
wicked perjured race, sent all her wealth to the King ; and got in 
return that precious titlo that lies in ashes, and this inestimable 
yard of blue ribband. I lay this at your feet and stamp upon it : 
I draw this sword, and break it and deny you ; and, bad you com- 
pleted the wrong you designed us, by Heaven I would have driven 
it through your heart, and no more pardoned you than your lather 
pardoned Monmouth. Frank will do the same, won’t you, cousin 1” 

Frank, who had been looking on with a stupid air at the papers 
as they flamed in the old brazier, took out his sword and broke it, 
holding his head down : — “I go with my cousin,” says lie, giving 

Esmond a grasp of the hand. “Marquis or, not, by I Stand 

by him any day. I beg your Majesty’s pardon for swearing ; that is 
• — that is — I’m for the Elector of Hanover. It's all your Majesty’s 
own fault. The Queen’s dead most likely by this time. And you 
might have been King if you hadn’t come dangling after ’Trix.” 

“ Thus to lose a crown,” says the young Prince, starting up, and 
speaking French in his. eager way ; “to lose the loveliest woman in 
the world ; to lose the loyalty of such hearts as yours, is not this, 
my lords, enough of humiliation ? — Marquis, if I go on my knees 
will you pardon me ? — No, I can’t do that, hut I can offer you repa- 
ration, that of honour, that of gentlemen. Favour me by crossing 
the sword with mine : yours is broke— see, yonder in the armoire 
are two and the Fiance took them out as eager as a hoy, and 
held them towards Esmond : — “ All ! you will ? Iforij monsieur, 

Extremely touched by this immense mark of condescension aid 
repentance for wrong done, Colonel Esmond bowed down so low as 
almost to kiss the gracious young hand that conferred on him such 
an honour, and took his guard in silence. The swords were no 
sooner met; than Castlewood knocked up Esmond’s with the blade 
of his own, which he had broke off short at the shell ; and the 
Colonel falling back a step dropped his point with another very low 
bow, and declared himself perfectly satisfied. 

“ Eh bieu, Vicomte /” says the young Prince, who was a hoy, 


and a French boy, “ U no nous reste qu’une chose a fair e : ” he placed 
his sword upon the table, and the fingers of his two hands upon 
Ms breast We have one more thing to do,” says he; “you 
do not divine iti” He stretched out his aims : — “Mmbramm 
nous!" 

The talk was scarce over when Beatrix entered the room : — 
What came she to seek there 1 She started and turned palo at the 
sight of her brother and kinsman, drawn swords, broken sword- 
blades, and papers yet smouldering in the brazier. 

“ Charming Beatrix," says the Prince, with a blush which became 
Mm very well, “ these lords have come a horseback from London, 
where my sister lies in a despaired state, and where her successor 
makes himself desired. Pardon me for my escapade of last evening, 
I had been so long a prisoner, that I seized the occasion of a pro- 
menade on horseback, and my horse naturally bore me towards 
you. I found you a Queen in your little court, where you deigned 
to entertain me. Present my homages to your maids of honour. 
I sighed as you slept, under the window of your cliambeiyand then 
retired to seek rest in my own. It was there that' these gentlemen 
agreeably roused me. Yes, milords, for that is a happy day that 
makes a Prince acquainted, at whatever cost to liis vanity, with 
such a noble heart as that of the Marquis of Esmond. Mademoi- 
selle, may we take your coach to town 1 I saw it in the hangar, 
and this poor Marquis must be dropping with sleep." 

“ Will it please the King to breakfast before he goes V' was all 
Peatrix could say. The roses had shuddered out of her olieeks ; 
• her eyes were glaring; she looked quite old. She came rip to Es- 
mond and hissed out a Word or two : — “ If I did not love you before, 
cousin,” says she, “think how I love you now.” If words could 
stab, no doubt she would have killed Esmond ; she looked at him 
as if she could. 

But her keen words gave no wound to Mr. Esmond; his heart 
was too hard. As he looked at her, lie wondered that lie could 
over have loved her. . His love of ten years was over ; it fell down 
dead on the spot, at the Kensington Tavern, where Frank brought 
Mm the note out of l'likon Basilike. The Prince blushed and bowed 
low, as she gazed at Mm, and quitted the chamber. I have never 
seen her from that day. 
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Horses were fetched and put to the chariot presently. My lord 
rode outside, and as for Esmond he was so tired that he was no 
sooner in the carriage than he fell asleep, and never woke till night, 
as the coach came into Alton. 

As we drove to tho Bell Inn comes - a mitred coach with our 
old friend Lockwood beside the coachman. My Lady Castlewood 
and the Bishop were inside ; she gave a. little scream when she saw 
us. The two coaches entered the inn almost together ; the land- 
lord and people coming out with lights to welcome the visitors. 

We in our coach sprang out of it, as soon as ever we saw the 
dear lady, and above all, the Doctor in his cassock. What was the 
news? Was there yet time? Was the Queen alive 1 These 
questions were put hurriedly, as Boniface stood waiting before his 
noble guests to bow them up the stair. 

“ Is she safe 1” was what Lady Castlewood whispered in a. flutter 
to Esmond. 

“ All’s well, thank God,” says he, as the fond lady took his hand 
and kissed it, and called him her preserver and her dear. She 
wasn’t thinking of Queens and crowns. 

The Bishop’s news was reassuring : at least all was not lost ; the 
Queen yet breathed or was alive when they left London, six hours 
since. (“ It was Lady Castlewood who insisted on coming,” tho 
Doctor said j) Argyle had marched up regiments from Portsmouth, 
and sent abroad for more ; the Whigs were on the alert, a pest on 
them (I am not sure hut the Bishop swore as he spoke), and so too 
were our people. And all might be saved, if only the Prince could 
be at Loudon in time. We called for horses, instantly to return to. 
London. We never went up poor crestfallen Boniface’s stairs, but 
into our coaches again. The Prince and his Prime Minister in one, 
Esmond in the other, with only his dear mistress as a companion. 

Castlewood galloped forwards on horseback to gather the Prince’s 
friends, and warn them of liis coming. We travelled through the 
night. Esmond discoursing to his mistress of the events of the last 
twenty-four hours ; of Castlewood’s ride and his j of the Prince’s 
generous behaviour and their reconciliation. The night seemed 
short enough; and the starlit hours passed away serenely in that 
fond company. 

So we came along tho road ; tho Bishop’s coaoh heading ours ; 



and, with some delays in procuring horses, we got to Hammersmith 
about four o’clock on Sunday morning, the first of August, and Half 
an hour after, it being then bright day, we rode by my Lady War- 
wick's house, and S 9 down the street of Kensington. 

Early as the hour was, there was a bustle in the street, and 
many people moving to and fro. Kound the gate leading to the 
Palace, where the guard is, there was especially a great crowd, 
the coach ahead of us stopped, and the Bishop’s man got down 
what the concourse meant 1 
There presently came from out of the gate ; Horse Guards with 
their trumpets, and a company of heralds with their tabards. The 
blew, and the herald-at-arms came forward and proclaimed 
George, by the grace of God, of Great Britain, France, and Ireland, 
Defender of the Faith. And the people shouted God save 
the King ! 

crowd shouting and waving their hats, I caught sight 
one sad face, which I had known all my life, and seen under 
many disguises. It was no other than poor Mr. Holt’s, who had 
slipped over to England to witness the triumph of the good cause ; 
and now beheld its enemies victorious, amidst the acclamations of 
the English people. The poor follow had forgot to huzza or to 
take Ms hat off, until his neighbours in the crowd remarked his 
of loyalty, and cursed him for a Jesuit in disguise, when he 
ruefully uncovered and bogan to cheer. Sure he was the most un- 
of men : he never played a game but he lost it ; or engaged 
in a conspiracy hut ’twas certain to end in defeat. I saw him in 
Flanders after this, whence he went to Borne to the head-quartern 
of Ms Order ; and actually reappeared among us in America, very 
old, and busy, and hopeful. I am not sure that he did not assume 
the hatchet and moccassins there ; and, attired in a blanket and 
war-paint, skulk about a missionary amongst the Indians. He iios 
buried in our neighbouring province of Maryland now, with a cross 
and a mound of earth above him ; under which that un- 


With the sound of King George’s trumpets, all the vain hopes of 
the weak and foolish young Pretender were blown away; and with': 
that music, too, I may say, the drama of my own life was ended. 


MY CROWNING IUmjTEHS. 
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That happiness, which hath subserviently crowned it, cannot be 
written in words ; ’tis of its nature sacred and secret, and not to 
he spoken of, though the heart be ever so full of thankfulness, save 
to Heaven and the One Ear alone— to one fond being, the truest 
and tenderest and purest wife ever man was blessed with. As I 
think of the immense happiness which was in store' for me, and of 
the depth and intensity of that love which, for so many years, hath 
blessed me, I own to a transport of wonder and gratitude for such 
a boon — nay, am thankful to have been endowed with a heart 
capable of feeling and knowing the immense beauty and value of 
the gift which God hath bestowed upon me. Sure, love vincit 
omnia is immeasurably above all ambition, more precious than 
wealth, more noble than name. He knows not life who knows not 
that : he hath not felt the highest faculty of the soul who hath not 
enjoyed it. In the name of my wife I write the completion of 
hope, and the Summit of happiness. To have such a love is the one 
blessing; in comparison of which all earthly joy is of no value ; und 
to think of her, is to praise God. 

It was at Bruxelles, whither we retreated after the failure of 
our plot — our Whig friends advising us to keep out of the waj — 
that the great joy of my life was bestowed upon me, and that my 
dear mistress became my wife. We had been so accustomed to an 
extreme intimacy and confidence, and had lived so long and tenderly 
together, that we might have gone on to the end without thinking 
of a closer tie ; but circumstances brought about that event which 
so prodigiously multiplied my happiness and hers (for which I 
humbly thank Heaven), although a calamity befell us, which, I • 
blush to think, hath occurred more than once in our house, I 
know hot what infatuation of ambition urged the beautiful and 
wayward woman, whose name hath occupied so many of these pages, 
and who was served by me with ten years of such a constant fidelity 
and passion ; but ever after that day at Castlewood, when we res- 
cued her, she persisted in holding all her family as her enemies, 
and left us, and escaped to France, to what a fate I disdain to tell. 
Nor was her son’s house a .home for my dear mistress ; my poor. 
Frank was weak, as perhaps all our l-ace hath been, and led by 
women. Those around him were imperious, and in a terror of his 
mother’s influence over him, lest lie should recant, and deny the 



creed -which ho had adopted by their persuasion. The difference 
of tlieir religion separated the son and the mother: my dearest 
mistress felt that she was severed from her children and alone in 
the world — alone but for one constant servant on whose fidelity, 
praised be Heaven, she could count. ’Twas after a scene of ignoble 
quarrel on the part of Frank’s wife and mother (for the poor lad 
had been made to marry the whole of that German family with 
whom he had connected himself), that I found my mistress one dav 
in tears, and then besought her to confide herself to the care and 
devotion of one who, by God’s help, would never forsake her. And 
then the tender matron, as beautiful in her autumn, and a% pure as 
virgins in their spring, with blushes of love and “ eyes of meek 
surrender,” yielded to my respectful importunity, and consented 
to share my home. Let the last words I write thank her, and bless 
her who hath blessed it. 

By the kindness of Mr. Addison, all danger of prosecution, and 
every obstacle against our return to England, was removed ; and my- 
son Frank’s gallantry in Scotland mado his peace with the King’s 
government. But we two cared no longer to live in England ; and 
Frank formally and joyfully yielded over to ns the possession of that 
estate which we now occupy, far away from Europe an d its troubles, 
on the beautiful banks of the Potomac, where we have built a 
new Castlewood, and think with grateful hearts of our old homo. 
In our transatlantic country we have a season, the calmest and most 
delightful of the year, which we call the Iudian summer : I often 
say the autumn of our life resembles that happy and serene weather, 
and am thankful for its rest and its sweet sunshine. Heaven hath 
blessed us with a child, which each parent loves for her resemblance 
to the other. Our diamonds are turned into ploughs and axes for 
our plantations ; and into negroes, the happiest and merriest, I 
think, in all this country : and the only jewel by which my wife 
sets any store, and from which she hath never parted, is that gold 
button she took from my arm on the day when sire visited me in 
prison, and which she wore over after, as she told me, on the ten 
defeat heart in the world. 



